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A SCANDAL IN BOHEMIA 


To SranuLOCK Holmes sbe is always tht woman. I have seldom heard him mention 
her under any other name. In his eyes she eclipses and predominates the whole of 
her sex. It was not that he felt any emotion al^ to love for Irene Adler. All emo* 
tions, and that one particularly, were abhorrent to his cold, precise hut admirably 
balanced mind. He was, I take it, the most pmfect reasoning aiKl observing ma* 
chine tiiat the world has seen, but as a lover he would have fdaced himsdf in a false 
position. He never spoke of the softer passions, save wHh a gibe and a mem. They 
were admirable diings for the observer-excdlent for drawing tire veil from men’s 
motives and actions. But for the trained reasoner to admit such intrusions into his 
own delicate and findy adjusted temperament was to introduce a distncting factor 
which might throw a doubt upon all his mental results. Grit in a sensitive instra* 
ment, or a crack in one of his own high>power loises, would not be mote disturbing 
than a strong mnotion in a nature such as his. And yet there was but one woman 
to him, and that woman was the late Irene Adler, of dubious and questionable 
memory. 

I had seen little of Holmes lately. My marriage had drifted us away from each 
other. My own complete happiness, and the homfrcentred interests which rise 
up around the man who first teds himself master of his own establishment, were 
sufficient to absorb all my attention, while Holmes, ^o loatired, every form of 
society with his whole Bohemian soul, remained in our lodgings in Baker Street, 
buried among his old boob, and altematmg from wedc to wedc between cocaine 
and ambition, the drowsiness of the drug, and the fierce energy ^ his own keen 
nature. He was still, as ever, deeply attracted by the study of crime, and occupied 
his immense faculties and extraordinary powen of observation in fdlowing out 
those clues, and clearing up those m^teries which had been abandoned as bo^ess 
by the official police. From time to time I heard some vague account of his doings: 
of his summons to Odessa in the case of the TrepoS murder, of his clearing up 
of the singular tragedy of the Atkinson brothers at Trincomalee, and finally of the 
mission which he had accomplished so ddicately and successfully for the reigning 
family of Holland. Beyond these signs of his activity, however, which 1 merely 
shared with all the readers of the daily press, I knew little of my former friend and 
companion. 

One night-it was on the twentieth Matdi, i888->I was letuning from a 
journey to a patient (for I had now returned to civil practice), when my way led 
me through Baker Street. As I passed tire wdhretnembmed door, which must al' 
ways be associated in my mind with my wooing, and with the dark incidents of the 
Study in Soarltt, I was seized with a keen desire to see Holmes again, and to know 
how he was employing his extraordinary powers. His rooms were brilliantiy lit, and, 
even as I look^ up, I saw his tall, ^re figure pass twice in a dark silhouette 
against the blind. He was pacing the room swiftly, eagerly, with his head sunk 
upon bis chest and his harids clasped behind him. To me, udro knew his every 
mood and habit, his attitude and manna tcdd tiieir own story. He was at work 
agairL He bad risen out rrf his dtug<reated dreams and was hot upon tire scent d 
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some new proUem. 1 rang the ben and was shown up to the chamber which had 
formerly bm in part my own. 

His manner was nc^ effusive. It seldcan was; but he was ^ad, 1 think, to see me. 
With hardly a word spoken, but with a kindly eye, he waved me to an armchair, 
direw across bis case of cigars, and indicated a spirit case and a gasogene in the 
comer. Then he stood before the fire and looked me over in his singjdar introspec- 
tive fadiion. 

‘Wedlock suits you," he remarked. “I think, Watson, that you have put on 
seven and a half poun^ since I saw you." 

“Sevenl” I answered. 

“Indeed, 1 should have thought a little more. Just a trifle more, 1 fancy, Watson. 
And in practice again, I observe. You did not tdl me that you intended to go into 
harness.” 

“Then, how do yon know?” 

“I see it, I deduce it. How do I kno«' that you have been getting youtsdf very 
wet lately, and that you have a most clumsy and dateless servant girl?” 

“My dear Holmes,” said I, “this is too much. You would certainly have been 
burned, had you lived a few centuries ago. It is true that I had a country walk on 
Thursday and came home in a dreadful mess, but as I have changed my clothes 
I can’t imagine how you deduce it. As to Maty Jane, she is incorrigible, and my 
wife has given her notice but there, again, I fail to see how you work it out.” 

He chuckled to hims^ at>d rubbed his long, nervous han^ together. 

“It is simplicity itself,” said he; “my eyes tell me that on the inside of your left 
shoe, just whme the firdight strikes it, ^e leather is scored by six almost parallel 
cots. Obviously they have been caused by someone who has very carelessly scraped 
round the edges of the sole in order to remove crusted mud from it. Hence, you 
see, my double deduction that you had been out in vile weather, and that you 
had a particttlariy malignant boot-slitting specimen of the London slavey. As to 
your practice, if a gentleman walks into my rooms smelling of iodoform, with a 
black mark of nitrate of silver upon his right forefinger, and a bulge on toe right 
side of his top-hat to show where he has secreted his stethoscope, I must be dull, 
indeed, if I do not pronounce hrin to be an active member of the medical 
profession.” 

I crmld not help laughing at the ease with which he explained his process of 
deduction. “When I hear you give your reasons,” I remarked, “the thing always 
appears to me to be so ridiculously simple that I could easily do it myself, though 
at each successive instance of your reasoning I am baffled until you explain your 
process. And yet I believe that my eyes are as good as yours.” 

“Quite so,” he answered, lighting a cigarette, and throwing himself down into 
an atmduir. “You see, but you do not observe. The distinction is clear. For ex- 
ample;, you have feequently seen the steps which lead up from the hall to this 
room.” 

“Frequently.” 

“How often?” 

“Well, some hundreds of times.” 

“Then how many are toere?” 

“How mai^ I ito’t know.” 

‘Qnite'lpl Y<wi have not observed. And yet you have seen. That is fast my 
pofet No#, I know that thens are s evente e n steps, because I have boto seen and 
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observed. By the way, since you ate interested in these little proltens, and since 
you ate good enough to chronicle one or two of my trifling experiences, you may 
be interested in this.” He threw over a sheet of thick, pink-tinted notopaper which 
had been lyinjl^tqren upon the table. ”It came by the last post,” said he. "Read it 
aloud.” 

The note was undated, and without either signature or address. 

“There will call upon you to-night, at a quarter to eight o’clock [it said], 
a gentleman who desires to consult you upon a matter of the very deepest 
moment. Your recent services to one of the royal houses of Europe have 
shown that you are one who may safely be trusted with matters which are 
of ap importance which can hardly be exaggerated. This account of you we 
have from all quarters received. Be in your chamber then at that hour, and 
do not take it amiss if your visitor wear a mask. 

“This is indeed a mystery,” I remarked. "What do you imagine that it means?” 

“1 have no data yet. It is a capital mistake to theorize before one has data. 
Insensibly one begins to twist facts to suit theories, instead of theories to suit 
facts. But the note itself. What do you deduce from it?” 

1 carefully examined the writing, and the paper upon which it was written. 

“The man who wrote it was presumably well to do,” I remarked, endeavouring 
to imitate my companion’s processes. “Such paper could not be bought under half 
a crown a packet. It is peculiarly strong and stiff." ^ 

“Peculiar— that is the very word,” said Holmes. “It is not an English paper at all. 
Hold it up to the light.” 

I did so, and saw a large “E” with a small “g,” a “P,” and a large “C” with a 
small “t" woven into the texture of the paper. 

“What do you make of that?” asked Holmes. 

“The name of the maker, no doubt; or his monogram, rather.” 

“Not at all. 'The ’G’ with the small T’ stands for ’Gesellschaft,’ which is the 
German for ‘Company.’ It is a customary contraction like our *Co.’ ‘P,’ of course, 
stands for ‘Papier.’ Now for the ‘Eg.’ Let us glance at our Continental Gazetteer.” 
He took down a heavy brown volume frcnn his shelves. “Eglow, Eglonit^here we 
are, Egna. It is in a German-speaking country— in Bohemia, not far from Carlsbad. 
‘Remarkable as being the scene of the death of Wallenstein, and for its numerous 
glass-factories and paper-mills.’ Ha, ha, my boy, what do you make of that?” His 
eyes sparkled, and he sent up a great blue triumi^iant doud from his cigarette. 

“The paper was made in Bohemia,” 1 said. 

“Precisely. And the man who wrote the note is a German. Do you note the 
peculiar construction of the sentence— ‘This account of you we have tom all quar- 
ters received.' A Frenchman or Russian could not have written that. It is tibe 
German who is so uncourteous to his verbs. It only remains, dierefore, to dis- 
cover what is wanted by this German who,tmte$ upon Bohemian paper and prefers 
wearing a mask to showing his face. And here he comes, if I am not mistaken, to 
resolve all our doubts.” 

As he spoke there was the sharp sound of horses' Hoofe and ^wheels 

against die curb, followed 1^ a sharp pull at the bdl. HcStnes wbiidM. ^ 

“A pair, by the sound,” s^ he. “Yes,” he omtinued, ^andng out int die win- 
jlow. “A nice litde brougham and a pair of beauties. A hundred and Sttf guineas 
apiece. ‘There's money in diis case, Watson, if diere is nodiing dse.” 
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*I tiiinlc tiiat 1 had bettn |d, Holibes.’' 

*Not a Doctor. Stay where you are. I am lost without my Boswdl. And this 
promises to Wintereatmg. It would be a pity to miss it” 

“But your dkat — 

“Never mind hhn. I may want your help, and so may he. Here he comes. Sit 
down in ^t atmdhah, Do^, and give us your best attentkm.” 

A skiw and heavy step, which had bdbn heard upon the stairs and in the passage, 
paused unmediatdy outside the door. Then there was a loud and authoritative 
tap. 

“Come int” said Holmes. 

A man entered who could hardly have been less than six feet six inches in height 
with the chest and limbs of a Hercules. His dress was rid widi a richness which 
would, in England, be locdeed upmi as akin to ba^ taste. Heavy bands of astrakhan 
were slashed across the sleeves and fronts of h» double-breasted coat while the 
deq> blue cloak which was thrown over his shoulders was lined with fiame-cdoured 
silk and secured at die neck with a brooch which consisted of a single flaming beryl. 
Boots which extended halfway up his calves, and which were trimmed at the tops 
with rich brovro fur, comidded the impression of barbaric opulence which was 
suggested by his whole appearance. He carried a broad-brimm^ hat in his hand, 
while he wore across die upper part of his face, extending down past the cheek- 
bones, a black viard mask, which he had appatendy adjusted diat very moment 
for his hand was still raised to it as he enter^. From ^ lower part of the face 
he appeared to be a man of strong character, with a thick, hanging lip, and a long, 
straight chin suggestive of resolution pushed to the length of obstinacy. 

“You had my note?” he asked with a deep harsh voice and a strongly marked 
German accent. “I told you that I would call.” He looked from one to the other 
of us, as if uncertain which to address. 

“Pray take a seat," said Holmes. “This is my friend and colleague, Dr. Watson, 
who is occasionally good enough to help me in my cases. Whom have 1 the honour 
to address?” 

“You may address me as the Count Von Kramm, a Bohemian nobleman. 1 
understand that this gentleman, your friend, is a man of honour and discretion, 
whom I may trust with a matter of the most extreme importance. If not, I should 
much prefer to communicate with you alone.” 

I rose to go, but Holmes caught me by the wrist and pushed me back into my 
chair. “It is both, or none,” said he. “You may say before this gentleman anything 
which you may say to me.” 

The Count shrugged his broad shoulders. ‘Then I must begin,” said he, “by 
binding you both to absolute secrecy for two years; at the end of that time the 
matter will be of no importance. At present it is not too much to say that it is of 
such weight it may have an influence upon European history.” 

"1 promise,” said Holmes. 

“And I.” 

“You will excuse this mask,” continued our strange visitor. “The august person 
who employs me wishes his agent to be unknown to you, and I may confess at 
once that the title by which I have just called myself is not exactly my own.” 

“I was aware of iC said Holmes drily. 

“The circumstances are of great ddicacy, and every ptecaatimi has to be taken . 
to quench what might grow to be an immense scandal and setioasly compromise 
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one of the reigning hiinilws of Enit^. To speak {dainl; , the mattet' imidicatei 
the great House of Ormstein, hereditary kmgs of Bohemia." 

"I was also aware of that," murmured Hoboes, setdii^ himself down in his arm- 
chair and closing his eyes. 

Our visitor glanced with some apparent surprise at the languid, loungiog f^re 
of the man diko had been no doubt depicted to him as the most incisive reasoner 
and most energetic agent in Europe. Holmes slowly reopened his eyes and looked 
impatiently at his gigantic client. 

"If your Majesty would condescend to state your case," he remarked, "I should 
be better able to advise you." 

The man sprang from his chair and paced up and down the romn in uncrmtrol- 
lable agitation. Then, with a gesture of desp^tion, he tore the mask from his 
bee and hurled it upon the ground. "You are right,” he cned; "1 am the King. 
Why should I attempt to conceal it?" 

"Why, indeed?" murmured Holmes. "Your Majesty had not spoken before I 
was aware that I was addressing Wilhelm Gottsreich Sigismond von Ormstein, 
Grand Duke of Cassel-Felstein, and hereditary King of Bohemia.” 

"But you can understand,” said our strartge visitor, sitting down once more and 
passing his hand over his high white forehead, "you can undentand that I am 
not accustomed to doing such business in my own person. Yet the matter was 
so delicate that I could not confide it to an agent without putting myself in his 
power. I have come incognito from Prague for the purpose of consulting you." 

"Then, pray consult,” said Holmes, shutting his eyes once more. 

"The facts are briefly these: Some five years ago, during a lengthy visit to War- 
saw, I made the acquaintance of the w^-known adv&tuiess, Irene Adkr. The 
name is no doubt familiar to you." 

"Kindly look her up in my index, Doctor," murmured Holmes without opening 
his eyes. For many years he had adopted a system of docketing all patagraplto con- 
cerning men and things, so that it was difficult to name a subject or a person on 
which he could not at once furnish information. In ffiis case I found her biography 
sandwiched in between that of a Hebrew rabbi and that of a staflF-commander who 
had written a monograph upon the deep-sea fishes. 

"Let me seel” said Holmes. "HumI Bom in New Jersey in the year 1858. 
Contralto— humi La Scala, humi Prima donna Imperial Opera of Warsaw— yesi 
Retired from operatic stage— hal Living in London— quite sol Your Majesty, as I 
understand, became entangled with this young person, wrote her some compromis- 
ing letters, and is now desirous of getting those letters back.” 

"Precisely so. But how — ” 

“Was there a secret mamage?” 

“None.” 

"No legal papers or certificates?” 

"None " 

"Then I fail to follow your Majesty. If this young person should produce hei 
letters for blackmailing or other purposes, how is she to prove their authenticity?” 

"There is the writing.” 

"Pooh, pooh! Forgery ” 

"My private note-paper.” 

"Stolen." 

“My own seal." 



“Irnttoted." 

photograph.” 

“Booght” 

”We w«e boA in die photograph.” 

”Oh, deatl That kt veiy badi Yooz Majesty has indeed committed an in- 
discietioa.” 

”I was mad^nnne.” 

”Yoa have oompromised yoniself seriously.” 

”I was only Crown Prince dien. I was young. 1 am but thirty now.” 

*lt most be lecovered.” 

”We have tried and failed.” 

”Yoiur Majesty must pay. It must be bought.” 

”ShewiDnotsdl.” 

”St()len, then.” 

"Five attempts have been made. Twice but^n in my pay ransacked her house. 
Chioe we diverted h« luggage when she travelh|d. Twice she has been waylaid. 
There has been no result." 

“No sign of it?" 

“Abfolntdy none.” 

Holmes laughed. “It is quite a pretty litde problem,” said he. 

“But a very serious one to me," returned die King reproachfully. 

“Very, indM. And what does she propose to do with the photograph?" 

“To rain me." 

“But how?" 

“I am about to be married.” 

“So I have heard.” 

“To Qodlde Lothman von Saxe-Meningen, second daughter of the King of Scan- 
dinavia. You may know the strict principles of her family. She is herself the very 
soul oi ddkacy. A shadow oi a doubt as to my conduct would bring the matter to 
an end.” 

“And Irene Adler?” 

“Threatens to send them the |drotogmph. And she will do it. I know that she 
will do it. You do not know her, but she has a soul of steel. She has the face of the 
most beautiful of women, and Ae mind of the most resolute of men. Rather than 
1 should marry another woman, there are no lengths to which she would not go- 
none." 

“You are sure that she has not sent it yet?" 

“I am sore.” 

“And why?" 

“Because she has said that she would send it on the day when the betrothal 
was pnbliciy proclaimed. That will be next Monday.” 

“Oh, th« we have three days yet," said Holines with a yawn. “That is very 
fortunate, as I have one or two matters of importance to look into just at present. 
Your Majesty will, of course, stay in London for the present?" 

“Certainly. You will find me at the Langham urider the name of die Count 
Von Ktamm." 

Then I shall drop you a line to let you know how we progress.” 

“Pray do so. I shall be aU anxiety.” 

Th^ as to money?" 

Too have carte Uandie.” 


6 



"Kbadaltdfi" 

tdi yon (hot I’would give one <tf tbe provtacei of ny ktagdom to litvo tint 
pbotogngli.'' 

'‘And for pmeat expenses?” 

' Tbe ISng took a heavy duunois leather beg from tinder his doak and laid it on 
tiie table. 

”7116^6 ate mtee hnndied ponnds in gold and seven hundred in notes,” he said. 

Holmes scribUed a receipt vgxm a sheet of his note^xxdc and banded it to him. 

”And Maifemoisdle’s address?” he adied. 

”Is Btiony Lodge, Serpentine Avenue, St. John’s Wood.” 

Holmes took a note of it. ”One other question,” said he. *Was die photograph 
a cabinet?” 

“It was." 

“Then, good-night, your Majesty, and I trust that we shall soon have some good 
news for you. And good-nigh^ Watson,” be added, as die wheels of the royal 
brougham rolled down the street. “If you will be good enough to eaD to-monow 
afternoon at three o’clock I should like to chat diis little matter over widi you.” 

a 

At three o’clock precisdy I was at Baker Street, but Hohnes had not yet re- 
turned. The landlady informed me that he had left the house diotdy after eight 
o’clock in the morning. I sat down beside die fire^ however, with die intention of 
awaiting him, however long he might be. 1 was aheidy d^y interested in his 
inquiry, for, though it was surrounded by none ot the sim ^ strange features 
which were associated with the two crimes which I have dieady recorded, stiU, 
the nature of the case and the exalted station of his dient gave it a character of its 
own. Indeed, apart from the nature of die investigaticm which my friend had on 
hand, there was something in his masterly grasp of a situation, and his been, 
incisive reasoning, which made it a pleasure to me to study his system of work, and 
to follow the quick, subtle methods by which he disentan^ed the most incxtijcabk 
mysteries. So accustomed was I to his invariable success that the very possibility 
of his failing had ceased to enter into my head. 

It was dose upon four before the door opened, and a dranken-looking groom, 
ill-kempt and side-whiskered, with an infomed face and disreputable dodies, 
walked into tbe room. Accustomed as I was to my friend's amazing powers in the 
use of disguises, I had to look three times before I was certain that it was indeed he. 
With a nod he vanished into the bedroom, whence be emerged in five minutes 
tweed-suited and respectable, as of cdd- Putting bis hands into his pockets, be 
stretched out his kgs in frcmt erf the fire and laughed heartily for some minutes. 

“Wdl, teallyl” he cried, and then he choked and lau^^ again until he was 
(dsliged to Ik bade, limp and helpless, in die chair. 

“What is it?” 

“It’s quite too funny. I am sore you could never guess how I employed my mom- 
ing, or what I ended ^ doing.” 

“I can’t imagine. I suppose diat you hm been watching the habits, and perhaps 
the house, of Miss Iroie Adler.” 

“Quite so; but die sequd was rtdier unusual. I will tdl you, however. I left the 
house a litdie after ci^t o’dodc this morning in the diaracter of a gr oom out of 
work. *niem is a wonde r fq l qrmpathy and fieemasonry among heiiy men. Be one 



\t IS a bi)0u wWa, ^A\v a gaLiAen al tbe back, but built out m front nght up to the 
road, two stones. Chubb lock to the door. Large sitting-room on the right side, well 
furnished, with long windows almost to the floor, and those preposterous English 
window fasteners which a child could open. Behind there was nothing remarkable, 
save that the passage window could be reached from the top of the coach-house 
I walked round it and examined it closely from every point of view, but without 
noting anything else of interest 

then lounged down the street and found, as I expected, that there was a mews 
in a lane which runs down by one wall of the garden. I lent the ostlers a hand in 
rubbing down their hones, and received in exchange twopence, a glass of half 
and half, two fills of shag tobacco, and as much information as I could desire 
about Miss Adler, to say nothing of half a dozen other people in the neighbour- 
hood in whom I was not in the least interested, but whose biographies I was com- 
pelled to listen to ” 

‘'And what of Irene Adler?” I asked 

"Oh, she has turned all the men's heads dowa m that part She is the daintiest 
thing under a bonnet on this planet So say the Serpentine-mews, to a man She 
lives quietly, sings at conceits, drives out at five every day, and returns at seven 
sharp for dinner Seldom goes out at other times, except when she sings Has 
only one male visitor, but a good deal of him He is dark, handsome, and dashing, 
never calls less than once a day, and often twice He is a Mr. Godfrey Norton, of 
the Inner Temple See the advantages of a cabman as a confidant Thev had driven 
him home a dozen times from Serpentine mews, and knew all about him When 
I had listened to all they had to tell, I began to walk up and down near Bnony 
Lodge once more, and to think over my plan of campaign 
"Tins Godfrey Norton was evidently an important factor in the matter He was a 
lawyer That sounded ominous "What was the relation between them, and what 
the obiect of his repeated visits? Was she his client his fnend or his mistress? If 
the former, she had probably transferred the photograph to his keeping If the 
latter, it was less likely On the issue of this question depended wnethei I should 
continue mv work at Bnony I odge, or turn mv attention to ♦^he gentleman s cham 
bers in the Temple It was a del)c,*te point, and it widened the field of my inquiry 
I fear that I bore you with these details, but I have to let you see my little 
difficulties, if you arc to understand the situation ' 

‘T am following you closely, ' I answered 

"I was still balancing the matter in my mind when a hansom cab drove up to 
Bnony Lodge, and a gentleman sprang out He was a remarkabh handsome man, 
dark, aquilmc, and moustached- evidently the man of whom 1 lud heard He 
appeared to be in a great hurry, shouted to the cabmm to wail, ard brushed past 
the maid who opened the door with the air of a man who was thoroughly at home 
‘'He was in the house about half an hour, and I could catch ghmpscs of him m 
the windows of the sitting room, pacing up and down taBipg cvcitedl and wasing 
his aims Of her I could see nothing Presently he emerged looking c\tii morr 
flurried than before As he stepped up to trie cab, he pulled i gold watch from his 
pocket and looked at it earnestly. Drive like the devil, he shouted, first t( Groj« 
& Ilankey s in Regent Street, and then to the Chuich ot St Monica in the Edge 
ware Road Half a guinea if you do it in twenty miniitesl' 

‘Away thev went, and I was ]ust wondering whether 1 ahouid not clo well to 
follow them when up the lane came a neat little landau, the coachman with his 
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cent only half-buttoned» and fais tie under his ear, while all the tags of his harness 
were sticking out of the buddes* It hadn't pulled up before she shot out of the 
hall door and into it. I only caught a glimpse of her at the moment, but she was a 
lovely woman, with a face that a man might die for. 

“ 'The Church of St. Monica, John/ she cried, ‘and half a sovereign if you reach 
it in twenty minutes/ 

'This was quite too good to lose, Watson. I was just balancing whether I should 
run for it, or whether I should perch behind her landau when a cab came through 
the street. The driver looked twice at such a shabby fare, but I jumped in before 
he could object. The Church of St Monica/ said I, 'and half a sovereign if you 
reach it in twenty minutes.' It was twenty five minutes to twelve, and of course 
it Was clear enough what was in the vind. 

"My cabby drove fast. I don't think I ever drove faster, but the others were 
there before us. The cab and the landau with their steaming horses were in front 
of '^he door when I arrived. I paid the man and hurried into the church. There 
was not a soul there save the two whom 1 had followed and a surpliced 
clergyman, who seemed to be expostulating with them. They were all three stand- 
ing m a knot in front of the altar. 1 lounged up the side aisle like any other idler 
who has dropped into a church. Suddenl}, to my surprise, the three at the altar 
faced round to me, and Godfrey Norton came running as hard as he could towards 
me. 

"'Thank God/ he cued You’ll do. Cornel Come!’ 

" 'What then?’ I asled 

“ 'Come, man, come, only three minutes, or it won't be legal.' 

"I was half-dragged up to the altar, and More I knew where I was I found myself 
mumbling responses which were whispered my car, and vouching for things of 
which I knew nothing, and generally assisUvg m the secure tying up of Irene Adler, 
spinster, to Godfrey Norton, bachelor. It was all done in an instant, and there 
was the gentleman thanking me on the one side and the lady on the other, while 
the clergyman beamed on me m front, it was the most prepostcious position in 
whicli I ever found in ni/ hfe, and it was the thought of it that started me 

laughing just now. It *cein: that there had been some infounahty about their 
license, that the clergyman iOsohitely lefuscd to mairy them without a witness of 
some sort, and that inv appeannee saved the bndegioom rroui having to 
sally out into the streets i<\ »i^*arco of a best man. The bride gave me a sovereign, 
and I mean to wear it on my watch-chdin in memory of the occasion.*' 

"This is a very unexpected turn of aifairs," '^aid I; "and what then?" 

"Well, 1 found my plans very ierioudy menaced. It looked as if the pair might 
take an immediate departure, and sc necessitate very prompt and energei c 
ures on my part. At the church door, however, they separated, he dnving nark 
to the Temple, and she to her own house. ‘I shall drive out in thi 'i>a/: 7t ^ive 
as usual,’ she said as she left him. I heard no more. They drove AWiy in iiJerent 
directions, and I went off to make my own arrangcinents." 

'^ich are?” 

"Some cold beef and a glass of beer/' he answered, ringing the bell. "1 Have 
been too busy to think of food, and I am likely to be busier still this cveninj. 
By the way, Doctor, I shall want ytiur cooperation.” 

"I shall be delighted.” 

"You don't mind breaking the law?” 

'Not ui ihe least ” 
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"Nor running a chance of arrest?” 

"Not in a good canse."" 

"Oh, the cause is excellcnti" 

*Thcn I am your man,” 

"I was sure that I might rely on you.” 

"But what is it you wish?” 

"When Mrs Turner has brought in the tray I will make it clear to you. Now,” he 
said as he turned hungrily on the simple fare that our landlady had provided, "I 
must discuss it while 1 eat, for I have not much time. It is nearly five now. In two 
hours we must be on the scene of action. Miss Irene, or Madame, rather, returns 
from her drive at seven. We must be at Briony Lodge to meet her.” 

"And what then?” 

"You must leave that to me. I have already ananged what is to occur. There is 
only one point on which I must insist. You must not interfere, come what may. 
You understand?” 

"I am to be neutral?” 

"To do nothing whatever. There will probably be some small unpleasantness. 
Do not join in it. It will end in my being conveyed into the house. Four or five 
minutes afterwards the sitting-room window will open. Yo)i are to station youiself 
close to that open window.” 

"Yes,” 

"You are to watch me, for I will be visible to you.” 

"Yes,” 

"And when I laise my hand— so- you will throw into the room what I give you 
to throw, and will, at the same time, raise the cry of fire. You quite follow me?" 

"Entirely.” 

"It is ribthing veiv formidable,” he said, taking a long cigar-shaped roll from his 
pocket. "It IS an ordinary plumber's smoke-rocket, fitted with a cap at either end 
to make it self-lighting. Your task is confined to that. When you raise your cry of 
fire, it will be taken up by quite a number of people. You may then walk to the 
end of the street, and I will rejoin you in ten minutes. I hope that I have made 
myself clear?” 

"I am to remain neutral, to get near the window, to watch you, and at the signal 
to throw in this object, then to raise the cry of fire, and to wait you at the comer 
of the street.” 

“Precisely.” 

"Then you may entirely rely on me.” 

"That is excellent. I think, perhaps, it is almost time that I prepare for the 
new r61e I have to play.” 

He disappeared into his bedroom and returned in a few minutes in the character 
of an amiable and simple-minded Nonconformist clergyman. His broad black hat, 
his baggy trousers, his white tie, his sympathetic smile, and general look of peering 
and benevolent curiosity were such as Mr John Hare alone could have equalled. 
It was not merely that Holmes changed his costume. His expiession, his maiiner, 
his very soul seemed to vary with every fresh part that he assumed. The stage lost 
a fine actor, even as science lost an acute reasoner, when he became a specialist in 
crime. 

It was a quarter past six when we left Baker Street, and it still wanted ten 
minutes to the hour when we found ourselves in Serpentine Avenue. It was already 
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dusk, and dw lampa woe just being lifted as we paced up and down in front 
of Briony lx>dger waiting for the coming of its occupant. The house was fust sw:h 
as I had pictured it from Sherlock Holmes’s succinct description, but the locality 
appeared to be less private than I expected. On the contrary, for a small street in 
a quiet neighbourhood, it was remarkably animated. There was a group of 
shabbily dressed men smoking and laughing in a comer, a scissors-grinder with 
his wheel, two guardsmen who were flirting with a nurse^ irl, and several well- 
dressed young men who were lounging up and down with cigan in their mouths. 

*Tou see,” remarked Holmes, as we pa^ to and fro in front of the house, ’’this 
marriage rather simplifies matters. The photograph becomes a doublenedged 
weapon now. The chances are that she would be as averse to its being seen by 
Mr Godfrey Norton, as our client is to its coming to the eyes of his princess. Now 
the question is. Where are we to find the photograph?" 

"Where, indeed?" 

"It is most unlikely that she carries it about with her. It is cabinet size. Too 
large for easy conce^ent about a woman’s dress. She knows that the King is 
capable of having her waylaid and searched. Two attempts of the sort have already 
been made. We may take it, then, that she does not cany it about with her.” 

“Where, then?” 

"Her banker or her lawyer. There is that double possibility. But I am inclined 
to think neither. Women are naturally secretive, and they like to do their own 
secreting. Why should she hand it over to anyone else? She could trust her own 
guardianship, but she could not tell what indirect or^ political influence might 
be brought to bear upon a business man. Besides, remember that she had resolved 
to use it within a few days. It must be where she can lay her hands upon it. It 
must be in her own house.” 

"But it has twice been burgled.” 

“Pshaw! They did not know how to look.” 

“But how will you look?” 

“I wiU not look.” 

"What then?” 

“I will get her to show me." 

"But she will refuse.” 

"She wiD not be able to. But I hear the mmble of wheels. It is her carnage. 
Now cany out my orders to the letter." 

As he spoke the gleam of the side-lights of a carriage came round the curve of 
the avenue. It was a smart little landau which rattled up to the door of Briony 
Lodge. As it pulled up, one of the loafing men at the comer dashed forward to open 
the door in the hope of earning a copper, but was elbowed away by another 
loafer, who had rushed up with the same intention. A fierce quarrd broke out, 
which was increased by the two guardsmen, who took sides with one of the 
loungers, and by the $cis.sors-grinder, who was equally hot upon the other side. A 
blow was struck, and in an instant the lady, who had stepped from her carriage, 
was the centre of a little knot of flushed and straggling men, who struck savagely 
at each other with their fists and sticks. Holmes dashed into the crowd to protect 
the lady; but just as he reached her he pve a cry and dropped to the ground, 
with the blood running freely down his fiice. At his ^ die guardsmen took to their 
heels in one direction and the loungers in the other, while a number of better- 
dressed people, who had watched the scuffle without taking part in it, crowded in 
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to help the lady and to attend to the infured man. Irene Adler, as I will still call 
her, had hurri^ up the steps; but she stood at the top with her superb &gure 
ouUined against the lights of the hall, looking back into iht street. 

**l8 the poor gentleman much hurt?** she asked. 

"He is dead," cried several voices. 

"No, no, there's life in him!” shouted another. “But heTl be gone before you can 
get him to hospital.” 

“He's a brave fellow," said a woman. “They would have had the lady's purse 
and watch if it hadn't been for him. They were a gang, and a rough one, too Ah, 
he's breathing now," 

“He can’t he in the street. May we bring him in, marm?” 

“Surely. Bring him into the sitting-room. There is a comfortable sofa. This 
way, please!" 

Slowly and solemnly he was borne into Briony Lodge and laid out in the prin- 
cipal room, while I still observed the proceedings from my post by the window: 
The lamps had been lit, but the blinds had not been drawn, so that I could see 
Holmes as he lay upon the couch. I do not know whether he was seized with 
compunction at that moment for the part he was playing, but I know that I never 
felt more heartily ashamed of myself in my life than when I saw the beautiful 
creature against whom I was conspiring, or the grace and kindliness with which she 
waited upon the injured man. And yet it would be the blackest treachery to Holmes 
lo draw back now from the part which he had intrusted to me. I hardened my 
heart, and took the smoke-rocket from under my ulster. After all, I thought, we 
are not injuring her. We are but preventing her from injuring another. 

Holmes had sat up upon the couch, and I saw him motion like a man who is in 
need of air. A maid rushed across and threw open the window. At the same instant 
1 saw him raise his hand, and at the signal 1 tossed my rocket into the room with a 
cry of “Fire!" The word was no sooner out of my mouth than the whole crowd of 
spectators, well dressed and iH-gentleinen, ostlers, and servant-maids~|Oined in a 
general shriek of “Fire!" Thick clouds of smoke curled through the room and out 
at the open window. I caught a glimpse of rushing figures, and a moment later the 
voice of Holmes fiom within assuring them that it was a false alarm. Slipping 
through the shouting crowd 1 made my way to the comer of the street, and in ten 
minutes was rejoiced to find my friend's arm in mine, and to get away from tlie 
scene of upioar He walked swiftly and in silence foi some few minutes until \Nt 
haJ turned down one of the quiet streets which lead towards the Edgeware Road 

"You did It very nicely, Doctor," he remarked “Nothing could have been bet* 
ter. It IS all light." 

“You have the photograph?" 

“I know where it is " 

“And how did you find out?" 

“She showed me, as I told you she would ” 

“i am still in the dark.” 

“I do not wish to make a mvstery," said he, laughing. “The matter was perfectly 
<^irnple You, of course, saw that everyone in the street W'as an accomplice 'Ihe\ 
At'ie ail engaged for the evening " 

“I guessed as much ” 

“rhim, when the row broke out, I had a little moist red paint m the palm of my 
htnd I rushed forward, fell down, clapped my hand to my la^^e, and became a 
pucous spectacle. It is an old trick " 
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also I could fathom." 

**Then they carried me m. She was bound to have me in. What else could she 
do? And into her sitting-room, which was the very room which I suspected. It lay 
between that and her bedroom, and I was determined to see which. They laid 
me on a couch, I motioned for air, they were compelled to open the window, and 
you had your chance.” 

“How did that help you?” 

“It was all-important. Wlien a woman thinks that her house is on fire, her 
instinct is at once to rush to the thing which she values most. It is a perfectly over- 
powering impulse, and I have more than once taken advantage of it. In the case 
of the Darlington substitution scandal it was of use to me, and also in the Ams- 
worth Castle business. A married woman grabs at her baby; an unmarried one 
reaches for her jewel-box. Now it was clear to me that our lady of to-day had 
nothing in the house more precious to her than what we are in quest of. She 
would rush to secure it. The alarm of fire was admirably done. The smoke and 
shouting were enough to shake nerves of steel. She responded beautifully. The 
photograph is in a recess behind a sliding panel just above the right bell-pull. She 
was there in an instant, and I caught a glimpse of it as she half-drew it out. When 
I cried out that it was a false alarm, she replaced it, glanced at the rocket, rushed 
from the room, and 1 have not seen her since. 1 rose, and, making my excuses, 
escaped from the house. I hesitated whether to attempt to secure the photograph 
at once; but the coachman had come in, and as he was watching me narrowly it 
seemed safer to wait. A little over-precipitance may ruin all/* 

“And now?” I asked. 

“Our quest is practically finished. 1 shall call with tha King to-morrow, and with 
you, if vou care to come with us. We will be shown into the sitting-room to wait 
for the lady, but it is probable that when she comes she may find neither us nor 
the photograph. It might be a satisfaction to his Majesty to regain it with his own 
hands.” 

“And when will you call?** 

“At eight in the morning. She will not be up, so that we shall have a clear field. 
Besides, we must be prompt, foi this mamage may mean a complete change in 
her life and habits. I must wire to the King without delay.” 

We had reached Baker Street and had stopped at the door. He was searching his 
pockets for the key when someone passing said; 

“Good night, Mister Sherlock Holmes,” 

There were several people on the pavement at the time, but the greeting ap- 
peared to come from a slim youth in an ulster who had hurried by. 

“Fve heard that voice before,” said Holmes, staring down the dimly lit street, 
“Now, 1 wonder who the deuce that could have been ” 

3 

1 slept at Baker Street that night, and we were, engjged upon our toast and coffee 
in the morning when the King of Bohemia rushed into the room. 

“You have really got it!” he cried, grasping Sherlock Holmes by either shoulder 
and looking eagerly into his face. 

“Not yet.” 

“But you ha/e hopes?” 

have hopes.” 
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*Then» come. I am all impatience to be gone." 

"We must have a cab." 

"No, my brougham is waiting." 

"Then that will simplify matters " We descended and started off once more 
for Briony Lodge. 

"Irene Adler is married," remarked Holmes. 

"Marricdl When?” 

"Yesterday." 

"But to whom?" 

"To an English lawyer named Norton." 

"But she could not love him." 

"I am in hopes that she does." 

"And why in hopes?" 

"Because it would spare your Majesty all fear of future annoyance. If the lady 
loves her husband, she does not love your Majesty. If she does not love your 
Majesty, there is no reason why she should interfere with your Majesty's plan." 

"It is true. And yet — Weill I wish she had been of my own station! What a 
queen she would have madel" He relapsed into a moody silence, which was not 
broken until we drew up in Serpentine Avenue. 

The door of Briony Lodge was open, and an elderly woman stood upon the 
steps. She watched us with a sardonic eye as we stepped from the brougham. 

"Mr. Sherlock Holmes, I believe?" said she. 

“I am Mr, Holmes," answered my companion, looking at her with a questioning 
and rather startled gaze. 

"Indeed! My mistress told me that you were likely to call. She left this morning 
with her husband by the 5:15 train from Charing Cross for the Continent," 

“What!” Sherlock Holmes staggered back, white with chagrin and surprise. “Do 
you mean that she has left England?" 

"Never to retain," 

“And the papers?” asked the King hoarsely. "All is lost." 

"We shall see." He pushed past the servant and rushed into the drawing-room, 
followed by the King and myself. The furniture was scattered about in every direc- 
tion, with dismantled shelves and open drawers, as if the lady had hurriedly 
ransacked them before her flight. Holmes rushed at the bell-pull, tore back a 
small sliding shutter, and, plunging in his hand, pulled out a photograph and a 
letter. The photograph was of Irene Adler herself in evening dre,ss, the letter was 
superscribed to "Sherlock Holmes, Esq, To be left till called for." My friend tore 
it open, and we all three read it together. It was dated at midnight of the preceding 
night and ran in this way : 

My dear Mr. Sherlock Holmes: 

You really did it very well. You took me in completely. Until after the 
alarm of fire, I had not a suspicion. But then, when I found how I had 
betrayed myself, I began to think. I had been warned against you months 
ago. I had been told that if the King employed an agent it would certainly 
be you. And your address had been given me. Yet, with all this, you made 
me reveal what you wanted to know. Even after I became suspicious, 1 found 
it hard to think evil of such a dear, kind old clergyman. But, you know, 
I have been trained as an actress myself. Male costume is nothing new to 
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me. I often take advantage of the freedom which it gives. I sent John, the 
coachman, to watch you, ran upstairs, got into my walking-clothes, as 1 call 
them, and came down just as you departed. 

Well, I followed you to your door, and so made sure that I was really an 
object of interest to the celebrated Mr. Sherlock Holmes. Then I, rather 
imprudently, wished you good-night, and started for the Temple to see my 
husband. 

We both thought the best resource was flight, when pursued by so formi- 
dable an antagonist; so you will find the nest empty when you call to-morrow. 
As to the photograph, your client may rest in peace. I love and am loved by 
a better man than he. The King may do what he will without hindrance from 
one whom he has cruelly wronged. 1 keep it only to safeguard myself, and 
to preserve a weapon which will always secure me from any steps which he 
might take in the future. I leave a photograph which he might care to possess; 
and 1 remain, dear Mr. Sherlock Holmes, 

Very truly yours, 

Irene Norton, tide Adler. 

"What a woman— oh, what a womani*' cried the King of Bohemia, when we had 
all three read this epistle. ‘'Did I not tell you how quick and resolute she was? 
Would she not have made an admirable queen? Is it not a pity that she was not 
on my level?” 

“From what I have seen of the lady she seems indeed to be on a very different 
level to your Majesty,” said Holmes coldly. “I am sorry that I have not been able 
to bring your Majesty's business to a more successful conclusion.” 

“On the contrary, my dear sir,” cried the King; “nothing could be more success- 
ful. I know that her word is inviolate. The photograph is now as safe as it it were 
in the Ere.” 

“I am glad to hear your Majesty say so.” 

“I am immensely indebted to you. Pray tell me m what way I can reward you. 
This ring — ” He slipped an emerald snake ring from his finger and held it out 
upon the palm of his hand. 

“Your Majesty has something which I should value even more highly,” said 
Holmes. 

“You have but to name it” 

“This photograph!” 

The King stared at him in amazement. 

“Irene's photograph!” he cried. “Certainly, if you wish it." 

“I thank your Majesty. Then there is no more to be done m the matter. I have 
the honour to wish you a very good-morning ” He bowed, and, turning away with- 
out observing the hand which the King had stretched out to him, he set off in 
my company for his chambers. 

And that was how a great scandal threatened to affect the kingdom of Bohemia, 
and how the best plans of Mr. Sherlock Holmes were beaten by a woman's wit. 
He used to make merry over the cleverness of women, but I have not heard him 
do it of late. And when he speaks of Irene Adler, or when he refers to her photo- 
graph, it is always under the honourable title of the woman. 
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THE RED-HEADED LEAGUE 


1 BAD called upon my friend, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, one day in the autumn of last 
year and found him in deep conversation with a very stout, florid-faced, elderly 
gentleman with fiery red hair. With an apology for my intrusion, I was about to 
withdraw when Holmes pulled me abruptly into the room and closed the door 
behind me. 

Tou could not possibly have come at a better time, my dear Watson,” he said 
cordially. 

"I was afraid that you were engaged.” 

"So I am. Very much so," 

"Then I ca.( wait in the next room,” 

"Not at all. This gentleman, Mr. Wilson, has been my partner and helper in 
many of my most successful cases, and 1 have no doubt that he will be of the ut- 
most use to me in youn also.” 

The stout gentleman half rose from his chair and gave a bob of greeting, with a 
quick little questioning glance from his small, fat-encircled cyn. 

"Try the settee," said Holmes, relapsing into his armchair and putting his finger- 
tips together, as was hi.s custom when in judicial moods. "I know, my dear Watson, 
that you share my love of all that is bizane and outside the conventions and hum- 
drum routine of everyday life. You have shown your relish for it by the enthusiasm 
which has prompted you to chronicle, and, if you will excuse my saying so, some- 
what to embellish so many of my own little adventures.” 

“Your cases have indeed been of the greatest interest to me," I observed. 

"You will remember that I remarked the other day, just before we went into 
the very simple problem presented by Miss Mary Sutherland, that for strange 
effects and extraordinary combinations we must go to life itself, which is always 
fu more daring than any effort of the imagination.” 

"A proposition which I took the liberty of doubting.” 

“You did. Doctor, but none the less you must come round to my view, for other- 
wise I shall keep on piling fact upon fact on you until your reason breaks down 
under them and acknowledges me to be right. Now, Mr. Jabez Wilson here has 
been good enough to call upon me this morning, and to begin a narrative which 
promises to be one of the most singular which I have listened to for some time. 
You have heard me remark that the strangest and most unique things are very 
often connected not with the larger but with the smaller crimes, and occasionally, 
indeed, where there is room for doubt whether any positive crime has been com- 
mitted. As far as I have heard it is impossible for me to say whether the present 
case is an instance of crime or not, but the course of events is certainly among 
the most singular that I have ever listened to. Perhaps, Mr. Wilson, you would have 
the great kindness to recommence your narrative. I ask you not merely because my 
friend Dr. Watson has not heard the opening part but also because the peculiar 
nature of the story makes me anxious to have every possible detail from your lips. 
As a rule, when I have heard some slight indication of the course of events, I api 
able to guide m>‘5elf by the thousands of other similar cases which occur to my 
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memory. In the present instance I am forced to admit that the facts are, to the 
best of my belief, imique.** 

The portly client puffed out his chest with an appearance of some little pnde 
and poUed a duty and wnnMed newspaper from the inside pocket of his great- 
coat, As he glanc^ down the advertisement column, with his head thrust forward 
and the paper flattened out upon his knee, I took a good look at the man and 
endeavoured, after the fashion of my companion, to read the indications whKh 
might be presented by his dress or appearance. 

I did not gam very much, however, by my inspection. Our visitor bore every 
mark of being an average commonplace Bntish tradesman, obese, pompous, and 
slow He wore rather baggy gray shepherd's check trousers, a not over-clean black 
frock-coat, unbuttoned in the front, aiiJ a drab waistcoat with a heavy brassy 
Albert chain, and a square pierced bit metal dan^ng down as an ornament. 
A frayed top-hat and a faded brown overcoat with a wnnkled velvet collar lay 
upon a chair beside him. Altogether, look as I would, there was nothing remarkable 
about the man save his blazing red head, and the expression of extreme chagim 
and discontent upon his features 

Sherlock Holmes's quiL.k eye took m my occupation, and he shook h.s bead with 
a smile as he nobced my questioning gla.ices “"Beyond the obvious that he 
has at some time done manual labour, that he takes snuff, that he is j breemason, 
that hr has been m China, and that he has done a considerable amount of wnbng 
lately, 1 can deduce nothing else " 

Mr Jabez Wilson started up in his chair, with his forefinger uixin the paper, but 
his eyes upon my companion 

“How, in the name of good fortune, did yon know all that, Mr. Holmes?" he 
asked “How did \ ju know, for example, that 1 did irunual labour? It\ as true as 
gosoel, for 1 began as i ship\ carpeuter ' 

Your hands mv dear sir Your right hand is quite a size larger than your left 
loa Li\e vojkid v »th *t, and the muscles arc. more developed ” 
tkf snuff lnsr\ and the lYecmaoOius’ 

^ -v u j.Ow< itehigeu f by tch^.ig y i hnw i re-id that, c^pcuially as, 

‘lit tiWt L >ot ^ ji v JU axi iir ^iide »nqass I reastpu< 

, V 4 no » i f P ’’w t I vtfc ». i ^ ' 

, J Lx necaUi r i vci/ Mmi , and 

Iv uiM waH, u*c r i* Ih w vj. it upon th:; 

l< s*. 

*'V\''ell, out 

“7ne ash that yoa have tartvXJcd unmecbatdy above youi ugl r Aust co ild only 
have been done in China 1 have nude a small study of taboo iiurkj and Lave 
even •contributed to the literature of the subject Fhat trick of siammg the tish^s' 
scales of a delicate pink is qinte peeului to China W^en, in addition I see a 
Chinese coin hanging f’^oni your watch-chain the matter becomes even more 
simple " 

Mr Jabez Wilson laughed heavily "Well, I never!'* said he ""I thought at first 
that you had done something clever, but I see that there was nothing in it, after 
all ' 

“I begin to think, Watson,” said Holmes, “that 1 make a mistake in explaining 
*Omne ignotum pro magnifico/ you know, and my poor little reputation, ^uch is 
it IS, will suJer shipwreck if I am so candid Can you not find the ad^eiti ^ment* 
Mr WiLon?” 
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*Tfes, I have got it now," he answered with his thick red finger planted halfway 
down the column. “Here it is. This is what began it all. You just read it for yourself^ 
sir." 

I took the paper from him and read as follows: 

To THE Reo-headed League: 

On account of the bequest of the late Ezekiah Hopkins, of Lebanon, 
Pennsylvania, U. S. A,, there is now another vacancy open which entitles a 
member of the League to a salary of L4 a week for purely nominal services. 
All red-headed men who are sound in body and mind, and above the age of 
twenty-one years, are eligible. Apply in person on Monday, at eleven o'clock, 
to Duncan Ross, at the offices of the League, 7 Pope's Court, Fleet Street. 

'•What on earth does this mean?” I ejaculated after I had twice read over the 
extraordinary announcement. 

Holmes chuckled and wriggled in his chair, as wa^ his habit when in high spirits. 
“It is a little off the beaten track, isn't it?” said he. “And now, Mr. Wilson, off you 
go at scratch and tell us all about yourself, your household, and the effect which 
this advertisement had upon your fortunes. You will first make a note. Doctor, of 
the paper and the date." 

“It is The Morning Chronicle of April 27, 1890. Just two months ago." 

“Very good. Now, Mr. Wilson?” 

“Well, it is just as I have been telling you, Mr. Sherlock Holmes,” said Jabez 
Wilson, mopping his forehead; “I have a small pawnbroker's business at Coburg 
Square, near the City. It's not a very large affair, and of late years it has not 
done more than just give me a living. I used to be able to keep two assistants, but 
now I only keep one; and I would have a job to pay him but that he is willing to 
come for half wages so as to learn the business." 

“What is the name of this obliging youth?” asked Sherlock Holmes. 

“His name is Vincent Spaulding, and he's not such a youth, cither. It's hard 
to say his age. I should not wish a smarter assistant, Mr. Holmes; and I know very 
well that he could better himself and earn twice what I am able to give him. But, 
after all, if he is satisfied, why should I put ideas in his head^” 

“Why, indeed? You seem most fortunate in having an employee who comes 
under the full market price. It is not a common experience among employers in 
this age. I don't know that your assistant is not as remarkable as your ad- 
vertisement." 

“Oh, he has his faults, too,” said Mr. Wilson. “Never was such a fellow for 
photography. Snapping away with a camera when he ought to be improving his 
mind, and the .1 diving down into the cellar like a rabbit into its hole to develop 
his pictures. That is his main fault, but on the whole he's a good worker. There's 
no vice in him." 

“He is still with you, I presume?” 

"Yes, sir. He and a girl of fourteen, who does a bit of simple cooking and keeps 
the place clean— that's all I have in the house, for I am a widower and never had 
any family. We live very quietly, sir, the three of us; and we keep a roof over our 
heads and pay our debts, if we do nothing more. 

“The first thing that put us out was that advertisement. Spaulding, he came 
down into the office just this day eight weeks, with this very paper in his hand, 
and he says: 

“ ‘I wish to the Lord, Mr, Wilson, that I was a red-headed man.’ 
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wtiy thatr' i asks 

“ ‘Why/ says he, ‘here's another vacancy on the League of the Red-headed Men 
It's worth quite a little fortune to any man who gets it, and I understand that 
there are more vacancies than there arc men, so that the trustees arc at their wits' 
end what to do with the money If my hair would only change colour, here's a 
nice little cnb all ready for me to step into * 

“‘Why, what is it, then?' I asked You see, Mr Holmes, I am a very stay-at 
home man, and as my business came to me instead of my having to go to it, I was 
often weeks on end without putting my foot over the door-mat In that way 1 
didn't know much of what was going on outside, and I was always glad of a bit of 
news 

“ ‘Have you never heard of the League of the Red-headed Men?’ he asked with 
his eyes open 
“ ‘Never ' 

" ‘Why, I wonder at that, for you are eligible yomself for one of the vacancies ' 

“ ‘And what are they worth?' I asked 

“ *Oh, merely a couple of hundred a year, but the work is slight, and it need not 
interfere very much with one's other occupations ' 

“Well, you can easily think that that made me prick up my ears, for the business 
has not been over good for some years, and an extra couple of hundred would 
have been very handy 

“ ‘Tell me all about it,' said I 

“ ‘Well,' said he, showing me the advertisement, ‘vou can set for yourself that 
the League has a vacancy, and there is the address where you should apply for 
particulars As far as I can make out, the league was founded by an American 
millionaire, Ezekiah Hopkins, who was very peculiar in*Tiis ways He was himself 
red-headtd, and he had a great s>Tnpathy for all red-headed men, so when he died 
it was found that he had left his enormous fortune in the hands of trustees, with 
instructions to applv the interest to the providing of easy berths to men whose 
hair IS of that colour From all I hear it is splendid pay and very little to do ' 

“ ‘But,' said I, ‘there would be millions of red headed men who would apply * 

“ ‘Not so many as you might think,' he answered ‘You see it is really confined 
to Londoners, and to grown men This American had started from London when 
he was young, and he wanted to do the old town a good turn Then, again, I have 
heard it is no use your applying if your hair is light red, or dark red, or anything 
but real bright blazing, fiery red Now, if you cared to apply, Mr Wilson, you 
would ]ust walk in, but perhaps it would hardly be worth your while to put your- 
self out of the way for the sake of a few hundred pounds ' 

“Now, it is a fact, gentlemen, as vou may see for yourselves, that my hair is of a 
very full and iich tint, so that it seemed to me that if there was to be any competi- 
tion in the matter I stood as good a chance as anv man that I had ever met Vincent 
Spaulding seemed to know so much about it that I thought he might prove useful, 
so I )ust ordered him to put up the shutters for the day and to come right away 
with me He was very willing to have a holiday, so we shut the business up and 
started off for the address that was given us in the advertisement 

“1 never hope to see such a sight as that again, Mr Holmes From north, south, 
east, and west every man who had a shade of red in his hair had tramped into the 
city to answer the advertisement Fleet Street was choked with red-headed folk, 
and Pope's Court looked like a coster's orange barrow I should not have thought 
there were so many in the whole country as were brought together by that single 
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setter, liver, clay; but, as Spaulding said, there were not many who had tlte real 
vivid flamc^douied tint. When I saw bow many were waiting, I would have given 
it op in despair; but Spaulding would not hear of it How be did it I could not 
imagine, but he pushed and pulled and butted until he got me through the crowd, 
and right up to the steps which led to the office. There was a double stream upon 
the stair, some going up in hope, and some coming back dejected; but we wedged 
in as well as we could and soon found ourselves in the office." 

""Your experience has been a most entertaining one," remarked Holmes as his 
client paused and refreshed his memory with a huge pinch of snuff. "Pray continue 
your very interesting statement." 

"There was nothing in the office but a couple of wooden chairs and a deal table, 
behind which sat a small man with a head that was even redder than mine. He 
said a few words to each candidate as he came up, and then he always managed 
to find some fault in them which would disqualify them. Getting a vacancy did 
not seem to be such a very easy matter, after all. However, when our turn came 
the little man was much more favourable to me than to any of the others, and 
be closed the door as we entered, so that he might have a private word with us. 

" 'This is Mr. Jabez Wilson, ’ said my assistant, 'and he is willing to fill a vacancy 
in the League.’ 

" 'And he is admirably suited for it/ the other answered. Tie has every require- 
ment. I cannot recall when I have seen anything so fine.’ He took a step backward, 
cocked his head on one side, and gazed at my hair until 1 fdt quite bashful. Then 
suddenly he plunged forward, wrung my hand, and congratulated me warmly on 
my success. 

" 'It would be injustice to hesitate,’ said he. Tou will, however, I am sure, ex- 
cuse me for taking an obvious precaution.’ With that he seized my hair in both his 
hands, and tugged until 1 yelled with the pain. 'There is water in your eyes,’ said 
he as he released me. 'I perceive that all is as it should be. But we have to be 
careful, for we have twice been deceived by wigs and once by paint. 1 could tell 
you tales of cobbler’s wax which would disgust you with human nature.' He 
stepped over to the window and shouted through it at the top of his voice that 
the vacancy was filled. A groan of disappointment came up from below, and the 
folk all trooped away in different directions until there was not a red-head to 
be seen except my own and that of the manager. 

“ 'My name,' said he, 'is Mr, Duncan Ross, and I am myself one of the pension- 
ers upon the fund left by our noble benefactor. Arc you a married man, Mr. Wil- 
son? Have you a family?' 

"I answered that I had not. 

"His face fell immediately. 

" 'Dear mcl' he said gravely, 'that is very serious indeedi I am sorry to hear you 
say that. The fund was, of course, for the propagation and spread of the red-heads 
as well as for their maintenance. It is exceedingly unfortunate that you should 
be a bachdor/ 

"My face lengthened at this, Mr. Holmes, for I thought that I was not to have 
the vacancy after all; but after thinking it over for a few minutes he said that it 
would be all right. ^ 

"'In the case of another,’ said he, 'the objection must 

stretch a point in favour of a man with such a head eff bait as yourS. shall 

you be able to enter upon your new duties?’ 


20 



“'Well, it is a little awkward, for I have a business already,* said L 

“ *Oh, never mind about that, Mr* WilsonI* said Vincent Spaulding. ‘I should 
be able to look after that for you.* 

“ ‘What would be the hours?* I asked. 

“ Ten to two.' 

“Now a pawnbroker's business is mostly done of an evening, Mr. Holmes, espe- 
cially Thursday and Friday evening, which is just before pay-day; so it would suit 
me very well to earn a little in the mornings. Besides, I knew that my assistant was 
a good man, and that he would see to anything that turned up. 

“ ‘TTiat would suit me very well/ said L ‘And the pay?' 

“‘Is £4 a week.’ 

“ ‘And the work?' 

“ ‘Is purely nominal.' 

“ 'What do you rail purely nominal?' 

“ ‘Well, you have to be in the office, or at least in the building, the whole time. 
If you leave, you forfeit your whole position forever. The will is very clear upon 
that point You don’t comply with the conditions if you budge from the office 
during that time.' 

“ ‘It's only four hours a day, and 1 should not think of leaving/ said I. 

“ ‘No excuse will avail,’ said Mr. Duncan Ross; ‘neither sickness nor business nor 
anything else. There you must stay, or you lose your billet.' 

“ ‘And the work?' 

“ ‘Is to copy out the Encyclopaedia Britannica. There is the first volume ot it 
m that press. You must find your own ink, pens, and blotthig-paper, but we provide 
this table and chair. Will you be ready to-morrow?' 

“ ‘Certainly,* I answered. 

“ ‘Then, good-bye, Mr. Jabez Wilson, and let me congratulate you once more on 
the important position which you have been fortunate enough to gam.' He bowed 
me out of the room, and I went home with my assistant, hardly luiowing what to 
say or do, I was so pleased at my own good fortune. 

“Well, I thought over the matter all day, and by evening I was in low spirits 
again; for I had quite persuaded myself tliat the whole affair must be some great 
hoax or fraud, though what its object might be 1 could not imagine. It seemed 
altogether past belief that anyone could make such a will, or that th^ would pay 
such a sum for doing anything so simple as copying out the Encyclopaedia 
Britannica. Vincent Spaulding did what he could to cheer me up, but by bedtime 
I had reasoned myself out of the whole thing. However, in the morning I deter- 
mined to have a look at it anyhow, so I bought a penny bottle of mk, and with a 
quill-pen, and seven sheets of foolscap paper, I started off for Pope s Court. 

“Well, to my surprise and delight, everything was as right as possible. The table 
was set out ready for me, and Mr. Duncan Ross was there to see that 1 got fairly 
to work. He started me off upon the letter A, and then he left me; but he would 
drop in from time to time to see that all was nght with me. At two o'clock he 
bade me good-day, complimented me upon the amount that I had written, and 
locked the door of the office after me. 

“This went on day after day, Mr. Holmes, and on Saturday the manager came in 
and planked down four golden sovereigns for my week's work. It was the same next 
week, and the same the week after. Every morning I was there at ten, and every 
afternoon I left at two. By degrees Mr. Duncan Ross took to coming in only once 
of a morning, and then, after a hmc, he did not comc in at all. Still, of course, I 

21 



nem dared to leave die room for an instant, for 1 was not sure when he might 
oonc^ and the biU^ was such a good one, and suited me so well, that I would 
not risk the loss of it. 

*^ight wedcs passed away like this, and 1 had written about Abbots and Archery 
and Armour and Architecture and Attica, and hoped with diligence that I might 
get oo to the B's before very long. It cost me something in foolscap, and I had 
pretty nearly fiUed a sheilf with my writings. And then suddenly the whole business 
came to an end.” 

“To an end?" 

“Yes, sir. And no later than this morning. I went to my work as usual at ten 
o'clock, but the door was shut and locked, with a little square of card'board ham- 
mered on to the middle of the panel with a tack. Here it is, and you can read for 
yourself.” 

He held up a piece of white card-board about the size of a sheet of note-paper. 
It read in this fashion; 


Tbk Red-Headed League 

IS 

Dissolved. 

October 9, 1890. 

Sherlock Holmes and I surveyed this curt announcement and the rueful face 
bdiind it, until the comical side of the affair so completely overtopped every other 
consideration that we both burst out into a roar of laughter. 

“I cannot see that there is anything very funny,” cried our client, flushing up to 
the roots of his flaming head. “If you can do nothing better than laugh at me, I 
can go elsewhere.” 

“No, no,” cried Holmes, shoving him back into the chair from which be had 
hall risen. “I really wouldn’t miss your case for the world. It is most refreshingly 
unusual. But there is, if you will excuse my saying so, something just a little funny 
about it. Pray what steps did you take when you found the card upon the door?” 

“I was staggered, sir. 1 did not know what to do. Then I called at the ofiSces 
round, but none of them seemed to know anything about it. Finally, 1 went to 
the landlord, who is an accountant living on the ground-floor, and I asked him if 
he could tdl me what had become of the Red-headed League. He said that he 
had never beard of any such body. Then 1 asked him who Mr. Duncan Ross was. 
He answered ffiat the name was new to him. 

“ *WeiU,’ said I, 'the gentleman at No. 4.' 

“ ‘What, the r^-headed man?’ 

“'Yes.' 

“ *Oh,’ said he, 'his name was William Morris. He was a solicitor and was using 
my room as a temporary convenience until his new premises were ready. He moved 
out yesterd a y.’ 

“ 'Where could I find him?’ 

“ 'Oh, at his new offices. He did tell me the address. Yes, 17 King Edward Street, 
near St. Paul’s.' 

“1 started off, Mr. Holmes, but when I got to that address it was a manufactory 
of arti&ial kneecaps, and no oik in it bad ever heard of either Mr. William 
Morris or Mr. Duncan Ross.” 

“And what did you do dien?” asked Hrdmes. 

22 



“I went home to Sax<kbmg Square, and I look the advice ol my assistant. But 
he could not hdp me in any way. He c^d only say that if I waited I should hear 
by post. But that was not quite good enou^, Mi. Holmes. I did not wish to lose 
such a place without a struggle, so, as I had heaid that you were good enough to 
give advice to poor folk who were in need of it, I came right away to you.” 

"And you did very wisely,” said Holmes. "Your case is an exceedingly remarkable 
one, and I shall be happy to look into it. From what you have told me 1 think that it 
is possible that graver issues hang from it than might at first sight appear. 

“Grave enoughl" said Mr. Jabez Wilson. "Why, I have lost four pound a week.” 

“As far as you are personally concerned,” remarked Holmes, 1 do not see that 
you have any grievance against this extraordinary league. On the contrary, you are, 
as I understand, richer by some £30, to say nothing of the minute knowledge 
which you have gained on every subject which comes under the letter A. You have 
lost nothing by them.” 

"No, sir. But I want to find out about them, and who they are, and what their 
object was in playing this prank— if it was a prank— upon me. It was a pretty ex- 
pensive joke for them, for it cost them two and thirty pounds. 

“We shall endeavour to clear up these points for you. And, first, one or two 
questions, Mr. Wilson. This assistant of yours who first called your attention to 
the advertisement— how long had he been with you? 

“About a month then.” 

“How did he come?” 

“In answer to an advertisement.” 

"Was he the only applicant?" 

“No, I had a dozen.” 

“Why did you pick him?” 

"Because he was handy and would come cheap.” 

“At half-wages, in fact." 

"Yes.” 

“What is he like, this Vincent Spaulding?” 

“Small, stout-built, very quick in his ways, no hair on his face, though he s not 
short of thirty. Has a white splash of acid upon his forehead.” 

Holmes sat up in his chair in considerable excitement. “I thought as much,” said 
he. "Have you ever observed that his ears are pierced for eanings?” 

"Yes, sir! He told me that a gypsy had done it for him when he was a lad." 

“HumI” said Holmes, sinking back in deep thought. “He is still with you?" 

“Oh, yes, sir; I have only just left him.” 

“And has your business been attended to in your absence? 

"Nothing to complain of, sir. There’s never very much to do of a morning. 

“That will do, Mr. Wilson. I shall be happv to give you an opinion upon the 
subject in the course of a day or two. To-day is Saturday, and I hope that by Monday 
we may come to a conclusion.” 

“Well, Watson,” said Holmes when our visitor had left us, “what do you make 

of it all?" • L • » 

“I make nothing of it,” I answered frankly. “It is a most mysterious business. 

“As a rule," said Holmes, “the more bizarre a thing is the less mysterious it 
proves to be. It is your commonplace, featureless crimes which are really puzzling, 
just as a commonplace face is the most difficult to identify. But I must be prompt 
over this matter.” 



*'What arc you going to do, then?'* I asked. 

‘To smoke/’ he answered. “It is quite a three pipe problem and I beg that you 
won’t speak to me for fifty minutes.” He curled himself up m his chair, with his 
thin knees drawn up to his hawkJike nose, and there be sat with his eyes closed 
and his black clay pipe thrusting out like the bill of some strange bird. I had come 
to the conclusion that he had dropped asleep, and indeed was nodding myself, 
when he suddenly sprang out of his chair with the gesture of a man has maae 
up his mind and put his pipe down upon the mantelpiece. 

“Sarasate plays at the St. James’s Hall this afternoon,” he lemarked. “What do 
you think, Watson? Could your patients spare you for a few hours?” 

“I have nothing to do to-day. My practice is never very absorbing.” 

“Ihen put on your hat and come I am going through the City first, and we can 
have some lunch on the way I observe that there is a good deal of German music 
on the programme, which is rather more to my t^ste than Italian or French. It is 
introspective, and I want to introspect. Come alongl” 

We travelled by the Underground as far as Aldersgate; and a sh(..rt walk took 
us to Saxe-Cobuig Square, the scene of the singular stor^' which we had listened 
to m the morning It v\as a poky, little, shabby-genteel place, wh^re (our lines of 
dingy two-storied brick houses looked otit into a small railcd-m encloiine. where 
a lawn of weedy grass and i few clumps of faded laurel-bushes made a hard fight 
against a sinoke-lacicii uid uncongenial atmosphere. Fhrcc gilt balls and a brown 
board with “Jabez Wil.son” in white letters, upon a corner house, announced tht 
place W’heie our red-hcadtd cheat ranicd on his business Sherlock Holmes stopped 
in front of it w’lth his head on one side and looked it all o^er, with his eyes shmme 
brightly between puckeied lids. Then he walked slowly up the street, and then 
down again to the corner, still looking keenly at the houses. Finally he returned 
to the pawnbiokci’s, and, having thumped vigomuslv upon the pavement with bis 
stick two or three t.rncs, he went up to the doc»r anti kne k'-d It w'as instant)} 
opem^d by a bright looking, clean-shc«ven young fellow, who asktd him to step m 

T’hank }Ou,’ said Holmes, only wished to .nk you hov^ }ou w'ould go from 
here to tlie Strand ” 

‘Thud light, fo'irth left,” ans\Ncrcd the assistant promptly, closmg ttie door. 

“Snxart fellow, that, ’ obsen^ed Holmes as we walked aw'a\. “He is, in my lurig- 
ment, the fourth smartest man in London, and for danng I j'U not sure tliat he 
has not a claim to be third. I have known something ot him befort 

“Evidently,” said 1, “Mi Wilson’s assistant counts for a good dt il in thi^ mystery 
of the Red-headed League 1 am sure that you inquired your way mciely in order 
that you might sec him ” 

“Not him.” 

“What then?” 

“The knees of his trousers ” 

“And what did you see?” 

“What I expected to see ” 

“Why did you beat the pavement^” 

“My dear doctor, this is a time for observation, not for talk. We are spies in an 
enemy’s country. We know something of Saxe-Coburg Square. Let us now explore 
the parts which lie behind it," 

The road m which we found ourselves as we turned round the comer from the 
retired Saxe-Coburg Square presented as great a contrast to it as the front of a 



picture docs to the back. It was one of the main arteries which conveyed the tm 
of the City to the north and west. The roadway was blocked with the immem 
stream of commerce flowing in a doable tide inward and outward, while the foot- 
paths were black with the hurrying swarm of pedestrians. It was dilBcult to realize 
as we looked at the line of fine shops and stately business premises that they really 
abutted on the other side upon the faded and stagnant square which we had just 
quitted, 

“Let me see ” said Holmes, standing at the comer and glancing along the line, 
“I should like fust to remember the order of the houses here. It is a hobby of mine 
to have an exact krov» ^dge of Lxjndon. There is Mortimer's, the tobacconist, the 
little newspaper shop, the Coburg branch of the City and Suburban Bank, the 
Vegetarian Restaurant, and McFarlane's camage-building depot. That carries us 
nght on to the other block. And now. Doctor, we've done our work, so it s time we 
had some play. A sandwich and a cup of coffee, and then off to violin-land, where 
all IS sweetness and delicacy and harmony, and there are no red-headed clients to 
vex us with their conundrums." 

Mv friend was an enthusiastic musician, being himself not only a very capable 
performer but a composer of no ordinary ment All the aftetnoon he sat in the 
stalls w'rapped in the most fierfcct happiness, gently waving his long, thm 6ngm 
m time to the music, while his gently smiling face and his languid, dreamy eyes 
were av unlike those of Holmes, the sleuth-hound, Holmes the relentless, keen- 
witted, ready-handed criminal agent, as it^was possible to conceive. In his singular 
character the dual nature alternately asserted itself, and his extreme exactness and 
astuteness lepresented, as 1 have often thought, the reaction against the poetic 
and contemplative mood which occasionally predoininafed m him. The swing of 
his nature took him from extreme languor to devouring energy, and, as J knew well, 
lie was never so truly formidable as when, for days on end, he had been lounging 
in his armchair amid his improvisations and his black-letter editions. Then it was 
that the lust of the chase would suddenly come upon him, and that his brilliant 
reasoning power would nse to the level of intuition, until those who were unac 
quainted with his methods would look askance at him as on a man whose knowledge 
was not that of other mortals. When I saw him that afternoon so enwrapped in the 
music Jt St Jame/s Hall I felt that an evil time might be coming upon those 
whom he had set himself to hunt down. 

*’You want to go home, no doubt. Doctor," he remarked as we emerged 

“Yes. It would be as well ” 

“And 1 have some business to do which will take some hours. This business at 
C oburg Square is senuus." 

“Why senous? ’ 

“A considci iblc crime is in contemplation. I have every reason to believe that 
wc shall be in tune to stop it. But to-day being Satuiday rather complicates matters. 

I shall want youi help to-night." 

“At wdiat time?'* 

“fen will be early enough " 

“I shall be at Baker Strec* at tt*n " 

“Very well. And, I say. Doctor, there may be some little danger, so kindly put 
your army revolver in your pocket " He wavc^ his hand, turned on his heel, and 
disappeared in an instant among the crowd 

I trust that I am not more dense than niy neighbours, but I was always oppressed 
with a sense of my own sbipidity' m my dealings with Sherlock Holmes. Here I had 
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eard what he had heard, I had seen what he had seen, and yet from his words it 
was evident that he saw clearly not only what had happened but what was about 
to happen, while to me the whole business was still confused and grotesque. As 
I drove home to my house in Kensington I thought over it all, from the extraordi- 
nary story of the red-headed copier of the Encyclopaedia down to the visit to Saxe- 
Coburg Square, and the ominous words with which he had parted from me. What 
was this nocturnal expedition, and why should I go armed? Where were we going, 
and what were we to do? I had the hint from Holmes that this smooth-faced pawn- 
broker's assistant was a formidable man— a man who might play a deep game. I 
tried to puzzle it out, but gave it up in despair and set the matter aside until night 
should bring an explanation. 

It was a quarter-past nine when I started from home and made my way across 
the Park, and so through Oxford Street to Baker Street. Two hansoms were standing 
at the door, and as I entered the passage I heard the sound of voices from above. 
On entering his room I found Holmes in animated conversation with two men, 
one of whom I lecognized as Peter Jones, the official police agent, while the other 
was a long, thin, sad-faced man, with a very shiny hat and oppressively respectable 
frock-coat. 

‘"Hal our party is complete,” said Holmes, buttoning up his pea-jacket and taking 
his heavy hunting crop from the rack. '‘Watson, I think you know Mr. Jones, of 
Scotland Yard? Let me introduce you to Mr. Merryweather, who is to be out 
companion in to-night*s adventure.” 

•‘WeVe hunting in couples again, Doctor, you see,” said Jones m his consequential 
way. “Our friend here is a wonderful man for starting a chase. All he wants is an 
old dog to help him to do the running down.” 

“I hope a wild goose may not prove to be the end of our chase,” observed Mr. 
Merryweather gloomily. 

“You may place considerable confidence in Mr. Holmes, sir,” said the police 
agent loftily. “He has his own little methods, which are, if he won't mind my 
saying so, just a little too theoretical and fantastic, but he has the makings ot a 
detective in him. It is not too much to say that once or twice, as in that biismcss 
of the Sholto murder and the Agra treasure, he has been more nearly conect than 
the official force.” 

“Oh, if you say so, Mr Jones, it is all right,” said the stranger with deference 
“Still, I confess that I miss niy rubber It is the first Saturday night for seven and 
twenty years that I have not had my rubber." 

“I think you will find,” said Sherlock Holmes, “that you will phy for a higher 
stake to-night than you have ever done yet, and that the play will be more exciting 
For you, Mr. Merryweather, the stake whll be some £30,000; and for you, Jones, 
it will be the man upon whom you wish to lay your hands.” 

“John Clay, the murderer, thief, smasher, and forger. He's a young man, Mi 
Merryweather, but he is at the head of his profession, and I would rather have 
my bracelets on him than on any criminal in London, He's a remarkable man, is 
young John Clay. His grandfather was a royal duke, and he himself has been to 
Eton and Oxford, His brain is as cunning as his fingers, and though we meet signs 
of him at every turn, we never know where to find the man himself. He'll crack 
a crib in Scotland one week, and be raising money to build an orphanage in Corn- 
wall the next. Tve been on his track for years and have never set eyes on him yet.” 

“I hope that I may have the pleasure of introducing you to-night. IVe had 
one or two little turns also with Mr, John Clay, and I agree with you that he is 
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at the head of his profession. It is past ten, however, and quite time that wc started. 
If you two will take the fiist hansom, Watson and I will follow in the second.” 

Sherlock Holmes was not vciy communicative during the long drive and lay 
back in the cab humming the tunes which he had heard in the afternoon. Wc 
rattled through an endless labyrinth of gas4it streets until wc emerged into Far^ 
rington Street. 

‘We are close there now,” my 'friend remarked. “This fellow Merryweather is 
a bank director, and personally interested in the matter. I thought it as well to 
have Jones with us also. He is not a bad fellow, though an absolute imbecile in 
his profession. He has one positive virtue. He is as brave as a bulldog and as tena> 
cious as a lobster if he gets his claws upon anyone. Here we are, and they arc 
waiting for us.” 

We had reached the same crowded thoroughfare in which we had found our- 
selves in the morning. Our cabs were dismissed, and, following the guidance of 
Mr. Merryweather, we passed down a narrow passage and through a side door, 
which he opened for us. Within there was a small corridor, which ended in a very 
massive iron gate. This also was opened, and led down a flight of winding stone 
steps, which terminated at another formidable gate. Mr. Merryweather stopped 
to light a lantern, and then conducted us down a dark, earth-smelling passage, 
and so, after opening a third door, into a huge vault or cellar, which was piled all 
round with crates and massive boxes. 

“You are not very vulnerable from above,” Holmes remarked as he held up the 
lantern and gazed about him. 

“Nor from below,” said Mr. Merryweather, striking hiS stick upon the flags 
which lined the floor. “Why, dear me, it sounds quite hollow!” he remarked, looking 
up in surprise, 

“I must really ask you to be a little more quiet!” said Holmes severely. “You 
have already imperilled the whole success of our expedition. Might 1 beg that you 
would have the goodness to sit down upon one of those boxes, and not to interfere?” 

The solemn Mr. Merryweather perched himself upon a crate, with a very injured 
expression upon his face, while Holmes fell upon his knees upon the floor and, 
with the lantern and a magnifying lens, began to examine minutely the cracks 
between the stones, A few seconds sufficed to satisfy him, for he sprang to his feet 
again and put his glass in his pocket. 

“We have at least an hour before us,” he remarked, “for they can hardly take 
any steps until the good pawnbroker is safely in bed. Then they will not lose a 
minute, for the sooner they do their work the longer time they will have for their 
escape. We are at present, Doctor— as no doubt you have divined— in the cellar of 
the City branch of one of the principal Loudon banks. Mr. Merryweather is the 
chairman of directors, and he will explain to you that there arc reasons why the 
more daring criminals of London should take a considerable interest in this cellar 
at present.” 

“It IS our French gold,” whispered the director. “We have had several warnings 
that an attempt might be made upon it.” 

“Your French gold?” 

“Yes. We had occasion some months ago to strengthen our resources and bor- 
rowed for that purpose 30,000 napoleons from the Bank of France. It has become 
known that we have never had occasion to unpack the money, and that it is still 
lying in our cellar. The crate upon which I sit contains 2,000 napoleons packed 
between layen of lead foil. Our reserve of bullion is much larger at present than is 
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usually kept in a single branch office, and the directors have had misgivings upon 
the subject.” 

‘'Which were very well justified,” observed Holmes. "And now it is time that 
we arranged our little plans. I expect that within an hour matten will come to a 
head. In the meantime, Mr. Merryweather, we must put the screen over that 
dark lantern.” 

“And sit in the dark?” 

“I am afraid so. I had brought a pack of cards in my pocket, and I thought 
that, as we were a partie carrie, you might have your rubber after all. But I see 
that the enemy's preparations have gone so far that we cannot risk the presence 
of a light. And, first of all, we must choose our positions. These are daring men, 
and though we shall take them at a disadvantage, they may do us some harm unless 
we arc careful. I shall stand behind this crate, and do you conceal yourselves behind 
those. Then, when I flash a light upon them, close in swiftly. If they fire, Watson, 
have no compunction about shooting them down.” 

I placed my revolver, cocked, upon the top of the wooden case behind which 
I crouched. Holmes shot the slide across the front of his lantern and left us in 
pitch darkness—such an absolute darkness as I have never before experienced. The 
smell of hot metal remained to assure us that the light was still there, ready to 
flash out at a moment's notice. To me. with my nerves worked up to a pitch of 
expectancy, there was something depiessing and subduing in the sudden gloom, 
and in the cold dank air of the vault 

“Tiliey have but one retreat/' whispered Holmes. “That is back through the house 
into Saxc-Coburg Square. I hope that you have done what 1 asked you, Jones?” 

“I have an inspector and two officen waiting at the front door.” 

“Then we have stopped all the holes. And now we must be silent and wait.” 

What a time it seemcdl From comparing notes afterwards it was but an hour 
and a quarter, yet it appeared to me that the night must have almost gone, and 
the dawn be breaking above us. My limbs were weary and stiff, for I feared to 
change my position; yet my nerves were worked up to the highest pitch of tension, 
and my hearing was so acute that I could not only hear the gentle breathing of 
my companions, but I could distinguish the deeper, heavier in-breath of the bulky 
Jone^ from the thin, sighing note of the bank director. From my position I could 
look over the case in the direction of the floor. Suddenly my eyes caught the glint 
of a light. 

At first it was but a lurid spark upon the stone pavement. Then it lengthened 
out until it became a yellow line, and then, without any warning or sound, a gasli 
seemed to open and a hand appeared; a white, almost womanly hand, which felt 
about in the centre of the little area of light. For a minute or more the hand, 
with its writhing fingers, protruded out of the floor. Then it was withdrawn as 
suddenly as it appeared, and all was dark again save the single lurid spark which 
marked a chink between the stones. 

Its disappearance, however, was but momentary. With a rending, tearing sound, 
one of the broad, white stones turned over upon its side and left a square, gaping 
hole, through which streamed the light of a lantern. Over the edge there peeped 
a clean-cut boyish face, which looked keenly about it, and then, with a hand on 
either side of the aperture, drew itself shoulder-high and waist-high, until one 
knee rested upon the edge^ In another instant he stood at the side of the hole 
and was hauling after him a companion, lithe and small like himself, with a pale 
face^d a shock of very red hair 



“It's all clear/' he whispered, “Have you the chisd and the bags? Great Scott! 
Jump, Archie, jump, and I'll swing for it!" 

Sherlodc Holmes had sprung out and seized the intruder by the collar. The 
other dived down the hole, and I heard the sound of rending cloth as Jones clutched 
at his skirts. The light Sashed upon the barrel of a revolver, but Holmes's hunting 
crop came down on the man's wrist, and the pistol clinked upon the stone floor. 

“It’s no use, John Clay,” said Holmes blandly. "You have no chance at all." 

“So I sec,” the other answered with the utmost coolness. “I fancy that my pa) 
is all nght, though I see you have got his coattails.” 

“There arc three men waiting for him at the door," said Holmes. 

“Oh, indeed! You seem to have done the thing very completely. I must compli 
ment you.” 

“And I you,^ Holmes answered. “Your red-headed idea was very new and 
effective.” 

“You'll see your pal again presently,” said Jones. “He’s quicker at climbing down 
holes than I am. Just hold out while I fix the derbies.” 

“I beg that you will not touch me with your filthy hands,” remarked our prisoner 
as the handcuffs clattered upon his wrists. “You may not be aware that I have royal 
blood in my veins. Have the goodness, also, when you address me always to say 
'sir' and 'please.’ ” v 

“All right,” said Jones with a stare and a snigger. “Well, would you please, sir, 
march upstairs, where we can get a cab to carry your Highness to the police- 
station?” 

“That IS better,'* said John Clay serenely. He made a sweeping bow to the three 
of us and walked quietly off in the custody of the detective, 

“Really, Mr. Holmes,” said Mr. Merryweathcr as we followed them from the 
cellar, “I do not know how the bank can thank you or repay you. There is no doubt 
that you have detected and defeated in the most complete manner one of the 
most determined attempts at bank robbery that have ever come within my ex- 
peiicnce.” 

*T have had one or two little scores of my own to settle with Mr. John Clay, 
said Holmes. “I have been at some small expense over this matter, which I shall 
expect the bank to refund, but beyond that I am amply repaid by having had an 
experience which is in many ways unique, and by heanng the very remarkable 
narrative of the Red-headed League.” 

“You see, Watson,” he explained in the early houn of the morning as we sat 
over a glass of whisky and soda in Baker Street, “it was perfectly obvious from the 
first that the only possible object of this rather fantastic business of the advertise- 
ment of the league, and the copying of the Encyclopsedia, must be to get this 
not over-bnght pawnbroker out of the way for a number of hours every day. It 
was a curious way of managing it, but, really, it would be diflBcult to suggest a 
better. The method was no doubt suggested to Clay's ingenious mind by the 
colour of his accomplice's hair. The £4 a week was a lure which must draw him, 
and what was it to them, who were playing for thousands? They put in the adver- 
tisement, one rogue has the temporary office, the other rogue incites the man to 
apply for it, and together they manage to secure his absence every morning in the 
week. From the time that I heard of ^Jic assistant having come for half wages, il 
was obvious to me that be had some strong motive for securing the situation.” 



*Bot how could you guess what the motive was?” 

”Had there been women in the house, I should have suspected a mere vulgar 
intrigue. That, however, was out of the question. The man's business was a small 
one, and there was nothing in his house which could account for such elaborate 
preparations, and such an expenditure as they were at. It must, then, be something 
out of the house. What could it be? I thought of the assistant's fondness for 
photography, and his trick of vanishing into the cellar. The cellarl There was the 
end of this tangled clue. Then I made inquiries as to this mysterious assistant and 
found that I had to deal with one of the coolest and most daring criminals in 
London. He was doing something in the cellar— something which took many hours 
a day for months on end. What could it be, once more? I could think of nothing 
save that he was running a tunnel to some other building. 

”So far I had got when we went to visit the scene of action. I surprised you by 
beating upon the pavement with my stick. I was ascertaining whether the cellar 
stretched out in front or behind. It was not in front. Then I rang the bell, and, as 
I hoped, the assistant answered it We have had some skirmishes, but we had never 
set eyes upon each other before. I hardly looked at his face. His knees were what 
I wished to see. You must yourself have remarked how worn, wrinkled, and stained 
they were. 'Ihey spoke of those hours of burrowing. The only remaining point was 
what they were bunowing for. I walked lound the comet, saw the City and Sub- 
urban Bank abutted on our friend’s premises, and felt that I had solved my prob- 
lem. When you drove home after the concert I called upon Scotland Yard and 
upon the chairman of the bank diiectcn, with the result that you have seen." 

“And how could you tell that they would make their attempt to-night?" I asked. 

"Well, when they closed their League offices that was a sign that they cared no 
longer about Mr. Jabex Wilson's presence— in other words, that they had completed 
their tunnel. But it was essential that they should use it soon, as it might be dis- 
covered, or the bullion might be removed. Saturday would suit them better thar' 
any other day, as it would give than two days foi their escape. For all these reasons 
I expected them to come to-night.” 

"You reasoned it out beautifully,” I exclaimed in unfeigned admiration. “It is so 
long a chain, and yet every link rings true." 

“It saved me from ennui,” he answered, yawning. “Alas! I already feel it closing 
in upon me. My life is spent in one long effort to escape from the commonplaces 
of existence. These little problems help me to do so.” 

"And you are a benefactor of the race,” said I. 

He shmgged his shoulders. "Well, perhaps, after all, it is of some little use,” 
he remarked. " ‘L'homme e’est rien—Voeuvre e’est tout,’ as Gustave Flaubert wrote 
to George Sand.” 


A CASE OF IDENTITY 

"My dear fellow,” said Sherlock Holmes as we sat on either side of the fire in his 
lodgings at Baker Street, “life is infinitely stranger than anything which the mind 
of man could invent. We would not dare to conceive the things which are really 
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mere commonplaces of existence. If we could fly oat of that window hand in hand, 
hover over this great city, gently remove the roofs, and peep in at the queer things 
which are going on, the strange coincidences, the plannings, the cross^purposes, the 
wonderful chains of events, working through generations, and leading to the most 
outri resulb, it would make all fiction with its conventionalities and foreseen 
conclusions most stale and unprofitable.” 

“And yet 1 am not convinced of it,” I answered. “The cases which come to 
light in the papers are, as a rule, bald enough, and vulgar enough. We have in 
our police reports realism pushed to its extreme limits, and yet the result is, it 
must be confessed, neither fascinating nor artistic.” 

“A certain selection and discretion must be used in producing a realistic effect,” 
remarked Holmes. “This is wanting in the police report, where more stress is laid, 
perhaps, upon the platitudes of the magistrate than upon the details, which to an 
observer contain the vital essence of the whole matter. Depend upon it, there is 
nothing so unnatural as the commonplace.” 

I smiled and shook my head. “I can quite understand your thinking so,” I said. 
“Of course, in your position of unofficial adviser and helper to everybody who is 
absolutely puzzled, throughout three continents, you are brought in contact with 
all that is strange and bizane. But here”— I picked up the morning paper from the 
ground— “let us put it to a practical test. Here is the firrt heading upon which I 
come. ‘A husband's cruelty to his wife.' There is half a column of print, but I 
know without reading it that it is all perfectly familiar to me. 'There is, of course, 
the other woman, the drink, the push, the blow, the bruise, the sympathetic sister 
or landlady. The crudest of writers could invent nothing more crude.” 

“Indeed, your example is an unfortunate one for your argument,” said Holmes, 
taking the paper and glancing his eye down it. “This is the Dundas separation case, 
and. as it happens, I was engaged in clearing up some small poinb in connection 
with it. 'The husband was a teetotaler, there was no other woman, and the conduct 
complained of was that he had drifted into the habit of winding up every meal 
by taking out his false teeth and hurling them at his wife, which, you will allow, 
is not an action likely to occur to the imagination of the average story-teller. Take 
a pinch of snuff, Doctor, and acknowledge that 1 have scored over you in your 
example.” 

He held out his snuffbox of old gold, with a great amethyst in the centre of the 
lid. Its splendour was in such contrast to his homely ways and simple life that I 
could not help commenting upon it. 

“Ah,'’ said he, “I forgot that I had not seen you for some weeks. It is a little 
souvenir from the King of Bohemia in return for my assistance in the case of the 
Irene Adler papers.” 

“And the ring?” I asked, glancing at a remarkable brilliant which sparkled upon 
his finger. 

“It was from the reigning family of Holland, though the matter in which I 
served them was of such delicacy that I cannot confide it even to you, who have 
been good enough to chronicle one or two of my little problems.” 

“And have you any on hand just now?” I asked with interest. 

“Some ten oi twelve, but none which present any feature of interest. They arc 
important, you understand, without being interesting. Indeed, I have found that it 
is usually in unimportant matters that there is a field for the observation, and for 
the quick analysis of cause and effect which gives the charm to an investigation. 
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The larger crimes are apt to be the simpler, for the bigger the crime the more 
obvious, as a rule, is the motive. In these cases, save for one rather intricate matter 
which has been referred to me from Marseilles, there is nothing which presents 
any features of interest. It is possible, however, that I may have something better 
before very many minutes are over, for this is one of my clients, or I am much 
mistaken.'* 

He had risen from his chair and was standing between the parted blinds, gazing 
down into the dull neutral-tinted London street. Looking over his shoulder, I saw 
that on the pavement opposite there stood a large woman with a heavy fur boa 
round her neck, and a large curling red feather in a broad-brimmed hat which 
was tilted in a coquettish Duchess of Devonshire fashion over her ear. From under 
this great panoply she peeped up in a nervous, hesitating fashion at our windows, 
while her body oscillat^ backward and forward, and her fingers fidgeted with her 
glove buttons. Suddenly, with a plunge, as of the swimmer who leaves the bank, 
she hurried across the road, and we heard the sharp clang of the bell. 

*"1 have seen those symptoms before,** said Holmes, throwing his cigarette into 
the fire. '‘Oscillation upon the pavement always means an affaire de coeur. She would 
like advice, but is not sure that the matter is not too delicate for communication. 
And yet even here we may discriminate. When a woman has been seriously wronged 
by a man she no longer oscillates, and the usual symptom is a broken beU wire. 
Here wc may take it that there is a love matter, but that the maiden is not so 
much angry as perplexed, or grieved. But here she comes in person to resolve our 
doubts.” 

As he spoke there was a tap at the dooi, and the boy in buttons entered to 
announce Miss Mary Sutherland, while the lady herself loomed behind his small 
black figure like a full-sailed merchant-man behind a tiny pilot boat. Sherlock 
Holmes welcomed her with the easy courtesy for which he was remarkable, and, 
having closed the door and bowed her into an armchair, he looked her over in the 
minute and yet abstracted fashion which was peculiar to him. 

“Do you not find,” he said, “that with your short sight it is a little trying to do 
so much typewriting?” 

“I did at first,” she answered, “but now I know where the letters are without 
looking.” Then, suddenly realizing the full purport of his words, she gave a violent 
start and looked up, with fear and astonishment upon her broad, good-humoured 
face. “You’ve heard about me, Mr. Holmes,** she cried, “else how could you know 
all that?” 

“Never mmd,” said Holmes, laughing; “it is my business to know things. Perhaps 
I have trained myself to see what others overlook. If not, why should you come to 
consult me?” 

“I came to you, sir, because I heard of you from Mrs. Ethcrege, whose husband 
you found so easy when the police and everyone bad given him up for dead. Oh, 
Mr. Holmes, I wish you would do as much for me. I'm not rich, but still I have a 
hundred a year in my own right, besides the little that I make by the machine, 
and I would give it all to know what has become of Mr. Hosmer Angel.** 

“Why did you come away to consult me in such a hurry?” asked Sherlock Holmes, 
with his finger-tips together and his eyes to the ceiling. 

Again a startled look came* over the somewhat vacuous face of Miss Mary Suther- 
land. “Yes, I did bang out of the house,” she said, “for it made me angry to sec the 
easy m which Mr. Windibank-that is, my father— took it all. He would not 
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go to the police, and he would not go to you, and so at last, as he would do nothing 
and kept on saying that there was no harm done, it made me mad, and I ]ust on 
with my things and came right away to you.” 

“Your father,'' said Holmes, “your stepfather, surely, since the name is different.” 

“Yes, my stepfather. I call him father, though it sounds funny, too, for he is 
only five years and two months older than myself.” 

“And your mother is alive?” 

“Oh, yes, mother is alive and well I wasn't best pleased, Mr* Holmes, when she 
married again so soon after father's death, and a man who was nearly fifteen yeans 
younger than herself Father was a plumber m the Tottenham Court Road, and 
he left a tidy business behind him, which mother earned on with Mr. Hardy, the 
foreman, but when Mr. Wmdibank came he made her sell the business, for he 
was very superior, being a traveller in wines. They got £4700 for the goodwill and 
interest, which wasn't near as much as father could have got if he had been alive.” 

I had expected to see Sherlock Holmes impatient under this rambling and in- 
consequential narrative, but, on tlie contrary, he had listened with the greatest 
concentiation of attention 

“Your own little income,” he asked, “does it come out of the business?” 

“Oh, no, sir It is quite separate and was left me by my uncle Ned m Auckland 
It IS m New Zealand stock, paying 4^ per cent. Two thousand five hundred pounds 
was the amount, but I can only touch the inteiest.” 

“You interest me extremely,” said Holmes. “And since you draw so large a sum 
as a hundred a year, with what you earn into the bargain, you no doubt travel a little 
and indulge yourself in every way. I believe that a single lady can get on very nicely 
upon an income of about £60 ” 

“I could do with much less than that, Mr Holmes, but you understand that as 
long as I live at home I don't wish to be a burden to them, and so they have the use 
of the money just while I am staying with them. Of course, that is only just for 
the time. Mr Wmdibank draws my interest every quarter and pays it over to 
mothei, and I find that I can do pretty well with what I earn at ty'pewnting It 
brings me twopence a sheet, and I can often do from fifteen to twenty sheets m a 
day ' 

“You have made your position very cleai to me," said Holmes. “This is my fnend, 
Ur Watson, before whom you can speak as freely as before myself. Kindly tell us 
now all about your connection with Mr. Hosmer Angel.' 

A flush stole over Miss Sutherland's face, and she picked nervously at the fringe 
of her jacket. “I met him farst at the gasfitters' ball,” she said. “They used to send 
father tickets when he was alive, and then afterwards they remembered us, and sent 
them to mother Mr Wmdibank did not wish us to go. He never did wish us to 
go anywhere. He would get quite mad if I wanted so much as to join a Sunday 
school treat. But this time I was set on going, and I would go, for what right had he 
to prevent? He said the folk were not fit for us to know, when all father's friends 
were to be there. And he said that I had nothing fit to wear, when I had rtiy purple 
plush that I had never so much as taken out of the drawer. At last, when nothing 
else would do, he went off to F ranee upon the business of the firm, but we went, 
mother and 1 , with Mr. Hardy, who used to be our foreman, and it was there I met 
Mr Hosmer Angel ” 

“I suppose.” said Holmes, “that when Mr. Wmdibank came back from France 
he was very annoyed at your having gone to the ball.” 



'‘Oh, wdl, he was very good about it. He laughed, 1 remember, and shrugged 
his shoulders, and said there was no use denying anything to a woman, for she 
w^d have her way.” 

‘‘I see. Then at the gasfitters* ball you met, as I understand, a gentleman called 
Mr. Hosmer Angd ” 

Tcs, sir. I met him that night, and he called next day to ask if we had got home 
all safe, and after that we met him— that is to say, Mr. Holmes, I met him twice for 
walks, but after that father came back again, and Mr. Hosmer Angel could not 
come to the house any more.” 

“Nor 

“Well, you know, father didn’t like anything of the sort. He wouldn’t have any 
visitors if he could help it, and he used to say ^hat a woman should be happy in 
her own family circle. But then, as I used to say to mother, a woman wants her own 
circle to begin with, and I had not got mine yet.” 

“But how about Mr. Hosmer Angel? Did he make no attempt to see you?” 

“Well, father was going off to France again in a week, and Hosmer wrote and 
said that it would be safer and better not to see each other until he had gone. We 
could write in the meantime, and he used to write every day. I took the letters in in 
the morning, so there was no need for father to know.” 

"Were you engaged to the gentleman at this time?” 

"Oh, yes, Mr. Holmes. We were engaged after the first walk that we took. Hosmer 
—Mr. Angel— was a cashier in an office in Leadenhall Strect-and — ” 

“What office?” 

"That’s the worst of it, Mr. Holmes, I don’t know.” 

"Where did he live, then?” 

“He slept on thci)remisc$.” 

"And you don’t know his address?” 

“No— except that it was Leadenhall Street.” 

"Where did you address your letters, then?” 

"To the Leadenhall Street Post-Office, to be left till called for. He said that if 
they were sent to the office he would be chaffed by all the other clerks about having 
letters from a lady, so I offered to typewrite them, like he did his, but he wouldn’t 
have that, for he said that when I wrote them they seemed to come from me, but 
when they were typewritten he always felt that the machine had come between 
us. That will just show you how fond he was of me, Mr. Holmes, and the little 
things that he would think of.” 

"It was most suggestive,” said Holmes. “It has long been an axiom of mine 
that the little things are infinitely the most important. Can you remember any 
other little things about Mr. Hosmer Angel?” 

"He was a very shy man, Mr, Holmes. He would rather walk with me in the 
evening than in the daylight, for he said that he hated to be conspicuous. Very 
retiring and gentlemanly he was. Even his voice was gentle. He’d had the quinsy 
and swollen glands when he was young, he told me, and it had left him with a weak 
throat, and a hesitating, whispering fashion of speech. He was always well dressed, 
very neat and plain, but his eyes were weak, just as mine are, and he wore tinted 
glasses against the glare.” 

“Wdl, and what happened when Mr. Windibank, your stepfather, returned to 
France?” 

“Mr. Hosmer Angel came to the house again and proposed that we should marry 
before father came back. He was in dreadful earnest and made me swear, with 
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my hands on the Testament^ that whatever happened I would always be true to 
him. Mother said he was quite right to make me swear, and that it was a sign of his 
passion. Mother was all in his favour from the first and was even fonder of him 
than I was. Then, when they talked of marrying within the week, I began to ask 
about father; but they both said never to mind about father, but just to tell him 
afterwards, and mother said she would make it all right with him. I didn’t quite 
lil^e that, Mr. Holmes. It seemed funny that I should ask his leave, as he was 
only a few years older than me; but I didn’t want to do anything on the sly, so 
I wrote to father at Bordeaux, where the company has its French offices, but the 
letter came back to me on the very morning of the wedding.'’ 

“It missed him, then?" 

“Yes, sir; for he had started to England just before it arrived.” 

“Hal that was unfortunate. Your wedding was arranged, then, for the Friday. 
Was it to be in church?” 

“Yes, sir, but very quietly. It was to be at St. Saviour's, near King's Cross, and 
we were to have breakfast afterwards at the St. Pancras Hotel. Hosmer came for 
us in a hansom, but as tliere were two of us he put us both into it and stepped 
himself into a four-wheeler, which happened to be the only other cab in the street. 
We got to the church first, and when the four-wheeler drove up we waited for 
him to step out, but he never did, and when the cabman got down from the box 
and looked there was no one therel The cabman said that he could not imagine 
what had become of him, for he had seen him get in with his own eyes. That was 
last Friday, Mr- Holmes, and I have never seen or heard anything since then to 
throw any light upon what became of him.” 

‘‘It seems to me that you have been very shamefully treated,” said Holmes. 

‘'Oh, no, sir! He was too good and kind to leave me so. V^y, all the morning he 
was saying to me that, whatever happened, 1 was to be true; & id that even if some- 
thing quite unforeseen occurred to separate us, I was always to remembci that I was 
pledged to him, and that he would claim his pledge soonf/ or later It seemed 
strange talk for a wedding-mom mg, but what has happener since gives a meaning 
♦o It ” 

“Most certainly it does. Your own opinion is, then, that some unforeseen catas> 
trophe has occurred to him?” 

“Yes, sir 1 believe that he foresaw some danger, oi else he would not have 
talked so And then I tftink that w'hat h>, foresaw happened." 

“But you have no notion as to w^hal it could have been?” 

“None.” 

“One moie qucslMii How' did your mother take tlic rnattei?” 

“She v/as ang’ 7 , and said that I was never to speak of the matter again.” 

“And your father? Did you tell him?” 

“Yes; and he seemed to think, with mt, that something had happened and 
that I should hear of Hosmer again. As he said, what interest could anyone have in 
bringing me to the doors of the church, and then leaving me? Now, it he bad 
borrow'ed my money, or if he had married me and got my money settled on him, 
there migh*^ be some reason, but Hosmer was very independent about money and 
never would look at a shilling of mine. And yet, what could have happened? And 
why could he not write? Oh, it dnves me half-mad to tlnnk of it, and I can't sleep 
a wmk at night.” She pulled a little handkerchief out of her muff and began to sob 
heavily into it. 

“1 shall glance into the case for you,” said Holmes, rising, “and I have no doubt 
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that we shall reach some definite result. Let the weight of the matter rest upon me 
now, and do not let your mind dwell upon it further. Above all, try to let Mr. 
Hosmer Angel vanish from your memory, as he has done from your life.’’ 

Then you don’t think Til see him again?” 

"I fear not.” 

Then what has happened to him?” 

will leave that question in my hands. I should like an accurate description 
of him and any letters of his which you can spare.” 

""I advertised for him in last Saturday’s Chronicle," said she. ’‘Here is the slip 
and here arc four letters from him.” 

“Thank you. And your address?" 

“No. 31 Lyon Place, Camberwell.” 

“Mr. Angel’s address you never had, I understand. Where is your father's place 
of business?” 

“He travels for Westhousc & Marbank, the great claret importers of Fenchurch 
Street.” 

“Thank you. You have made your statement very clearly. You will leave the 
papers here, and remember the advice which 1 have given you. Let the whole 
incident be a sealed book, and do not allow it to affect your life.” 

"You are very kind, Mr Holmes, but 1 cannot do that. I shall be true to Hosmer. 
He shall find me ready when he comes back.” 

For all the preposterous hat and the vacuous face, there was something noble in 
the simple faith of ou* ^-"isitor which compelled our respect. She laid her little 
bundle of papers upon the table and went hci way, with a promise to come again 
whenever she might be summoned. 

Sherlock Holmes sat silent for a few minutes with his finger-tips still pressed to 
gether, his legs stretched out in front of him, and his gaze diiectcd upward to the 
ceiling, llien he took down from the rack the old and oily clay pipe, which was to 
him as a counsellor, and, having lit it, he leaned back in his chair, with the thick 
blue cloud-wreaths spinning up from him, and a look of infinite languor in his 
face. 

“Quite an interesting study, that maiden,” he observed. “1 found her more 
interesting than her little problem, which, by the way, is rathei a trite one. You 
will find parallel cases, if you consult my index, in Andover in ’77, and there was 
something of the sort at The Hague last year. Old as is the idea, however, there 
were one or two details which were new to me. But the maiden herself was most 
instructive.” 

“You appeared to read a good deal upon her which was quite invisible to me,” 
I remarked. 

“Not invisible but unnoticed, Watson. You did not know where to look, and 
so you missed all that was important. I can never bring you to realize the impor- 
tance of sleeves, the suggestiveness of thumb-nails, or the great issues that may hang 
from a boot-lace. Now, what did you gather from that woman’s appearance? De- 
scribe it.” 

“Well, she had a slate-coloured, broad-brimmed straw hat, with a feather of a 
brickish red. Her jacket was black, with black beads sewn upon it, and a fringe of 
little black jet ornaments. Her dress was brown, rather darker than coffee colour, 
with a little purple plush at the neck and sleeves. Her gloves were grayish and 
were worn through at the right forefinger. Her boots I didn’t observe. She had 



small round, hanging gold earrings, and a general air of being fairly well-tckio in 
a vulgar, comfortable, easy-going way.'' 

Sheclock Holmes clapp^ his hands softly together and chuckled. 

“ Ton ray word, Watson, you arc coming along wonderfully. You have really 
done very well indeed. It is true that you have missed everything of importance, but 
you have hit upon the method, and you have a quick eye for coloi^. Never trust 
to general impressions, my boy, but concentrate yourself upon details. My first 
glance is alv/ays at a woman’s sleeve. In a man it is perhaps letter first to take the 
knee of the trouser. As you observe, this woman had plush upon her sleeves, which 
is a most useful material for showing traces. The double line a little above the 
wrist, where the typewritist presses against the table, was beautifully defined. The 
sewing-machine, of the hand type, leaves a similar mark, but only on the left arm, 
and on the side of it farthest from the thumb, instead of being right across the 
broadest part, as this was. I then glanced at her face, and, observing the dint of a 
pince-nez at either side of her nose, I ventured a remark upon short sight and 
typewriting, which seemed to surprise her." 

‘'It surprised me." 

“But, surely, it was obvious. I was then much surprised and interested on 
glancing down to observe that, though the boots which she was wearing were not 
unlike each other, they were really odd ones; the one having a slightly decorated 
toe-cap, and the other a plain one. One was buttoned only in the two lower buttons 
out of five, and the other at the first, third, and fifth. Now, when you see that a 
young lady, otherwise neatly dressed, has come away from home with odd boots, 
half-buttoned, it is no great deduction to say that she came away in a hurry." 

“And what I asked, keenly interested, as I always was, by my fnend’s 
incisive reasoning 

“I noted, in passing, that she had written a note before leaving home but after 
being fully dressed. You observed that her right glove was tom at the forefinger, 
but you did not apparently sec that both glove and finger were stained with violet 
ink She had written in a hurry and dipped her pen too drep. It must have been 
this morning, or the mark would not remain clear upon the finger. All this is 
amusing, though rather elementary, but I must go baci. to business, Watson, 
Would you mind reading me the advertised descriptior of Mr. Hosmer Angel?” 

I held the little printed slip to the light. 

“Missing [it said] on the morning of the fourteenth, a gentleman named 
Hosmer Angel. About five feet seven inches in height; strongly built, sallow 
complexion, black hair, a little bald in the centre, bushy, black side-whiskers 
and moustache; tinted glasses, slight infirmity of speech. Was dressed, 
when last seen, in black frock-coat faced with silk, black waistcoat, gold 
Albert chain, and gray Harris tweed trousers, with brown gaiters over elastic- 
sided boots. Known to have been employed in an office in Leadenhall Street. 
Anybody bringing — " 

“That will do," said Holmes. “As to the letters," he continued, glancing over 
them, “f^hey are very commonplace. Absolutely no clue m them to Mr. Angel, 
save that he quotes Balzac once. There is one remarkable point, however, which 
will no doubt strike you." 

“They are typewritten," I remarked. 

“Not only that, but the signature is typewritten. Look at the neat little ‘Hos- 
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mer AngeF at the bottom. There is a date^ you see, but no superscription except 
Leadenhall Street, which is rather vague. The point about the signature is very 
suggestive-in fact, wc may call it conclusive." 

XH what?" 

"My dear fdlow, is it possible you do not see how strongly it bears upon the case?" 

"I cannot say that I do unless it were that be wished to be able to deny his 
signature if an action for breach of promise were instituted.” 

"No, that was not the point. However, I shall write two letters, which should 
settle the matter. One is to a firm in the City, the other is to the young lady's step- 
father, Mr. Windibank, asking him whether he could meet us here at six o'clock 
to-monow evening. It is just as well that we should do business with the male 
relatives. And now. Doctor, wc can do nothing until the answers to those letters 
come, so we may put our little problem upon th« shelf for the interim." 

I had had so many reasons to believe in my friend's subtle powers of reasoning 
and extraordinary energy in action that I felt that he must have some solid grounds 
for the assured and easy demeanour with which he treated the singular mystery 
which he had been called upon to fathom. Once only had I known him to fail, in 
the case of the King of Bohemia and of the Irene Adler photograph; but when 1 
looked back to the weird business of 'The Sign of Four', and the extraordinary 
circumstances connected with 'A Study in Scarlet', I felt that it would be a strange 
tangle indeed which he could not unravel. 

I left him then, still puffing at his black clay pipe, with the conviction that 
when I came again on the next evening I would find that he held in his hands all 
the clues which would lead up to the identity of the disappearing bridegroom of 
Miss Mary Sutherland. 

A professional case of great gravity was engaging my own attention at the time, 
and the whole of next day I was busy at the bedside of the sufferer. It was not 
until close upon six o'clock that 1 found myself free and was able to spring into 
a hansom and drive to Baker Street, half afraid that I might be too late to assist 
at the denouement of the little mystery. I found Sherlock Holmes alone, however, 
half asleep, with bis long, thin form curled up in the recesses of his armchair. A 
formidable array of bottles and test-tubes, with the pungent cleanly smell of 
hydrochloric acid, told me that he had spent his day in the chemical work which 
was so dear to him. 

"Well, have you solved it?" 1 asked as I entered. 

"Yes. It was the bisulphate of baryta." 

“No, no, the mystery!" I cried. 

"Oh, that! I thought of the salt that I have been working upon. There was never 
any mystery in the matter, though, as I said yesterday, some of the details arc of 
interest. The only drawback is that there is no law, I fear, that can touch the 
scoundrel." 

"Who was he, then, and what was his object in deserting Miss Sutherland?" 

The question was hardly out of my mouth, and Holmes had not yet opened 
his lips to reply, when we heard a heavy footfall in the passage and a tap at the 
door. 

"This is the girl’s stepfather, Mr. James Windibank," said Holmes. “He has 
written to me to say that he would be here at six. Come ini" 

The man who entered was a sturdy, middle-sized fellow, some thirty years of 
age, clean-shaven, and sallow-skinned, with a bland, insinuating manner, and a pair 



of wonderfully sharp and penetrating gray eyes. He shot a questioning glance at 
each of us, placed his Shiry top-hat upon the sideboard, and with a slight bow 
sidled down into the nea*^ st chair. 

^Good-evening, Mr. James Windibank," said Holmes. '*! think that this type- 
written letter is from a, in which yo\j made an appointment with me for six 
o'clock?" 

“Yes, sir. I am afraid that I am a little late, but I am not quite my own master, 
you know. I am sorry that Miss Sutherland has troubled you about this little 
matter, for I think it is far better not to wash linen of the sort in pubhu. It was 
quite against my wishes that she came, but she is a very excitable, impulsive girl, 
as you may have noticed, and she is not easily controlled when she has made up 
her mind on a point. Of course, I did not mind you so much, as you are not con- 
nected with the official police, but it is not pleasant to have a family misfortune 
like this noised abroad. Besides, it is a useless expense, for how could you possibly 
find this Hosmer Angel?" 

“On the contrary,” said Holmes quietly; “I have every reason to believe that 
I will succeed in discovering Mr. Hosmer Angel.” 

Mr. Windibank gave a violent start and dropped his gloves. “1 am delighted to 
hear it," he said. 

“It is a curious thing,” remarked Holmes, “that a typewriter ha.s really quite 
as much individuality as a man's handwnting. Unless they are quite new, no two 
of them write exactly alike. Some letters get more worn than others, and some 
wear only on one side. Now, you remark in this note of yours, Mr. Windibank, 
that in eveiy case there is some little slurring over of the 'e,' and a slight defect 
in the tail of the *r.* Tliere are fourteen other characteristics, but those are the 
more obvious." 

“We do all our correspondence with this machine at the office, and no doubt it 
is a little worn,” our visitor answered, glancing keenly at Holmes with his bxight 
little eyes 

“And now I will show you what is leally a very mttiesting study, Mr, Windibank." 
Holmes continued. “I think of wntmg another little monograph some of these 
days on the typewriter and its relation to crime. It is a subject to which I have 
devoted some little attention. I have here four letters which purport to come from 
the missing man. They arc all typewritten. In each case, not only are the 'e’s' 
slurred and the *r's' tailless, but you will observe, if you care to use my magnifying 
lens, that the fourteen other characteristics to which I have alluded are there 
as well." 

Mr. Windibank sprang out of his chair and picked up his hat. “I cannot waste 
time over this sort of fantastic talk, Mr, Holmes,” he said. “If you can catch the 
man, catch him, and let me know when you have done it." 

“Certainly," said Holmes, stepping over and turning the key in the door, "I let 
you know, &en, that I have caught himi" 

“What! where?” shouted Mr. Windibank, turning white to his lips and glancing 
about him like a rat in a trap. 

“Oh, it won't do-rcally it won't,” said Holmes suavely. “There is no possible 
getting out of it, Mr, Windibank. It is quite too transparent, and it was a very 
bad compliment when you said that it was impossible for me to solve so simple 
a question. Tliat's right! Sit down and let us talk it over " 
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Our visitor collapsed into a chair, with a ghastly face and a glitter of moisture 
on his brow. **lt— it’s not actionable,’’ he stammered. 

*"! am very much afraid that it is not. But between ourselves, Windibank, it 
was as cruel and selfish and heartless a trick in a petty way as ever came before 
me. Now, let me just run over the course of events, and you will contradict me if 
I go wrong." 

The man sat huddled up in his chair, with his head sunk upon his breast, like 
one who is utterly crushed. Holmes stuck his feet up on the comer of the mantel- 
piece and, leaning back with his hands in his pockets, began talking, rather to 
himself, as it seemed, than to us. 

“The man married a woman very much older than himself for her money," said 
he, “and he enjoyed the use of the money of the daughter as long as she lived 
with them It was a considerable sum, for people in their position, and the loss 
of it would have made a serious difference. It was worth an effort to preserve it. 
The daughter was of a good, amiable disposition, but affectionate and warm- 
hearted in her ways, so that it was evident that with her fair personal advantages, 
and her little income, she would not be allowed to remain single long. Now her 
marriage would mean, of course, the loss of a hundred a year, so what does her 
stepfather do to prevent it? He takes the obvious course of keeping her at home 
and forbidding her to seek the company of people of her own age. But soon he 
found that that would not answer forever. She became restive, insisted upon her 
rights, and finally announced her positive intention of going to a certain ball 
WTiat does her clever stepfather do then? He conceives an idea more creditable to 
his head than to his heart. With the connivance and assistance of his wife he 
disguised himself, covered those keen eyes with tinted glasses, masked the face 
with a moustache and a pair of bushy whiskers, sunk that clear voice into an 
insinuating whisper, and doubly secure on account of the girl’s short sight, he 
appears as Mr. Hosiner Angel, and keeps off other lovers by making love himself.” 

“It was only a joke at first,” groaned our visitor. “We never thouglit that she would 
have been so carried away.” 

“Ve^y likely not. However that may be, the young lady was very decidedly 
carried away, and, having quite made up her mind that her stepfather was in 
France, the suspicion of trearhery never for an instant entered her mind. She was 
flattered by the gentleman’s attentions, and the effect was increased by the loudly 
expressed admiration of her mother. Tlien Mr. Angel began to call, for it was 
obvious that the matter should be pushed as far as it would go if a real effect weie 
to be produced. There were meetings, and an engagement, which would finally 
secure the girl’s affections from turning towards anyone else. But the deception 
could not be kept up forever. These pretended journeys to France were rather 
cumbrous. The thing to do was clearly to bring the business to an end in such 
a dramatic manner that it would leave a permanent impression upon the young 
lady’s mind and prevent her from looking upon any other suitor for some time 
to come. Hence those vows of fidelity exacted upon a Testament, and hence also 
the allusions to a possibility of something ha^^pening on the very morning of the 
wedding. James Windibank wished Miss Sutherland to be so bound to Hosmer 
Angel, and so uncertain as to his fate, that for ten years to come, at any rate, she 
would not listen to another man. As far as the church door he brought her, and 
then, as he could go no farther, he conveniently vanished away by Ae old trick 
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of stepping in at one door of a four-wheeler and out at the other. I think that that 
was the chain of events, Mr. Windibankl” 

Our visitor had recovered something of his assurance while Holmes had been 
talking, and he rose from his chair now with a cold sneer upon his pale face. 

"It may be so, or it may not, Mr. Holmes," said he, “but if you ate so very sharp 
you ought to be sharp enough to know that it is you who ate breaking the law now, 
and not me. I have done nothing actionable from the first, but as long as you keep 
that door locked you lay yourself open to an action for assault and illegal constraint." 

“The law cannot, as you say, touch you,” said Holmes, unloddng and throwing 
open the door, "yet there never was a man who deserved punishment more. If 
the young lady has a brother or a friend, he ought to lay a whip across your shoul- 
ders. By Jovcl" he continued, flushing up at the sight of the bitter sneer upon 
the man’s face, “it is not part of my duties to my client, but here’s a hunting 
crop handy, and I think I shall just treat myself to—” He took two swift steps 
to the whip, but before he could grasp it there was a wild clatter of steps upon 
the stairs, the heavy hall door banged, and from the window we could see Mr. 
James Windibank mnning at the top of his speed down the road. 

“There’s a cold-blooded scoundrell" said Holmes, laughing, as he threw himself 
down into his chair once more. "That fellow will rise from crime to crime until he 
does something very bad, and ends on a gallows. 'The case has, in some respects, 
been not entirely devoid of interest.” 

"I cannot now entirely see all the steps of your reasoning,” I remarked. 

"Well, of course it was obvious from the ^t that this Mr. Hosmer Angel must 
have some strong object for his curious conduct, and it was equally clear that die 
only man who really profited by the incident, as far as we could see, was the step- 
father. Then the fact that the two men were never together, but that the one 
always appeared when the other was away, was suggestive. So were the tinted 
spectacles and the curious voice, which both hinted at a disguise, as did the bushy 
whiskers. My suspicions were all confirmed by his peculiar action in typewriting 
his signature, which, of course, inferred that his handwriting was so familiar to 
her that she would recognize even the smallest sample of it. You see all these 
isolated facts, together with many minor ones, all pomted in the same direction.’ 

"And how did you verify them?” 

"Having once spotted my man, it was easy to get corroboration. I knew the firm 
for which this man worked. Having taken the printed description, ! diminated 
everything from it which could be the result of a disguise-the whiskers, the glasses, 
the voice, and I sent it to the firm, with a request that they would inform ms 
whether it answered to the description of any of their travellers. I had already 
noticed the peculiarities of the typewriter, and I wrote to the man himself at 
his business address, asking him if be would come here. As I expected, his reply 
was typewritten and revealed the same tnvial but characteristic defects. The same 
post brought me a letter from Westhouse & Maibank, of Fenchurch Street; to say 
that the description tallied in every respect with that of their employee, James 
Windibank. Voili tout!” 

"And Miss Sutherland?” 

"If I tell her she will not believe me. You may remember the old Persian saying, 
"There is danger for him who taketh the tiger cub, and danger also for who.so 
snatches a delusion from a woman.’ There is as much sense in Hafiz as in Horace, 
and as much knowledge of the world ” 
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THE BOSCOMBE VALLEY MYSTERY 

Wb wbbb seated at bieak^t one morning, my wife and 1 , when the maid brought 
in a tdegram. It was from Sheriock Holmes and ran in this way: 

Have you a couple of days to spare? Have just been wired for from the 
west of England in connection with Boscombe Valley tragedy. Shall be g^ad 
if you will come with me. Air and sceiuery perfect. Leave Paddmgton by 
the 11:15. 

“What do you say, dear?” said my wife, looking across at me. “Will you go?” 

“I really don’t know what to say. I have a fairly long list at present.” 

“Oh, Anstruther would do your work for you. You have been looking a little 
pale lately. I think that the change would do you good, and you are always so 
interested in Mr. Sherlock Holmes's cases.” 

“I should be ungrateful if 1 were not, seeing what I gained through one of them,” 
1 answered. “But if I am to go, I must pack at once, for I have only half an hout.” 

My experience of camp life in Afghanistan had at least had the effect of making 
me a prompt and 1 ready traveller. My wants were few and simple, so that in less 
than ^e time stated I was in a cab with my valise, rattling away to Paddington 
Station. Sherlock Holmes was pacing up and down the platform, his tall, gaunt 
figure made even gaunter and taller by his long gray travelling-cloak and close- 
fitting cloth cap. 

"It is really very good of you to come, Watson,” said he. “It makes a considcuble 
difference to me, having someone with me on whom I can thoioughV, i* Is Local 
aid IS always either worthlt s or else biassed. If you will keep the two i.oi.’'>cr scat* 

I shall get the tickets." 

We had the carnage to ourselves save for an immense litte: of papers '’.ni*"! 
Holmes had brought with him. Among these ht rummaged and lead, witi* 
of note-taking and of meditation, until we were past Reading. Thtn be ^^^ddtn!^ 
rolled them all into a gigantic ball and tossed them up onto the rack 

"Have you heard anything of the case?" be asked. 

“Not a word. I have not seen a paper for some days " 

“Fhe London press has not had very full accounts. I have just been looking 
through ail the lecenl papers in order to master the pariiculars. it seems, from 
what I gather, to be one of those simple cases which arc so extremely difficult ” 

“I’hat sounds a little paradoxical.” 

"But it is profoundly true. Singularity is almost invariably a clue. The more 
featureless and commonplace a crime is, the more difiBcult it is to bring it home. In 
this case, however, thq' have established a very .serious case against the son of the 
murdered man " 

“It is a murder, then?" 

"Well, it is conjectured to be so. I shall take nothing for granted until 1 have 
the opportunity of looking personally into it. I will explain the state of things 
to you, as far as 1 have been able to understand it, in a very few words. 

4 ** 



"BoKsombe VaDey is a owintry district not very £ar from Ross, in Herefoidthiie. 
The largest landed pre^sietor in that part is a Mr. John Tiiiner, who ?»wde bis 
money in Australia and returned some yeara ago to the old country. One of Oe 
farms which he held, that of Hatherley, was let to Mr. Charles NfcCarthy, sriio 
was also an ex>Australian. The men had known each other in the colonies, so that 
it was not unnatural ^at when they came to settle down they should do so as 
near each other as pomible. Turner was apparently the richer man , so McC arthy 
became his tenant but still remained, it seems, upon terms of perfect equality, as 
they were frequently together. McCarthy had one son, a lad of eighteen, and Turner 
had an only daughter of the same age, but neither of them had wives living TTiey 
appear to have avoided the society of the neighbouring English hunilies and to 
have led retired lives, though both the McCarthys were fond of sport and were 
frequently seen at the racC'meetings of the neighbourhood. McCarthy kept two 
servants— a man and a girl. Turner had a considerable household, some half-doaeen 
at the least. That is as much as I have been able to gafoer about the fomilies. Now 
for the facts. 

“On June 3d, that is, on Monday last, McCarthy left his house at Hatherley 
about three in the afternoon and walked down to the Boscombe Pool, which is 
a small lake formed by the spreading out of the stream which runt down the 
Boscombe Valley. He had been out with his serving-man in the morning at Ross, 
and he had told the man that he must hurry, as he had kn appointment of impor- 
tance to keep at three From that appointment he never came back alive. 

“F rom Hatherley Farmhouse to the Boscombe Pool is a quarter of a mile, and 
two people saw him as he passed over this ground. One was an old woman, whose 
name is not mentioned, and the other was William Crowder, a game-keeper in the 
employ of Mi. Turner Both these witnesses depose that Mr. McCarthy was walk- 
ing alone. The game-keeper adds that within a few minutes of his seeing Mr. 
McCaifhy pas? he had seen his son, Mr. James McCarthy, going the same way 
With a gun under liif arm. To the best of his belief, the father was actually in sight 
at the iiiiit, and the son was following him. He thought no rnoie of the matter 
he heard in the evening of (he tragedy that had occurred. 

“I'he tsvo McCarthys were seen after the time when William Crowder, the 
gantr kteoef, h«! sight of them. 'Fhe Boscombe F(X)1 is thickly wooded round, 
just a fnngc ot grass and of reeds round the edge. A girl of fourteen. Patience 
Mf.ran, who is the daughter of the lo-.ige-keepei of the Boscombe Valley estate, 
was 111 one of the woods picking flowers. She states that while she was there she 
ssw, at the border of the wood and close by the lake, Mr. McCaitny and his son, 
and that they appeared to be having a violent quarrel. She heard Mr. McCarthy 
the elder using verj( strong language to his son, ar.d she saw the latter raise up bis 
band as if to strike his father. She was so frightened by their violence that she 
rriti away and told her mother when she xcached home that she had left the two 
McCarthys quarrelling near Boscombe Pool, and that she was afraid that they 
were going to fight. She had hardly said the words when young Mr. McCarthy 
came running up to the lodge to say that he had found his father dead in the 
wood, and to ask for the help of the lodge-keeper. He was much excited, without 
either his gun or his hat, and his right hand and sleeve were observed to be stained 
with fresh blood. On following him they found the dead body stretched out upon 
the grass beside the pool ITie head had been beaten in by repeated blows of some 
heavy and blunt weapon. The injuries were such as might very well have been 
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inflicted by the butt-end of his son’s gun, which was found lying on the grass 
within a few paces of the body. Under these circumstances the young man was 
instantly arrested, and a verdict of 'wilful murder^ having been returned at the 
inquest on Tuesday, he was on Wednesday brought before the magistrates at Ross, 
who have referred the case to the next Assizes. Those are the main facts of the case 
as they came out before the coroner and the police-court." 

"I could hardly imagine a more damning case," I remarked. "If ever circum- 
stantial evidence pointed to a criminal it does so here." 

"Circumstantial evidence is a very tricky thing,” answered Holmes thoughtfully. 
“It may seem to point very straight to one thing, but if you shift your own point 
of view a little, you may find it pointing in an equally uncompromising manner 
to something entirely different. It must be confesiised, however, that the case looks 
exceedingly grave against the young man, and it is very possible that he is indeed 
the culprit. There are several people in the neighbourhood, however, and among 
them Miss Turner, the daughter of the neighbouring land-owner, who believe in 
his innocence, and who have retained Lestrade, whom you may recollect in con- 
nection with 'A Study in Scarlet’, to work out the case in his interest. Lestrade, 
being rather puzzled, has referred the case to me, and hence it is that two middle- 
aged gentlemen are flying westward at fifty miles an hour instead of quietly di- 
gesting their breakfasts at home." 

"I am afraid," said I, "that the facts are so obvious that you will find little credit 
to be gained out of this case." 

"There is nothing more deceptive than an obvious fact," he answered, laughing. 
"Besides, we may chance to hit upon some other obvious facts which may have 
been by no means obvious to Mr. Lestrade. You know me too well to think that 
1 am boasting when I say that I shall either confirm or destroy his theory by means 
which he is quite incapable of employing, or even of understanding. To take the 
first example to hand, I very clearly perceive that in your bedroom tlie window is 
upon the right-hand side, and yet I question whether Mr. Lestrade would have 
noted even so self-evident a thing as that.” 

"How on earth — " 

"My dear fellow, I know you well, I know the military neatness which character- 
izes you. You shave every morning, and in this season you shave by the sunlight; 
but since your shaving is less and less complete as we get farther back on the left 
side, until it becomes positively slovenly as we get round the angle of the jaw, it is 
surely very clear that that side is less illuminated than the other. 1 could not 
imagine a man of your habits looking at himself in an equal light and being satisfied 
with such a result. I only quote this as a trivial example of observation and inference. 
ITierein lies my mSUer, and it is just possible that it may be of some service in 
the investigation which lies before us. There are one or two minor points which 
were brought out in the inquest, and which are worth considering." 

"What are they?” 

"It appears that his arrest did not take place at once, but after the return to 
Hatherley Farm. On the inspector of constabulary informing him that he was a 
prisoner, he remarked that he was not surprised to hear it, and that it was no more 
than his deserts. This observation of his had the natural effect of removing any 
traces of doubt which might have remained in the minds of the coroner's jury." 

"It was a confession," I ejaculated. 

"No, for it was followed by a protestation of innocence." 
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Xoming on the top of such a damning series of events, it was at least a most 
suspicious remark," 

“On the contrary," said Holmes, “it is the brightest rift which I can at present 
sec in the clouds. However innocent he might be, he could not be such an absolute 
imbecile as not to see that the circumstances were very black against him. Had 
he appeared surprised at his own arrest, or feigned indignation at it, I should have 
looked upon it as highly suspicious, because such surprise or anger would not be 
natural under the circumstances, and yet might appear to be the best policy to a 
scheming man. His frank acceptance of the situation marks him as either an inno- 
cent man, or else as a man of considerable self-restraint and firmness. As to his 
remark about his deserts, it was also not unnatural if you consider that he stood 
beside the dead body of his father, and that there is no doubt that he had that very 
day so far forgotten his filial duty as to bandy words with him, and even, according 
to the little girl whose evidence is so important, to raise his hand as if to strike 
him. The self-reproach and contrition which are displayed in his remark appear to 
me to be the signs of a healthy mind rather than of a guilty one." 

I shook my head. “Many men have been hanged on far slighter evidence," I 
remarked. 

“So they have. And many men have been wrongfully hanged." 

“What is the young man's own account of the matter?" 

“It IS, I am afraid, not very encouraging to his supporters, though theic are one 
or two points in it which are suggestive. You will find it here, and may read it for 
yourself " 

He picked out from his bundle a copy of the local Herefordshire paper, and 
having turned down the sheet he pointed out the paragraph in which tlie unfor- 
tunate young man had given his own statement of what had occurred. I settled 
myself down in the comer of the carnage and read it very carefully. It ran in this 
way: 

Mr. James McCarthy, the only son uf the deceased, was then called and 
gave evidence as follows. “I had been away from home for three days at 
Bristol, and had only )ast returned upon the morning of last Monday, the 
3d My father was absent from home at the rime of iny arrival, and I was 
informed by the maid that he h dnven over to Ross with John Cobb, the 
groom. Shortly after my return I heard the wheels of his trap in the yard, 
and, looking out of my window, I saw him get out and walk rapidly out of 
the yard, though I was not aware in which direction he was going. I then 
took my gun and strolled out in the direction of the Boscombe Pool, with 
the intention of visiting the rabbit-warren which is upon the other side. On 
my way I saw William Crowder, the game-keeper, as he had stated in his 
evidence; but he is mistaken in thinking that I was following my father. 1 
had no idea that he was in front ot me. When about a hundred yards from 
the pool I heard a cry of 'Cooee!' which was a usual signal between my 
father and myself. I then hurried forward, and found him standing by the 
pool. He appeared to be much surpnsed at seeing me and asked me rather 
roughly what I was doing there A conversation ensued which led to high 
words and almost to blows, for my father was a man of a very violent temper 
Seeing that his passion was becoming ungovernable, I left him and returned 
towards Hatherley Farm. I had not gone more than 150 yards, however, 
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when I heard a hideous outcry behind me, which caused me to run back 
again. I found my father expiring upon the ground, with his head terribly 
injured. I dropped my gun and held him in my arms, but he almost instantly 
expired. I knelt beside him for some minutes, and then made my way to 
Mr. Turner's lodge-keeper, his house being the nearest, to ask for assistance. 
1 saw no one near my faAer when I returned, and I have no idea how he 
came by his injuries. He was not a popular man, being somewhat cold and 
forbidding in his manners; but he had, as far as I know, no active enemies. 
I know nothing further of the matter.” 

The Coroner: Did your father make any statement to you before he died? 

Witness: He mumbled a few words, but I could only catch some allusion 
to a rat. 

The Coroner: What did you understand by that? 

Witness: It conveyed no meaning to me. I thought that he was delirious. 

The Coroner: What was the point up)on which you and your father had 
this final quarrel? 

Witness: I should prefer not to answer 

The Coroner; I am afraid that I must press it. 

Witness: It is really impossible for me to tell you. I can assure you that 
it has nothing to do with the sad tragedy which followed. 

The Coroner: That is for the court to decide. I need not point out to you 
that your refusal to answer will prejudice your case considerably in any 
future proceedings which may arise. 

Witness: I must still refuse. 

'Fhe Coroner: I understand that the cry of *'Cooee'’ was a common signal 
between you and your father? 

Witness: It was, 

71ie Coroner: How was it, then, that he uttered it before he .saw you, and 
before he even knew that you had returned from Bristol? 

Witness (with considerable contusion) : I do not know. 

A Juryman: Did you see nothing which aroused your suspicions when you 
returned on hearing the cry and found your father fatally injured? 

Witness: Nothing definite. 

lire Coroner: What do you mean? 

Witness: I was so disturbed and excited as I nished out into the open, 
that I could think of nothing except of my father. Yet I have a vague im- 
pression that as I ran forward something lay upon the ground to the left of 
me. It seemed to me to be something gray in colour, a coat of some sort, 
or a plaid perhaps. When I rose from my father I looked round for it, but it 
was gone. 

“Do you mean that it disappeared before you went for help?” 

“Yes, it was gone.” 

“You cannot say what it was?” 

“No, I had a feeling something was there.” 

“How far from the body?” 

“A dozen yards or so.” 

“And how far from the edge of the wood?” 

“About the same,” 

“Then if it was removed it was while you were within a dozen yards of it?” 


46 



*Tes, but With my back towards it 

This concluded the examination of the witness 

I see, said I as I glanced down the column, “that the coroner in his concluding 
remarks wa^ rather severe upon young McCarthy He calls attention, and with rea 
son, to the discrepancy about his father having signalled to him before seeing him, 
also to his refusal to give details of his conversation with his father, and his singular 
account of his father's dying words Tliey are all, as he remaiks, very much against 
the son '' 

Holmts laughed softly to himself and stretched himself out upon the cushioned 
seat “Both you and the coronei base been at some pains/' said he, “to single out 
the very strongest points in the young span's favour Don't you see that you al- 
ternately gi\e him ^redit for having too much imagination and too little’ 1 oo little, 
if he could not iment a cause of qu-irrcl which would gist him the sympathy of the 
jury, too much, if he evolved from his own inner consciousness anything so Oiitr^ 
as a dying Merenre to a rat, and the incident of the vanishing cloth No, sir, I 
shall apnioach thi', case frciu tlie point of view that what this young man says is 
true, and we shall see wh ther that hypothesis vdl lead us And now here is my 
|X)<.ket Peliarch, and not another w( id shall I Sa> of this t^se until wt are on the 
scene of action W e lunch at Swindon, and I ‘‘ee that we shall be there in twenty 
minutes 

It was nearly feur o'clock when wi. at last, after pJS'-in^ through the Vautiful 
Stroud and ovei the broid glttimn^? Scvim tound oi at the pretty 

^’Ltie country town of Ross A Uau, terrM like mm, turliv^ aid sly looking, was 

waiting for us upon the platfonn In sp tc of the light biov n d^stcoal and leather 
leggings svhich hr .sore in deference to his rustic surroundings, 1 had no difGcultv 
in recogiuring I^strade, cf Scctland Yard With him %vt drove to the Hereford 
Arms where a room had already been engaged for us 

‘I hive nrocred a carnage,' )iid Lestrade as wc sat over a cup rf tea “! knew 
»^our energetic natuie and that you would not be hippv uiit 1 you had b'^cn on the 
scv nt of the nic 

It was n cc and complimenta'y or yr a ' Ilolrms ar»iWtit'd “It is eniutly 
a \UL ♦'ion ' sroniilnr nressure 

] cstridt iork^.d tuHeo 'I do not q te follow ” he said 

How IS the glas^*’ Twenty nine I st Nc wind and not a cloud m the sky I 

ha^e a casetul of cigarctbs here which need srnoling, and tae sofa is very rnufh 
supcnoi to the usual country hotel abomination I do not th nk ♦ha^ it is probable 
that I shall use the caniagc to ni£,ht 

KsbaU hiightd indulgrntlv ou hive, ro d nibt ilieady ic^rmed youi con 
elisions fi ini tlit n w papcis he said “the cast s as plain iS a pikestaff and tir 
more one goes into it the plainei it be fs Still, of eouist, one cm t refuse a 
lids ind a \ct positivf one, too Sht had heird of you and would have your 
opin’on th nigh 1 rtpcatedlv told her that there was notliing which you couW do 
which J hid not already clone Why, bless my soul! here is her carriage at the 
door 

He had hardly spoken \ t fore there rushed into the room one of the most lovely 
V(ung wjintn that I ha\c ever seen m my life Her Molet eves shining, her lips 
palled j p nk flush upon lur cheeks all thought of her natural reserve lost in her 
overpowering ^ vcitemcnt and eonccii. 
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“Oh, Mr. Sherlock Holmes!” she cried, glancing from one to the other of us, and 
finally, with a woman’s quick intuition, fastening upon my companion, "I am so 
glad that you have come. I have driven down to tell you so. I know that James 
didn’t do it. I know it, and I want you to start upon your work knowing it, too. 
Never let yourself doubt upon that point. We have known each other since we were 
little children, and I know his faults as no one else docs; but he is too tender- 
hearted to hurt a fly. Such a charge is absurd to anyone who really knows him.” 

“I hope we may clear him. Miss Turner,” said Sherlock Holmes. “You may rely 
upon my doing all that I can.” 

“But you have read the evidence. You have formed some conclusion? Do you 
not see some loophole, some flaw? Do you not younclf think that he is innocent?” 

“I think that it is very probable.” 

“There, now!” she cried, throwing back her head and looking defiantly at 
Lestrade. “You hear! He gives me hopes.” 

Lestrade shrugged his shoulders. “I am afraid that my colleague has been a 
little quick in forming his conclusions,” he said. 

"But he IS right. Oh! I know that he is right. James never did it. And about his 
quarrel with his father, I am sure that the reason why he would not speak about 
it to the coroner was because I was concerned in it.” 

"In what way?” asked Holmes. 

“It is no lime for me to hide an>i:hing. James and his father had many dis- 
agreements about me. Mi. McCarthy was very anxious that there should be a 
marriage between us. James and I have always loved each other as brother and 
sister; but of course he js young and has seen very little of life yet, and— and -well, 
he naturally did not wish to do anything like that yet. So there were quanels, and 
this, 1 am sure, was one of them.” 

“And your father?” asked Holmes. 'Was he in favour of such a union?” 

"No, he was averse to it also. No one but Mi. McCarthy was in favour of it.” A 
quick blush passed over her fresh young face as Holmes shot one of his keen, 
questioning glances at her. 

“Thank you for thts infonnation,” said he. “May I see your father if I call to- 
rn oi row?” 

“1 am afraid the doctor won’t allow it.” 

"7'hc doctor?” 

“Yes, have you not heard? Poor father has never been strong for years back, 
but this has broken him down completely. He has taken to his bei and Dr. 
Willows says that he is a wreck and that his nervous system is shattered. Mr. Mc- 
Carthy was the only man alive who had known dad in the old days in Victoria.” 

“Ha! In Victoria! That is important,” 

"Yes, at the mines.” 

"Quite so; at the gold-mines, where, as I understand, Mr. Turner made his 
money.” 

“Yes, certainly.” 

“Tliank you, Miss Turner. You have been of material assistance to me.” 

“You will tell me if you have any news to-morrow. No doubt you will go to the 
prison to see James. Oh, if you do, Mr. Holmes, do tell him that I know him to be 
innocent.” 

“I will, Miss Turner.” 

“I must go home now, for dad is very ill, and he misses me so if I leave him. 
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Goodbye, and God help you lu your nnJtiUkmg' She hur td from the room 
as impulsively as she had entered, and \\t heiid the u heels of uc* e unage lUtlc 
off down the street 

*^1 am ashamed of you, Holm^ s ' iij Ltstradt \sdlr dignity after i fevi minutts 
silence ‘'Why should \ou raisi up nopcs which you are bound to disappoint*' 1 
am not over-tender of heart, but I cil! ciud 

thmk that I see mv way to charing Jainc*! McCarthy,'* said Holmes ‘‘Have 
you an order to sec him in prison? ’ 

“Yes, but only fcir you and me 

“Tlicn I shall rcconsidu my resolution about going oat c ha\c stdl time to 
take a train to Heuford and sec him t'v night?” 

“Ample ” 

“Tlien let us do so Watson, I kai that you will hnd it vciv slow, but I shall 
only be awav a couple of hour^ ” 

I walked down to the station with them, and then w'andend through the streets 
of th( little town, fanally rctmning to the hotel, where I hy upon the sofa and 
tried to interest im '.elt in a ve) low' barked no.el 'Fhe puny plot of the story was 
so thin, however, when conipaied to the dctp my^r ry thiough vl ich w^e were 
groping, and I found ms attention w'andti so corbnually from the hction to the 
fact, that 1 at last flung it acioss the rooiii and gave mv^^ell up rntirelv to a an- 
sideration of the events of the dav Supposing that this unhappv voung man story 
weie absolutely true, then a 1 at lidlish thing, what ab ulute!/ unforeseen and 
cxtiaordinarv cilamity (ou^d h.u'c occur ;d bth'cen the tune wnen lu puted from 
his father, and tiie moment wlun, drawn back by his ^cre nns, he luslud mto the 
glade’ It v\as something tei ribk 4»nd deadly What could it be’ Might ntH the 
rutLic of the nijunes rcve<ii semieUiiug to inv medical in tiiKL*^ 1 ring the bell 
and called for the wcfDv countv paper, which contamf 3 a vcrbit m iceonnt of 
the mquest In the surgeon’s deposition it was stated that tht p)sttrior third of 
(Ik Icf’f pirutil buiK and the left hilf ot the ocripttal bone lia 1 1 cui 'h ttc^^d 
]jy hc^vy jw tu'ni i blunt wt ip ><•> I marked the spot iipoii r ly own head 
C if nh lu h ^ bi(»w must I .llu ^liu \ fiuiii behind That wa» U omc (xte^nt 
in * j f)t the K< is..d V Wii^u > to quanellinp he ^ is ^k( t Wkc wdh In 
iUi ] ■stil^ n (hd n * f.u ioi vci) fuuch, hr the older mm m ght ha\t tufii d 
his 1 Lhr u] ) v fM’ Still it iiglil be v>uitli whlc tf) fall H()hut' afkn 

' n t it 1 1 u tlnrc is tin. pc iiint dying ic** ku c ff) a ut \\ h t < ‘uIJ tint 
iiif nr it voulu 11 d 1 clcluKiiP V min dvin;? from a sudden bh v dot* lot wcun 
ITU f h l)f u c d' liMon Ni n is more hkdy tv) hf an aite npt lo (xpjam lu* v hr 
jiK I hi fa V Ihit ^* 1 . It co'P d mdvak’ I udjflicd mv h^ams hnd *onic ^ ns 
iMf -vp li iti n \nd tiien tin me dent of on cloth seen by voung Me 
' iiciiv It th-Jt were true, ihe muidere*- mud I ne fh ippcvl p,it of his d 

pifsui ubiv hi overcoat, ni lus flight, * 1 must h<tve hid ^I'e h irdihood to ictun 

iH 1 tf eirrv it awav M the mstmt when the son w is kneeling vmUi In birk tinned 
not a dozen paces off Wliat a tissue of mvsttiiis and iniprobabihtic^ tlic wh(;h 
tiling was! I did not wfuider at Lt*^tradt’s opinion, ^nd yet I had Sf» rniieh faith m 
Shcilocl Holmes s iiisight that I couln not lose hope as long is cseiy fnsh fact 
seemed to strengthen hia conviction of young McCaith) s innocence 

It was late before Sherlock Holmes returned He came back alone, for Lestrade 
was staying in lodgings in the town 

‘"The glass si ill keeps very high," he remarked as he sat down “It is of inipor 
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tance that it should not ram before we are able to go over the ground. On the 
other hand, a man should be at his very best and keenest for such nice work as 
that, and I did not wish to do it when fagged by a long journey. I have seen young 
McCarthy.” 

“And what did you learn from him?" 

“Nothing.” 

“Could he throw no light?” 

“None at all. 1 was inclined to think at one time that he knew who had done it 
and was screening him or her, but I am convinced now that he is as puzzled as 
everyone else. He is not a very quick-witted youth, though comely to look at and, 
1 should think, sound at heart." 

“I cannot admire his taste,” I remarked, “if it is indeed a fact that he was averse 
to a marriage with so charming a young lady as this Miss Turner " 

“Ah, thereby hangs a rather painful tale. This fellow is madly, insanely, in 
love With her, but some two years ago, when he was only a lad, and before he 
really knew hei, for she had been away five years at a boarding-school, what does 
the idiot do but get into the clutches of a barmaid m Bristol and marry her at a 
registry office? No one knows a w'ord of the matter, but you ran imagine how 
maddening it must be fo him to be upbraided for not doing whai he would give 
his very eyes to do, but what he knows to be absolutely impossible. It was sh^er 
frenzy of this sort winch made him throw his hands up into t}r‘ air when his 
father, at thM last interview, was goading him on to propose to ^fl5S Turnet. 
On the other hand, he had no means of suppoiting himseif, and his father, who 
was by all accounts a very hard man, would have thiown him cnc^ utterly had he 
known the truth Jl was with his bannaid wife that he had spent the last three 
days ID Brrtoi, and father did not know' wlit re he wms Ma^k point !t is 
of niportanee. Cinta come out of evil, howt for thf. baunaid finding fnjw 
the papers that fie is in senom trcuble and hkch to be hanged, li<*s th)(>wn hm* 
over uttcilv and written t(' him to say that he lias a omJ' in tlu 

Beimndj Dockyr^id, so tint theie is leaily no tie better o them 1 >h tli* i thd 
1 It of in - roinc/h d yoaur MrCaithy tor nil he hi' 

“MtU if i(c is w'ho don^ 

I w< uJd tjli youi atteutum vers p^rttciilailv r 

ihi- niuidt led \r?.v Oid an >ppomt:unl will# son-cttie it ilie pn' t .Jt the 
soincme coid ( have been his son, foi his '•on va« awco, le (Oil ^nC'W' 
’^:uT) he Would rdnm ilic second is that ihe .nutclutd m.Oi Ul rd c^y 
'('c'oee*' he ^ irw that hu had r-^tunud 'Those are tbf ('n-c.' point*' 

ij) }p hioh the last depends. And now let us tdk ibout Geopct d vou 

please and wc shall lease all moiOr inatteis autd to morrow " 

lliere no ram, as flolnie.s had foretold, and the morning, biolc bnidit nod 
c!t>lki^cs^ At mne o'clock I estrade called tor us with iht carnage, and we set ofi 
hir Hathcrk) Fann and the Bosconibe Fool. 

“ITicie IS serious news this morning," I^strade observed “It is i»aid that Mr. 
Turner, of the Hall, v so dl that his life is despa >rcd of." 

“An cldcdy man, I pie^unic?" said Holmes. 

“Abou» siKty; but his constitution has been shattered by his life abroad, and 
he has been ni fading bcilth for some time This business has had a veiy bad 
effect upon him He was an old friend of McCarthy's, and, I miy add, a great 
benefactor to him, for I have learned that he gave him Hatherley Farm rent free " 
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"Indeed! TTiat is interesting,” said Holmes. 

“Oh, y«| In a hundred other ways he has helped him Everybody about here 
spiaks of his kindness to him.” 

“Reallyl Does .t not strike you as a little singular that this McCarthy, who 
^peats to have had little of his own, and to have been under such obligabons to 

umer, should still talk of marrying his son to Turner’s daughter^ who is, pre- 
sumably, heiress to the estate, and that in such a very cocksure manner, as if it 
were merely a case of a proposal and all else would follow? It is the mor. strange, 
since we know that Turner himself was averse to the idea Tlie daughter told us 
as much. Do you not deduce something from that?” 

"We have got to the deductions and the inferences/’ said Lestrade, winking 
at me I find it hard enough to tackle facts. Holmes, without flying avsay after 
theories and fancies.” 

You are right, said Holmes demurely, “you do find it very hard to tackle the 
facts. ’ 

“Anyhow, I have grasped one fact which >ou seem to find it difficult to get 
hold of,” replied Lestrade with some warmth 

“And that is — ” 

TTiat McCarthy senior met his death from McCarthy junior and that all theo- 
nes to the contrary are the merest moonshine ” 

Well, moonshine is a brighter thing than fog/ said Iiolnies, laughing. “But I 
am very much mistaken if this is not Hadicrley Farm upon the left ” 

Yes, that is it” It wjs a widespread, comfortable-looking building, two-stoned, 
slate-roofed, with great yellow blotches of hcher upon the giay walls. The drawn 
blinds and the smokeless chimneys, Imwever, gave it a stnclen look, as though 
the weight of this horror still lay hcav> upon it. Wc called at the door, when the 
maid, at Holmes's request, showed us the boots which her master wore at the time 
of his death, and also a pair of the son s, though not the pair which he had then 
had Having measured these very caiefullj from seven oi eight different points, 
Holmes desired to be led tc *he c »urt-yaid, from which wc all followed the winding 
track which led to Boscombe Po >1 

Sherlock Holmes was transformed when he wav hot upon such a scent as this. 
Men who had only known the quiet 'linker and logician of Baker Street would 
have failed to recognize him. His face pushed and darkened His brows were drawn 
into two hard black lines, while his eyes shone out from bmeatb them vvtth a 
steely glitter. His face was bent downward, his shoulders bowel, his bps com- 
pressed, and the veins stood out like whipcoid in his long, sinewy neck His nostrils 
seemed to dilate with a pur<lv animal lust for the cnase, and his mmd was so 
absolutely concentrated upon the matter before him that a qutbtion or remark 
fell unheeded upon his ears, or, at t*. 'ost, only provoked a quick, impatient 
snarl m reply Swiftly and silently he made his way along the trark which ran 
through the meadows, and so b> wav of the woods to the boscombe Pool It was 
damp, marshy ground, as is all that district, and there were marks of many feet, 
both upon the path and amid the shjrt grass which bounded it on either side 
Sometimes Holmes wool * nurry on, sometimes stop dt id, and onct he made quite 
a little detour into the meadow Lestrade and I walked behind him, the detective 
indifferent and contemptuous, while I watched my friend with the interest which 
sprang from the conviction that every one of his actions was directed towards a 
definite end 
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The Boscombe Pool, which is a little reed-girt sheet of water some fifty yards 
across, is situated at the boundary between the Hatherley Farm and the private 
park of the wealthy Mr. Turner. Above the woods which lined it upon the farther 
side we could see the red, jutting pinnacles which marked the site of the rich land- 
owner's dwelling. On the Hatherley side of the pool the woods grew very thick, 
and there was a narrow belt of sodden grass twenty paces across between the edge 
of the trees and the reeds which lined the lake. Lestrade showed us the exact spot 
at which the body had been found, and, indeed, so moist was the ground, that 
I could plainly see the traces which had been left by the fall of the stricken man. 
To Holmes, as I could see by his eager face and peering eyes, very many other 
things were to be read upon the trampled grass. He ran round, like a dog who is 
picking up a scent, and then turned upon my companion. 

“What did you go into the pool for?” he asked. 

“1 fished about with a rake. I thought there might be some weapon or other 
tiace. But how on earth — ” 

“Oh, tut, tutl I have no timel That left foot of yours with its inward t^^'ist is all 
over the place. A mole could trace it, and there it vanishes among the reeds. Oh, 
how simple it would al! have been had I been here before they came like a herd of 
buffalo and wallowed all over it. Here is where the party with the lodge-keeper 
came, and they have covered all tracks for six or eight feet round the body. But 
here arc three separate tracks of the same feet." He drew out a lens and lay down 
upon his waterproof to have a better view, talking all the time rather to himself 
than to us. “These are young McCarthy's feet. Twice he was walking, and once he 
ran swiftly, so that the soles are deeply marked and the heels hardly visible. Tliat 
bears out his story. He ran when he saw his father on the ground. Then here are 
the father's feet as he paced up and down. What is this, then? It is the butt-end of 
the gun as the son stood listening And this? Ha, hal What have we here? Tiptoes! 
tiptoes! Square, too, quite unusual boots! They come, they go, they come again- 
of course that was for the cloak. Now where did they come from?" He ran up and 
down, sometimes losing, sometimes finding the track until we were well within the 
edge of the wood and under the shadow of a great beech, the largest tree in the 
neighbourhood. Holmes traced his way to the farther side of this and lay down 
once more upon his face with a little cry of satisfaction. Foi a long time he re- 
mained there, turning over the leaves and dried sticks, gathering up what seemed 
to me to be dust into an envelope and examining with his lens not only the ground 
but even the bark of the tree as far as he could reach. A jagged stone was lying 
among the moss, and this also he carefully examined and retained. Then he fol- 
lowed a pathway through the wood until he came to the highroad, where all traces 
were lost, 

“It has been a case of considerable interest," he remarked, returning to his nat- 
ural manner. “I fancy that this gray house on the right must be the lodge I think 
that I will go in and have a word with Moran, and perhaps write a little note. 
Having done that, we may drive back to our luncheon. You may walk to the 
cab, and I shall be with you presently." 

It was about ten minutes before we regained our cab and drove back into Ross, 
Holmes still carrying with him the stone which he had picked up in the wood. 

"TTiis may interest you, Lestrade,” he remarked, holding it out. “The murder was 
done with it.” 

“I see J^o marks.” 



‘There arc none/' 

‘'How do you know, then?" 

The grass was growing under it. It had only lam there a few days. There was 
no sign of a place whence it had been taken. It conesponds with the iojunes. 
There is no sign of any other weapon/' 

“And the murderer?” 

“Is a tall man, left-handed, limps with the right leg, wears thick-soled shooting- 
boots and a gray cloak, smokes Indian cigars, uses a cigar-holder, and Cirrics a 
blunt pen-knife in his pocket There arc several other indicabons, but these may 
be enough to aid us m oui search.” 

Lestrade laughed “I am afraid that I am still a sceptic,” he said “Theones arc 
all very w^ll, but we have to deal with a hard-headed British )ury ” 

“i\ous verrons,” answered Holmes ca!ml> "You work your own method, and I 
ihall work mine I shall be busy this afternoon, and shall probably return to London 
by the evening train.” 

“And leave your case unfinished?” 

“No, finished ” 

“But the mvsterv?" 

“It IS solved ” 

“Who was the criminal, then?” 

“The gentleman I describe ” 

“But who IS he?” 

“Surely it would not be difficult to find out Tins is not such a populous ncigh- 
boiirhoc*d ” 

Lestrade shrugged his shoulders “I am a practical man,” he said, “and I really 
cannot undertake to go about the country looking for a left-handed gentleman 
with a game-leg. I should become the laughmg-stock of Scotland Yard ” 

“All right,” said Holmes quietlv “I have given you the chance Here arc your 
lodgings Good b>e I shall diop vou a line belore I leave ” 

Hcn'ing left Lestrade at hr rooms, we drove lo our hotel, where we found lunch 
upon the table Holmes was silent and buried in thought with a pained expression 
upon his face, as one who finds himself in a perplexing position 

“1 ook here, Watson,” he said when the cloth was cleared, “)ust sit down in 
this chan and let me preach to you for <i little I don't know quite what to do, and 
I should value your advice. Light a cigar and let me expound ” 

“Pray do so.” 

'Well, now, m considering this case tbcic are two points about young Mc- 
Carthy's nanative which stiuck us both instantls although they impressed me m 
his favour and you against him One was the fan that his father should, accoidmp 
to his account, cry ‘Cooeel' before see*. him The other was his singular dying 
reference to a rat He mumbled several words, you understand, but that was all 
that caught the son's ear. Now from this double point our research must com- 
mence, and w^e will begin it by presuming that what the lad says is absolutely true.” 
“What of this ‘Cooeer then?” 

“W'ell, obviously it coulu not have been meant for the son ITie son, as far as 
he knew, was m Bristol It was mere chance that he was within earshot. The 
‘Cooee’’ was meant to attract the attention of whoever it was that he had the ap- 
pointment With But ‘Cooce is a distinctly Austiaiian cry, and one which is used 
between Australians. There is a strong presumption that the person whom Me- 



C«rthy expected to meet him at Boscombe Pool was someone who had been in 
Austialia.’* 

“What of the rat, tfien?* 

Shetlock Holmes took a folded paper from his pocket and flattened it out on 
the table. 'This is a map of the Colony of Victoria,” he said. "1 wired to Bristol for 
it last night." He put his hand over part of the map. "What do you read?” 

-ARAT ” I read. 

"And now?" He raised his hand. 

"BALLARAT." 

"Quite so. That was the word the man uttered, and of which his son only 
caught the last two syllables. He was trying to utter the name of his murdeiei. 
So and so, of Ballarat.” 

"It is wonderfull" I exclaimed. 

"It is obvious. And now, you see, I had narrowed the field down considerably. 
The possession of a gray .garment was a third point which, granting the son’s state- 
ment to be conect, was a certainty We have come now out of mere vagueness to 
the definite conception of an Australian from Ballarat with a gray cloak.” 

“Certainly." 

“And one who was at home in the district, for the pool can only be approached 
by the farm or by the estate, where strangers could hardly wander.” 

“^uitc so.” 

"Then comes our expedition of to-day. By an examination of the ground 1 gained 
the trifling details which 1 gave to that imbecile Lestrade, as to the personality 
of the criminal.” 

"But how did you gain them?” 

"You know my method. It is founded upon the observation of trifles.” 

"His height I know that you might roughly judge from the length of his stride. 
His boots, too, might be told from their traces ” 

"Yes, they were peculiar boots." 

"But his lameness?” 

"The impression of bis right foot was always less distinct than his left. He put 
less weight upon it. Why? Because he limped— he was lame.” 

"But his 1^-handedness.” 

"You were yourself struck by the nature of the injury as recorded by the surgeon 
at the inquest. I'he blow was struck from immediately behind, and yet was upon 
the left side. Now, how can that be unless it were by a left-handed man? He had 
stood behind that tree during the interview between the father and son. He had 
even smoked there. I found the ash of a cigar, which my special knowledge of 
tobacco ashes enables me to pronounce as an Indian cigar. I have, as you know, 
devoted some attention to this, and written a litde monograph on the ashes of 
140 different varieties of pipe, cigar, and cigarette tobacco. Having found the ash, 
I then looked round and discovered the stump among the moss where be hqd tossed 
it It was an Indian cigar, of the variety which are tolled in Rotterdam." 

"And the cigar-holder?” 

"I could see that the end had not been in his month. Therefore he used a 
bolder. The tip bad been cut off,' not bitten off, but the cut was not a clean one, 
so I deduced a blunt pen-knife." 

"Hdmes,” I said, "^u have drawn a net round ffris man from which he cannot 
eacape, a^ you have saved an irmocent human life as truly as if you had cut the 
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cord which was hanging him I sec the direction m which all this pomts The 
culpiit IS — ” 

Mr John Turner, cried the hotel waiter, opening the door of our sitting-room 
and ushering in a visitor 

The man who enteied was a strange and impressive figure His slow, limping 
step and bowed shoulders ga\e the appearance of decrepitude, and yet his hard, 
deep-hned, cragg> leaturcs. and his enormous limbs showed that he was possessed 
ot unusual strength of bodv and of charactei His tangled beard, grizzled i iir, and 
outstanding, drooping eyebrows combined to give an air of dignity and powei to 
his cippearaace, but his face was of an ashen white, while his lips and the coiners 
of h^s nostrils were tinged with a shade ot blue It was clea'^ to me at a glance 
that he was in the grip of some deadly and chronic disease 

‘Tray sit down on the sofa/’ said Holmes gcntlv *‘You had my note?*’ 

“Yes, tlie lodge keeper brought it up You said that vou wished to see me here 
tt avoid scandal ’ 

“! thought people would talk A i went to the Hcdl” 

“And wh> did you wish to sse m*’” He looked across at m\ M^panion with 
despair m his weary eyes, as tliough his question was alrca 1> answered 

‘Yes,” said Holmes, answering the loo*«c rather than the v\o»ds “It is so 1 know 
all about McCarthy 

Tlie old man saih< hjs fjce m b,s hards “Coo help me’*' ht rned “Fiut I would 
nut hi\t let the \ ‘img nun come to haim 1 give vou m) woid t*iat I would have 
^’poke^ eut it jt nim at tlu Assizes 

i am glad to h^ar \ m sav so, Sdid Holmes gravely 

T would have spoken now iiad it been for mv deir gir* It would break her 
htait— It will t)rtak htr heart when she hears that I am arrested ’ 
it not conu to th a, said Hotiius 

“W hat? 

‘T am no of&cut agent I understand that it was your daughter who leqmred 
mv p C'^tnee here md I am tin^ m her inteics^'s Young McCarthy niu^t be got 
oh however “ 

*1 i\n a dsing man,' said old Tunier “1 hj\t h?d diabetes foi yeais M) doctoi 
savs it IS a question wlitthci I :>hall live month Yet 1 would lathci die under my 
ow^ root than in a lail 

Holmes rose and sat drwn at the table with his pen m las hand and a be idle of 
papor before him “Jdst tell us th<f^ truth,” he sa^d *T shall jot down the facts You 
will sign it, and Watson heie cm witness it Then I could produce your confession 
at tnc last extremity to save veung McC aithy i promise you that I shall not use it 
unless it IS ab;>olutely needed 

“It's as well ” said the old man, “il . question whethei I shall live to the 
Assizes, so it matters little to me, but I should wish to spare Alice the shock And 
now I will make the thing clear to you, it has been a long time in the acting, but 
will not take me long to tell 

“You didn't know this dead man, McCarthy. He was a devil incarnate. I tell 
you that. God keep you ou^ J the clutches of such a man as he. His gnp has been 
upon me these twenty years, and he has blasted my life. ITl tell you fint how I came 
to be m his power. 

“It was in the early '6o*s at the diggings. I was a young chap then, hot-blooded 
and reckless, ready to turn my hand at anything; I got among bad companions, took 



to dnnk, had no luck with my claim, took to the bush, and in a word became 
what you would call over here a highway robber. There were six of us, and we had a 
wild, free life of it, sticking np a station from time to time, or stopping the wagons 
on the road to the diggings. Black jack uf Ballarat was the name I went under, and 
our party is still remembered in the colony as the Ballaiat Gang. 

"One day a gold convoy came down from Ballarat to Melbourne, and we lay in 
wait for it and attacked it. There weie six troopers and six of us, so it was a close 
thing, but we emptied four of their saddles at the first volley Three of our boys 
w^ere killed, however, before we got the swag 1 put my pistol to the head of the 
wagon-dnver, who was this very man McCarthy 1 wish to the Lt)rd that I had 
shot him then, but 1 spared him. though I saw he wicked little eyes fixed on my 
face, as though to remember every feature. We got away with the gold, became 
wealthy men, and made our way over to England without being suspected. There 
1 parted fioni my old pals and determined to settle down to a quiet and respectable 
life 1 bought this estate, which chanced to be m the market, and I set myself to do a 
little g(H)d with m\ money, to make up for the way in which 1 had earned it 1 
man led, too, and though iny wife died young she left me my dear little Alice 
Eum when she was )ust a baby her wee hand seemed to lead me dowm the right 
path as nothing else had evei done In a vi'ord, I tiinied over a new leaf and did 
my best to make up foi the past All w.is gcung will when McCarthy laid his gnp 
upon ni<‘ 

"I had gone up to town about an investment, and I met him in Regent Street 
with haullv a coat to his back ot a boot to Ins foot 

"'Heie w'c are. jack,' savs he, touching me on the arm, *wt'll be as good as a 
tainilv to you llieie's two of us, me and inv son, and you can have the keeping of 
us It von don I - it's a fine, law-abiding countiv \u England, and there’s always a 
p<dicemari wothm hail ' 

"Well, down they came to the west country, there was no shaking them ofi, 
and theie they have lived lent iree on my best land ever since. Tliere was no rest 
for me, no peace, no forgetfulness tinii where I would, there was his cunning, 
gunning fact at my elbow. It grew worse as Alice grew' up, for he soon saw I was 
more afrrod ot her knowing my past than of the police. Whatever he wanted he 
must have, and whatever it was 1 gave him without question, land, money, houses, 
until at last he asked a thing which 1 could not give. He asked for Alice 

"His son, you see, had grown up, and so had iny girl, and as I was known to be 
111 weak health, it seemed a fine stroke to him that his lad should step into the 
whole property But there I was fiim I would not have his cursed stock mixed 
with mine, not that I had any dislike to the lad, but his blood was in him, and 
that was enough I stood firm, McCarthy threatened I braved him to do his worst. 
We wvie to meet at the pool midway between our houses to talk it over. 

"When I went down there I found him talking with his son, so I smoked a cigar 
and waited behind a tree until he should be alone. But as I listened to his talk 
all that was black and bitter m me seemed to come uppermost. He was urging his 
son to marry my daughter with as little regard for w'hat she might think as if she 
were a slut from off the stieets. It drove me mad to think that I and all that I held 
most dear should be in the power of such a man as this. Could I not snap the 
bond^ 1 w'as already a dying and a desperate man. Though clear of mind and fairly 
Strong of limb, 1 knew that my own fate was sealed. But my memory and my girl! 
Both qpild be saved if I could but silence that foul tongue. 1 did it, Mr. Holmes. 
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I would do It again. Deeply as 1 have sinned, 1 have led a life of maitvTdom to 
atone foi it. But that my girl should be entangled in the same meshes which 
held me was moic than I could suffer. I struck him down with no more compunc- 
tion than if he had been some foul and venomous beast. His cry brought back his 
son; but I had gained the cover of the wood, though 1 w'as forced to go back to fetch 
the cloak which 1 had dropped in my flight. That is the true story, gentlemen, of 
all that occuried 

Well, it is not for me to judge you,” said Holmes as the old man signed the 
statement which had been drawn out. pi ay that we may never be exposed to 
such a temptation.” 

"'1 pray not, sir. And what do you intend to do^” 

In view of your health, nothing. You are yourself aware that you will soon have 
to answer for your deed at a higher court than the Assizes 1 will keep your con 
fession, and if McCarthy is condemned I shall be forced to use it. It not, it shall 
ne\er be seen by mortal eye; and your secret, whethei you be alive or dead, shall 
be safe x'lth us ” 

‘T.arewell, then,” said the old man solemnly “Your own deathbeds, when they 
come, will be the eas*er for the thought of the peace winch y^n hw given to 
mine ” Tottering and shaking in all his giant fiaine, he stumbled .slowK from the 
room 

'Ood help us!” said Holmes after a long silence, di^es fate play such 

tricks with pool, helpless worms? 1 nc^'er mar of such a case as this that 1 do not 
think of Baxter\ words, and say, ‘Theie, but for the grace of God. goes Sherlock 
Holmes ' ” 

fames McCarthy was acquitted at the Assizes on the strength of a nunibci ot 
ob)tctions which had been drawn out by Holmes and submitted to the defending 
(ounsrl Old Tniricr lived for seven months after our interview but he is now 
oeau. and tlicre every prospect that the son and daughter may come to live 
happilv together ir» ignorance of the black cloud which rests upon then past 


FIVE ORANGP: PIPS 

W'rln I glance over my notes and recoids c^f the Sherlock Hf)!n»es case^ between 
the years '82 and ’90, 1 am faced by so many which present strange and interesting 
features that it is no easy matter to know which to chcx)se and which to leave. Some, 
however, have already gamed publicity through the papers, and others have not 
offered a field for those peculiar qualities which my fnend possessed in so high a 
degree, and which it is the object of these papen to illustrate. Some, too, have 
baffled his analytical skill, and would be, as narratives, beginnings without an 
ending, while others have been but partially cleared up, and have their explana- 
tions founded rather upon conjecture and surmise than on that absolute logical 
proof which was so dear to him. There is, however, one of these last which was so 
remarkable in its details and so startling in its results that I am tempted to give 
some account of it in spite of the fact that there arc points in connection with it 
which never have been, and probably never will be. entirely cleared up. 
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The year '87 furnished us with a long series of cases of greater or less interest^ of 
which I retain the records. Among my headings under this one twelve months I 
find an account of the adventure of the Paradol Chamber, of the Amateur 
Mendicant Society, who held a luxurious club in the lower vault of a furniture 
warehouse, of the facts connected with the loss of the British bark Sophy Anderson^ 
of the singular adventures of the Grice Patersons in the island of USa, and finally 
of the Camberwell poisoning case. In the latter, as may be remembered, Sherlock 
Holmes was able, by winding up the dead man's watch, to prove that it had been 
wound up two hours before, and that therefore the deceased had gone to bed 
within that time— a deduction which was of the greatest importance in clearing up 
the case. All these 1 may sketch out at some future date, but none of them present 
such singular features as the strange train of circumstances which I have now taken 
up my pen to describe. 

It was in the latter days of September, and the equinoctial gales had set in with 
exceptional violence. All day the wind had screamed and the rain had beaten 
against the windows, so that even here in the heart of great, hand-made London 
we were forced to raise our minds for the instant from the routine of life, and to 
recognize the presence of those great elemental forces which shriek at mankind 
through the bars of his civilization, like untamed beasts in a cage. As evening 
drew in, the storm grew higher and louder, and the wind cried and sobbed like a 
child in the chimney. Sherlock Holmes sat moodily at one side of the fireplace 
cross-indexing his records of crime, while 1 at the other was deep in one of Clark 
Russell's fine sca-stones until the howl of the gale from without seemed to blend 
with the text, and the splash of the ram to lengthen out into the long swash of 
the sea waves. My wife was on a visit to her mother's, and for a few days I was a 
dweller once more in my old quarters at Baker Street. 

“Why,” said 1 , glancing up at my companion, “that was surely the bell. V^Tio 
could come to-night? Some friend of yours, perhaps?” 

“Except yourself I have none,” he answered. “I do not encourage visitors.” 

” “A client, them?” 

“if so, it is a serious case. Nothing less would bring a man out on such a day 
and at suCh an hour. But I take it that it 25 more likely to be some crony of the 
landlady's.” 

Sherlock Holmes was wrong in his conjecture, however, for there came a step in 
the passage and a tapping at the door. He stretched out his long arm to turn the 
lamp away from himself and towards the vacant chair upon which a newcomer 
must sit. “Come in!” said he. 

The man who entered was young, some two and-twenty at the outside, well- 
groomed and trimly clad, with something of refinement and delicacy in his bearing. 
The streaming umbrella which he held in his hand, and his long shining water- 
proof told of the fierce weather through which he had come. He looked about him 
anxiously in the glare of the lamp, and I could see that his face was pale and his 
eyes heavy, like those of a man who is weighed down with some great anxiety. 

“I owe you an apologv,” he said, raising his golden pince-nez to his eyes. “I trust 
that I am not intruding, I fear that I have brought some traces of the storm and 
rain into your snug chamber.” 

“Give me your coat and umbrella,” said Holmes. “They may rest here on the 
hook and will be dry presently. You have come up from the south-west, I see.” 

“Yes, from Horsham.” 
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rlav a^ul chalk laixfuie which I s<*c apoii youi f<*c s i> dl^tln< ' 
'"I iij\t cor^ fc»i jih ut " 

“'Iliat IS pnt 
"And help/ 

"n<at nol a^wa\v m ras) 

h.\( liearo ynw, \U Huirnfs I ht^ird i'-om Mana IVndeff^aM huw yoa 
s^vt'd hi n Hi ihc '? nkcivdlc Clab scardcl 

‘ Ah ot couisc He wtoii^fiilly ace»isc/ ot at cards ' 

"He said that vr \ cauki s *hc anything' 

"He said too much " 

"I’fut you arc ne^er beaKu " 

"I base been beaten foui thr^'c tinies *‘v ntn, aiici by a woman ’’ 

"But what IS that compa ed W:lh '\k nrmocr Kjf y ji successes"’ 

"It IS tine that I havo bctrn ij "uc? ? ;iul 
"'rhen >ou may be si.‘ \sit^' in< 

"] bc;g that ’ou wdl v.^ui tan c; n. Inc ^le and U^onr mt with some de- 
tails as Ic \£nu { asc 
"it IS no ordinary one 

'None of tliosf whicli c ‘ui*- to im aie ^ am the last appeal 

"Arv i V t I questn ic sir w lictkei m ad your ^ou have ever lislened 

t( a in^'ii nvs’‘cnous ami lae^rljCdt*^ chai)r> of tverbs then ^uosc which have 
happened -i ny own family'’ 

"You h^' me mtere " ” sa'o H. Inici "Pray y’vc ii< th ‘ssent,ai facts from 
the c, a men.cmcpt, aiid I CdU d't^iwards question you as to those details which 
seem {< me tc- br iipp^ntant '* 

Tne young rnau pulled ins clnur up and puslr^d his wet feet out towards the 
bHzc 

"Mv na:iie/ slid he, ’ is John Dpeushav', Lu* mv ovyn affairs have* as far as I can 
uitd-"staiick h\i\r tc do wiU' th?'- iwfoi bu^aess It is a hcierhlary matter, so in 
tid<i LO |t;.ve voi) all ij'^i of tjiC ff.cb, 1 iiiust go back tu the commencement of the 
aiiair. 

"Vor r\ust I now my g^randfa* i had two sons-mv uncle Elias and my 
latiKi ^os; jf , My fatuei h.iid a unall ia tory ii Coventry, wdacn he cnldrged at the 
hme of the indention of bicydmg. He was a patentee of the Openshaw unbreak- 
able tire, and his business n^ct v^dth smh success that ht w^a'* able K sdl it and to 
lebre upon a hand‘ume competence. 

"My uncle Elias enngraleo to Amenc«. when he was i young man and became 
a piaiirer in Florida, wher<., he was reported to have done very' we)l, At the bine 
of the war he fought in /aokson’s army, a d afterwards under Hood, wbeie he rose 
to be a colonel. When Lee laid down his anns my uncle returned to his plantation, 
where he remained for three or four years. About 1869 01 3870 he came back to 
Europe and took a small estate in Sussex, near Horsham. He had made a very 
considerable fortune in the States, and his reason for leaving them was his aversion 
to the negroes, and his dishk^.: of the Republican policy n extending the franchise 
to them He was a singular man, fierce and quick-tempered, very foul-mouthed 
when he was angry, and of a most rebring disposition. During all the years that 
he lived at Horsham. I doubt if ever he set foot in the town. He had a garden 
and two or three fields round his house, and there he would take his exercise, 
though very often for weeks on end he would never leave his room. He drank a 



great deal of brandy and smoked very heavily, but he would see no society and 
did not want any friends, not even his own brother 
"'He didn't mind me, in fact, he took a fancy to me, for at the time when he saw 
me first I was a youngster of twelve or so This would be in the year 1878, after he 
had been eight or nine years in England He begged my father to let me live with 
him, and he was very kind to me in his way When he was sober he used to be 
fond of playing backgammon and draughts with me, and he would make me his 
representative both with the servants and wath the tradespeople, so that by the 
time that I was sixteen I was quite master of the house I kept all the keys and 
could go where I liked and do what I liked, so long as I did not disturb him in 
his privacy 'Fhere was one singular exception, however, for he had a single room, 
a lumber-room up among the attics, which was invanably locked, and which he 
would never permit either me or anyone else to enter. With a boy's curiosity I 
have peeped through the keyhole, but I was never able to see more than such a 
collection of old trunks and bundles as v ould be expected in such a room 

day-it was in March, 1883- a letter with a foreign stamp lav upon the 
table m front of the colonel’s plate It was not a common thing U i him to le 
ceive letters, for his bills were all paid in ready monc\, and he hai^ no fjends of 
any sort ‘From Indial’ said he as he took it up, IVmdicheiry postmark Wl.at cau 
this be?' Opening it hurried!' out there jumped five little dned oriiigt ]**ps which 
pattered down upon his plate I began to laugh at this, but the ^ugr w^s ^truck 
from my bps at the ^ight of his face His Lp had fallen, pr >trjdmg 

his skin the colour of puttv, ana he glared it the nvelop^ shich ht held in 
his trembling hand K K K !* he soncke^h and th<.T\ '\h i )d, my God, my sms 
have overtaken me!' 

'' 'What IS it, uncle?’ 1 cried 

** 'Death/ said he and rising from rlie Hh]( h* ictm ^ ! s (Of m lea\'ng 

me palpitatmg With hortoi I took up the envelope and saw scrawled in rec^ mk 
upon the inner Sap, just abosc the gum. the letter K thiec bmeN repeated There 
was nothing else sa\e the h\c dne^^ pips Whit ccuIJ b'' the :< isjn oi hi uver 
powering terror^ I left the breakfast table, and a> I -•scfodtd the ^tair I met him 
coming down v ith an old aistv key, which muit ‘i" m' mgi d the atri. in one 
hand, and a small biass box, like a <.ashbux, in the 

*"'Ttiey may do what they like, but Til checkin Ihcin still/ said he with an 
oath Tell Mary that I shall want a fin in iny n om to-dav and send down to 
Fordham, the Ilorshain hwvcr ' 

*‘1 did as he (''dertd and when the lawsci arrivtd I was a>ked to step up to the 
room The fire was biiming brightly, and m the grate there was a mass of tla^k, 
fluffy ashes, as of burned paper, while the brass box Aood open and empty beside 
it As I glanced at the box I noticed, with a start, that upon the hd was printed 
the treble K which I had read m the morning upon the envtlcjpe 
"" T wish you, John,' said my uncle, To witness my will I leave my estate, with 
all its advantages and all its disadvantages, to my brother, your father, whence it 
will, no doubt, descend to you If you can enjoy it in peace, well and good! If vou 
find you cannot, take my advice, my bov, and leave it to vour deadliest enemy 1 
am sorry to give you such a two-edged thing, but I can't say what turn things are 
going to take Kindly sign the paper where Mr Fordham shows you ' 

''I signed the paper as directed, and the lawyer took it away with him The 
singi^r incident made, as you may think, the cleepest impression upon me, and 
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I pondered over it and turned it every way in my mind without being able to make 
anything of it. Yet I could not shake off the vague feeling of dread which it left 
behind, though the sensation grew less keen as the weeks passed, and nothing hap- 
pened to disturb the usual routine of our lives. I could see a change in my uncle, 
however. He drank more than ever, and he was less inclined tor any sort of society. 
Most of his time he would spend in his room, with the door locked upon the in- 
side, but sometimes he would emerge m a sort of drunken frenzy and would burst 
out of the house and tear about the garden with a revolver in his hand, $crf':aiiung 
out that he was afraid of no man, and that he was not to be cooped up, like a sheep 
in a pen, by man or devil. When these hot fits were over, however, he would rush 
tumultuously in at the door and lock and bar it behind him, like a man who can 
brazen it out no longer against the tcnoi which lies at the roots of his soul. At such 
times I have seen his face, even on a cold day, glisten with moisture, as though it 
/ere new raised from a basin. 

“Well, to come to an end of the matter, Mr. Holmes, and not to abuse your 
patience, there came a night when he made one of those drunken sallies from 
which he never came back. We tound him, when we went to search for him, face 
downward in a little green-scummed ptx)l, which lay at the foot of the garden. 
There was no sign of any violence, and the water was but two feet deep, so that 
the jury, having regard to his known eccentncity, brought m a verdict of 'suicide.^ 
But I, who knew how he winced from the very thought of death, had much ado to 
persuade myself that he had gone out of his way to meet it. Th^ matter passed, 
however, and rny father entered into possession of the estate, and of some £14,000, 
which lav to his credit at the bank.*' 

‘'One moment,” Holmes interposed, ‘vour statement is, I foresee, one of the 
most remarkable to which I have ever listened. Let me have the date of the re- 
reption bv vour uncle of the letter, and the date of his supposed suicide," 

“The letter arrived on March 10, 1883 His death was seven weeks later, unon 
the night ot May ad.” 

'Thank you. Pray proceed ” 

“When my father took over the Horsham property, he, at ray request, made a 
careful examination c*f the attic, which had been always locked up. We found the 
brass box there, although its contents I -d been destroyed. On the inside of the 
covei was a paper label, with the initials of K, K. K. >^epeated upm it, and ‘Letters, 
memoranda, rec'eipts, and a register* wntten beneath. These, wc presume, 
indicated the nature of the papers which had been destroyed by Colonel Open- 
.shaw. For the rest, there was nothing of much importance in the attic save a 
great many scattered papers and note-books bearing upon my uncle's htc in 
America. Some of them were of the war time and showed that he had done his 
duty well and had borne the repute ot brave soldier. Others were of a date 
during the reconstruction of the Southern states, and were mostly concerned with 
politics, for he had evidently taken a strong part m opposing the carpet-bag poli- 
ticians who had been sent down from the North. 

“Well, il was the beginning of '84 when my father came to live at Horsham, and 
ail went as well as possible vvith us until the January of ' 8 ^. On the fourth day after 
the new year I heard my father give a sharp cry of surprise as wc sat together at 
the breakfast-table. There he was, sitting with a newly opened envelope in one 
hand and five dried orange pips m the outstretched palm of the other one. He 
had always laughed at what he called my cock-and-bull story about the colonel, but 
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he looked very scared and puzzled now that the same thing had come upon himself 
“ ‘Why, what on earth does this mean, John?* he stammered. 

"My heart had turned to lead *It is K K. K said I 

"He looked inside the envelope 'So it is/ he cned. 'Here are the \en letters 
But what IS this written above them?* 

"Tut the papen on the sundial/ I read, peeping o\er ins shoulder 
“ ‘What papers? What sundial?* he asked 

" ‘The sundial in the garden Theie is no other/ said I, but the papers must be 
those that are destroyed * 

"Toohr said he, gripping hard at his courage ‘We are in a civulized land he^*, 
and wc can*t have tomfoolery of this kind Wl<ett does the ^hing come tiom’* 
"‘From Dundee/ I answered, glancing at the jOstma‘k 
"‘Some preposterous practical |okc/ Mid he ‘What have » u ^ un hil 
and papers? I shall take no nutxc of iich nonstn^c ’ 

“‘I should certainly speak to the police/ \ sai<t 
"‘And be laughed at tor m\ pains Nothin*, ol tht ('rt * 

" ‘ITien let me do so?’ 

" ‘No, I forbid ^oii I won’t have «. hm nude nt >uch \i i 
it was in vain to argue wsth turn, for was ^ \t v r * i «♦ 

however, with a heart which wa"' full of forebodings^ 

‘On tne third day aftei the c. mn>g oi Aiy tit e ^ u O f to 

vuit an old friend ot his. Maioi who n r i ^ j 

upon Portsdown Hill i w -^s k'lad th it he ?iO t ^ Vi^ 

iaxthcr horn danger when he was aw-i'* rio o m i * hi\ \ (\ . ui 

Upou tne second day of his ib,enc< I uw lu. i*- ^ i i, .n, t or, 

me to come at once My Uther nrct Milei jue bit u' ei' wn lii 

abound in the neighbourhood, and wao »' ng ^^nAitss, a tO kv.II i 

hiinied to him, but he passed awas Wiiuoii* ha^lilg tv i unn on his < 
ne>^ He had U appear*) letuniuig <ion) th n* r h( twuign nj 
the countn vav unknown ♦ > him mo fht tnnkpil me rM jury nd t 
hesitation in brmgmg m a veiant of itMi m juiuimd auses ' ii uilU i 
i exainincci evei^ tai.t coimected w.ih his death, ) viui mnj :a tumii 
wAich could suggest the idea of rruide*- 1 litre we o n * a^os n» uiaciKc nr l^ot 
marks, no robbery, no lecoia of ^trangf’^ liacing smi upon tht r^ads \nd 

vet I need not tell >ou that my mind was far tiven ai ease, ino ihar 1 was veil 

nigh certain that some foul plot had been wu\cn round h 

in thii sinister was 1 cunt into ms mhentantt \ >u vmU ask me whs i J 
not dispose of it? I answer, because I was well vcmnictJ thcK oui b*Hibks vtc^c 
in some way dependent upon an incident in my uucie ^ life, and fhat the dauber 
would be as piessing in one house as m another 

‘it was in January, 85, that niy poor father met his end, and two sears and 
eight months have elapsed since then During that tune I have Intd happily at 
Horsham, and I had begun to hope that this curse had passed awas from the 
family, and that it had ended with the last gcnciation 1 had begun to Ukc comfort 
too soon, however, vesterday morning the blow fell in the very shape in which it 
had come upon my father/’ 

The young man took from his waistcoat a crumpled envelope, and turning to the 
table he shook out upon it five little dried orange pips 
*yiis IS the envelope/* he continued "The postmark is London— eastern di* 
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vision. Within are the very words which were upon my father's last message 
'K. K. K/; and then Tut the papers on the sundial/ " 

^What have you done?'' asked Holmes. 

"Nothing." 

‘Nothing?' 

"To tell the truth '—he sank his face into his thin, white hands— "I have felt help- 
less I have ftlt like one of those poor rabbits when the snake is writhing towards 
it t seem to be in the grasp of some resistless, inexorable evil, which no foresight 
and no precautions can guard against/' 

'Tutl tut! ' cned Sherlock Holmw "You must act, man, or you are lost. Nothing 
but energy can save you. This is no time for despair.” 

"I have seen the police ” 

"But thev listened to my .story with a ^mile. 1 am convinced that the inspector 
has formed the opinion that the letters are all practical lokcs. and that the deaths 
of rriv relations weie reailv accidents, as the ;ury stated, and were not to be con- 
nect' d with the warnings.'' 

Ho*mcs shof'^k his rlcnched hnnds in the air Incredible imb^ilitvl” he ciied. 

"They have, nowever. allowed me a policeman, w'ho may remain in the house 
w’th me.” 

‘Has he come with you to-night?” 

}ii‘ or k iS were to sta\ m the house ” 

'•gam Holmes n\ed in the air 

HTiv did /ou ' wme to me/' he cried, “and, above all, why did you not come 
A jnee’'” 

I did ki ( > Ji was only h>-dav that J spoke to Maioi Prendeigast about mv 
troubles .ind vas aoMsecl by him to come to you.” 

IS really two davs since vou had the letter We should have acted betorc 
"^h'S >ou have no farther evidenre, I suppose, than that which you have placed 
‘'ctor*'* 1^-00 i^igrestive detail which might help us?” 

'""here is one ^hmg/* said fvihn Openshavv He rummaged in his coat pcKket, 
dra^Aing out a piote of dibcoloured, blue-tinted paper, he laid it out upon the 

*'] have some 'crnemDiance/' said be, '‘that on the day when my uncle 
hijTied riic papers 1 wbseived that the small, nnbunied margins which lay amid 
the a>hes weie ot this particular colour I found thi? single sheet upon the floor 
of Ins room, and I arn inclined to flunk that it may be one of the papers which 
UdS peihaps Suttered out from among the others, and in that way has escaped 
dcstrui.t!on Hevund the mention ot pips, I do not see that it helps us much. I 
thmk mv:,elf "hat it is a pige frean some pnvate diars'. The writing is undoubtedly 
ni\ uncic's ” 

Holmes moved the bmp, and we both bent over the sheet of paper, winch 
showed by its rigged edge that it had indeed been tom from a book. It was headed, 
“March, i 86 g,” and beneath were the following enigmatical notices 

4tl Hudson came Same old plitform 

7th. Set the pips on McCauley, Paramore, and John Swain, of St 
Augustine. 

gth. McCauley cleared, 
loth John Swam cleared. 

12th. Visited Paramore. All well. 



'Thank youl” said Holmes^ folding up the paper and returning it to out visitor. 
“And now you must on no account lose another instant. We cannot spare time even 
to discuss what you have told me. You must get home instantly and act.'' 

“What shall I do?" 

‘There is but one thing to do. It must be done at once. You must put this piece 
of paper which you have shown us into the brass box which you have described. 
You must also put in a note to say that all the other papers were burned by your 
uncle, and that this is the only one which remains. You must assert that in such 
words as will carry conviction with them. Having done this, you must at once put 
the box out upon the sundial, as directed. Do you understand?" 

“Entirely." 

“Do not think of revenge, or anything of the sort, at present. I think that w'e 
may gain that by means of the law; but we have our web to weave, while theirs is al- 
ready woven. The first consideration is to remove the pressing danger which threat- 
ens you. 'The second is to clear up the mystery and to punish the guilty parties." 

“I thank you," said the young man, rising and pulling on his overcoat. “You have 
given me fresh life and hope. I shall certainly do as you advise." 

“Do not lose an instant. And, above all, take care of younelf in the meanwhile, 
for I do not think that there can be a doubt that you are threatened by a very 
real and imminent danger. How do you go back?" 

“By train from Waterloo." 

“It is not yet nine. The streets will be crowded, so I trust that you may be in 
safety. And yet you cannot guard yourself too closely." 

“I am armed." 

“That is well. To-morrow I shall set to work upon your casc/‘ 

“I sliall sec you at Horsham, then?" 

“No, your secret lies in London. It is there that I shall seek it." 

“Then I shall call upon you in a day, or in two days, with news as to the box and 
the papers. 1 shall take your advice in every particular." He shook hands with us 
and took his leave. Outside the wind still screamed and the rain splashed and pat- 
tered against the windows. This strange, wild story seemed to have come to us from 
amid the mad elements— blown in upon us like a sheet of sea-weed in a gale— and 
now to have been reabsorbed by them once more. 

Sherlock Holmes sat for some time in silence, with his head sunk forward and 
his eyes bent upon the red glow of the fire. Then he lit his pipe, and leaning back 
in his chair he watched the blue smoke-rings as they chased each other up to the 
ceiling. 

“I think, Watson," he remarked at last, “that of a!! our cases we have had none 
more fantastic than this." 

“Save, perhaps, the Sign of Four." 

“Well, yes. Save, perhaps, that. And yet this John Openshaw seems to me to be 
walking amid even greater perils than did the Sholtos.” 

“But have you,” I asked, “formed any definite conception as to what these 
perils are?" 

There can be no question as to their nature," he answered. 

“Then what are they? Who is this K. K. K., and why does he pursue this un- 
happy family?" 

Sherlock Holmes closed his eyes and placed his elbows upon the aims of his 
chair, with his finger-tips together. The ideal reasoner," he remarked, “would, 
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when he had once been shown a single fact in all its bearings, deduce from it not 
only all the chain of events which led up to it but also all the results which would 
follow from it. As Cuvier could correctly describe a whole animal by the con- 
templation of a single bone, so the observer who has thoroughly understood one 
link in a senes of incidents should be able to accurately state all the other ones, 
both before and after. We have not yet grasped the results which the reason alone 
can attain to. Problems may be solved in the study which have baffled all those 
who have sought a solution by the aid of their senses. To carry the art, however, 
to its highest pitch, it is necessary that the leasoner should be able to utilize all the 
facts which have come to his knowledge; and this in itself implies, as you will 
readily see, a possession of all knowledge, which, even in these days of free educa- 
tion and encyclopaedias, is a somewhat rare accomplishment. It is not so impos- 
sible, however, that a man should possess all knowledge which is likely to be 
useful to him in his work, and this I have endeavouied in my case to do. If I 
remember rightly, you on one occasion, in the early days of our friendship, defined 
my limits in a very precise fashion.” 

I answered, laughing. “It was a singular document. Philosophy, astron- 
omy, and politics were marked at zero, I remember. Botany variable, geology pro- 
found as regards the mud-stains from any region withjn fifty miles of town, 
cheimstry eccentric, anatomy unsystematic, sensational literature and crime records 
unique, viohn-playcr, boxer, swordsman, lawyer, and self-poisoner by cocaine and 
tobacco. Those, I think, were the main points of my analysis.” 

Holmes grinned at the last item. “Well,” he said, “I say now, as I said then, 
that a man should keep his little brain-attic stocked with all the furniture that 
he is likely to use, and the rest he can put away in the lumber-room of his library, 
where he can get it if he w'ants it. Now, for such a case as the one which has been 
submitted to us to-mght, we need certainly to muster all our resources. Kindly 
hand me dow^n the letter K of the American Encyclopaedia which stands upon the 
shelf beside you. Thank you. Now let us consider the situation and see what may 
be deduced fiom it. In the first place, we may start with a strong presumption that 
Colonel Openshaw had some very strong reason for leaving America. Men at his 
time of life do not change all their habits and exchange willingly the chaiming 
climate of Florida for the lonely life of an English provincial town. His extreme 
love of solitude in England suggests the idea that he was in fear of someone or 
something, so we may assume as a working hypothesis that it was fear of someone 
or something which drove him from America. As to what it was he feared, we can 
only deduce that by considering the formidable letters which were received by him- 
self and his successors. Did you remark the postmarks of those letters?” 

“The first was from Pondicherry, the second from Dundee, and the third from 
London.” 

“From East London. What do you deduce from that?” 

“They are all seaports. That the writer was on board of a ship,” 

“Excellent. We have already a clue. There can be no doubt that the probability— 
the strong probability-is that the writer was on board of a ship. And now let us 
consider another point. In the case of Pondicherry, seven weeks elapsed between 
the threat and its fulfillment, in Dundee it was only some three or four days. Does 
that suggest anything?” 

“A greater distance to travel.” 

“But the letter had also a greater distance to come.” 
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“Then 1 do not see the point/' 

“There is at least a presumption that the vessel in which the man oi men are 
IS a sailing-ship. It looks as if they always sent their singula^* warning or token 
before them when starting upon their mission You see ho^ quickly the deed 
followed the sign when it came from Dundee. If thev had come from Pondicherry 
in a steamer they would have arrived almost as soon a 5 their lettei But, as a matter 
of fact, seven weeks elapsed 1 think that those se\'en weeVs represented the dif> 
fercnce between the maibboat which brought the letter and the sailing vessel 
which brought the writer." 

“It IS possible " 

“More than that It is probable. And nov^ you see the deadly urgency of this nipw 
case, and why I urged young Openshaw to caution The blow has always fallen 
at the end of the time which it would take the senders to trivel the distance But 
this one comes from London, and therefore we cannot count upon delay " 

“Good God!" I cried, “What can it mean, this relentless j^enecuhon^" 

“The papers which Openshaw cameu are obviously of vita^ importance to the 
person or penons in the sailmg-ship I think that it i> quite cl(**ar that there must 
be more than one of them A single man could not have caaied out two deaths 
in such a way as to deceive a corone’^'*^ iun' There must have b'*‘cn several w it and 
thev must have been men of lesource and detenrnnatfon 7 heir papers tr»rv mean 
to have, be the holder of them '\l)i it may In ‘hb vou se^ K K K ceast^ 
to be the initials of an ind*\ndual and becomes the nadge of socu t 

“But of what society?" 

“Have you never—" said '^herloiwk Holmes, ocndirig forwaid and i*v vi <<■ 

—“have you never heard of the Ku klux Klair 

“I never have " 

Holmes turned over the leaves of the book upon hi> knee "“Here it is/ said ne 
presently 

“Ku Klux Klan A name deincd from the fain itul resemhimet t« the 
sound prcxluccd bv cocking a nfle lluv ternllt secret sociery was formed 
by some ex-Confederate soldiers m the Southern states aft-^'r the C.ivil Wai 
and il rapidly formed local branches in different parts ol the country, notably 
III Tennessee, Louisiana, the Carolinas, Georgia, and Flonda Its p<iwer w^as 
used foj political purposes, principally for the terrorizing of the negro voters 
and the inurdenng and driving from the country of tho^e vbo ^ere op- 
posed to its views Its outrages wc^e usually preceded by a warning sent tc 
the marked man in some fantastic but generally recognized shape-a sprig 
of oak-leaves in some parts, melon seeds or orange pips m others On re- 
ceiving this the \ict 3 in might either openly abiuie his former ways, oi might 
fly from the country. If he braved the matter out, death would unfailingly 
come upon him, and usually in some strange and unforeseen manner So 
perfect was the organization of the society, and so systematic its methods, 
that there is hardlv a case upon record where any man succeeded in braving 
it with impunity, or in which any of its outrages were traced home to the 
perpetrators For some years the organizabon flourished in spite of the efforts 
of the United States government and of the better classes of the community 
m the South Eventually, in the year 1869 , the movement rather suddenly 
collapsed, although there have been sporadic outbreaks of the same sort since 
4hat date. 



"You will observe,” said Holmes, laying down the volume, “that the sudden 
breaking up of the society was coincident with the disappearance of Openshaw 
from America with their papers. It may well have been cause and effect It is no 
w'onder that he and his family have some of tlic more implacable spirits upon 
their tuck. You can understand that this register and diary may implicate some of 
the Erst men m the South, and that there may be manv who will not sleep easy 
at nfght until it is recovered/’ 

‘TTien the page we have seen — 

‘Is such as we might expect. It ran, if I lemtnibtr light, 'scat the pips t«^ A, B, 
and C - that is, sent the society’s warning to them Then theie aie successive 
entries that A and R cleared, or left ♦■he country, and finally that C was visited, 
with, 1 tear, a sinister result fur C. Well, I think, Doctor, that we may let some 
'iito this dark place, and I believe that the only chance young Openshaw has 
m meantiine is (o do wnat I have told him ‘ITicre is nothing more to be said 

(Lu Lv done lO-night. so hand me o\cr my violin and let us trv to forget for 
'la.f in fin»n the nasnable weather and the shll more miserable ways of our 

.t iiad cieaicd m tne moriiirig, and the sun w'as shmmg with a subaueo bright 
ne^s rnrough the dim i/esi which hangs ovei the great city, Sherlock Holmes was 
«ue.uj> at breakfast when 1 (ame down ** 

“Von will exei-se me toi n^t waiting lor sou said he, "I have, 1 roiesec. a 'rry 
bbs\ rlav before me iU looking into this case of )('ung Openshaw *s ” 

“\A'hat steps will you tak<y I asked 

‘'It will very much viepend upon me icsuits ot mv nrst im}uiiics 1 may have to 
po down to Horsham, after ail.’ 

"You will not go ttieic Erst? ’ 

“No. I shall commence w'lth tne (wfs Inst the bell and the maid will bong 
up your coffee. ' 

As I waited, i lifteo nnopencu ntw'papc'i from flu table and glanced my 
eye over it It rested upon a heidim h a chill to m> hear^. 

“Holmes/ 1 cned, aie ink/' 

saiQ f.e lavoif; ilown cup ‘1 haed as much How was it don*? 
He spoke ■'"aimiv but I rumd see that he was deepiy mover 

"JVIy eve caught the name of Openshaw, and the headi 'Tragedy Nc-rr Watc^ 
Iwo Bi*ogt ’ Here i‘ the account 

'Between nine and ten last night Pohee-t constable Cook, ot the I! 
Division, on duty near Waterloo Bridge, heard a cry for help and a splash 
in the water. The night, however, was extremely dark and stormy, so that, 
ill spite of the help of several passers-by, it was quite impossible to effect 
a rescue. The alarm, howevei, was given, and, by the aid of the water-police, 
the body was eventually lecovered. It proved to be that of a young gentleman 
whose name, as it appears from an envelope which was found in his pocket, 
was John Openshaw, and w'hosc residence is near Horsham It is conjectured 
that he may have been hurrying down to catch the last tram from Waterloo 
Station, and that m his haste and the extreme darkness he missed his path 
and walked over the edge of one of the small landing-places for river steam- 
boats, The body exhibited no traces of violenc-e, and there can be no doubt 
that the deceased had been the victim of an unfortunate accident, which 
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should have the effect of calling the attention of the authorities to the condi- 
tion of the riverside landing-stages ” 

We sat in silence for some minutes. Holmes moie depressed and shaken than I 
had ever seen him 

“That hurts rny pride, Watson/’ he said at last “It is a petty feeling, no doubt, 
but it hurts my pride It becomes a personal matter with me now, and, if God 
sends me health, I shall set my hand upon this gang That he should come to me 
for help, and that I should send him away to his death — T’ He sprang from his 
chair and paced about the room in uncontrollable agitation, with a flush upon his 
sallow cheeks and a nervous clasping and unclasping of his long thin hands 

‘'They must be cunning devils,” he exclaimed at last “How could they have 
decoyed him down there^ Ttie Embankment is not on the direct line to the sta- 
tion The bridge, no doubt, was too crowded, even on such a night, for their pur- 
pose Well, Watson, we shall see who will win in the long run 1 am going out now T’ 
“To tlie police? ' 

“No, I shall be my own police When I have spun the web thev may tale the 
flies, but not before ” 

All day 1 was engaeed in my professional work, and it wa:> late in the evening 
before I returned to Baker Street Sherlock Holmes had not come back yet It was 
nearly ten o’clock before he entered looking pale and worn He walked up to the 
sideboard, and tearing a piece from the loaf he devoured U voraciously washing 
it down with a long diaught of water 
“You are hungiy,’ 1 renuiked 

“Starving It had escaped my ineiuorv I hiv. hid nothing since breakfast 
“Nothing? ’ 

“Not a bite I had n i time to think of it 
“And how have you suecceded''’ 

“\\’en ’ 

“You have a cUu?' 

“I have them in the hollow of in> haiici \oung Openshaw shall not long rt 
mam unavenged Why, V\ atson, let u« put then own devilish trade mark upon 
them It IS well thought off’ 

‘What do you mean'' 

He tcjok an orangt from flic cupboard, and tearing it to pieces he squeezed 
out the pips upon the table Of these he took five and ihiust them into an cn 
\ elope On the insivie of the flap tie wrote ‘S H fur J O’ 1 hen he sealed il and 
addressed it to “Captain James Calhoun, Bark I one Star, Savannah, Georgia 
“TTliat will await him when he enters poit,” said he chuckling “It mav give 
him a sleepless night He will find it as sure a precursor of his fate as Openshaw 
did before him ” 

“And who is this Captain Calhoun?” 

“The leader of the gang I shall have the others but he first ” 

“How did you trace it, then?” 

He took a large sheet of paper from his pocket, all covered with dates and names 
“I have spent the whole day,” said he, “over Lloyd's registers and files of the 
old papers, following the future career of every vessel which touched at Pondicherry 
in January and February in '8^ There were thirty-six ships of fair tonnage w'hich 
were reported there during those months Of these, one, the Lone Star, instantly 
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attracted my attention, since, although it was reported as having cleared from Lon- 
don, the name is that which is given to one of the states of the Union/' 

-Texas, I think/' 

-I was not and am not sure which; but I knew that the ship must have an 
Amencan origin/' 

"What then?" 

"I searched the Dundee records, and when I found that the bark Lone Star 
was there in January, '85, my suspicion became a certainty. 1 then inquired as to 
the vessels which lay at present in the port of London.” 

"Yes?” 

‘The Lone Star had arnved here last week. I went down to the Albert Dock 
and found that she had been taken down the river by the early tide this mommg, 
homeward bound to Savannah. I wired to Gravesend and learned that she had 
, massed some time ago, and as the wind is easteily I have no doubt that she is now 
past the Goodwins and not very far from the Isle of Wight/' 

"What will you do, then?” 

"Oh, 1 have my hand upon him. He and the two mates, are, as I learn, the 
only native-born Americans in the ship. The others are Finns and Germans. I 
know, also, that they were all three away from the ship last night. I had it from 
the ste\edore who has been loading their cargo By the time that their sailing-ship 
reaches Savannah the mail-boat will have earned this letter, and the cable will 
have informed the police of Savannah that these three gentlemen are badly wanted 
here upon a charge of murder ” 

ITiere is ever a flaw, however, in the best laid of human plans, and the murderers 
of John Openshaw were never to receive the orange pips which would show them 
»hat another, as cunning and as resolute as themselves, was upon their track. Very 
long and very severe were the equinoctial galto that year. We waited long for news 
of the Lone Star of Savannah, but none ever reached us. We did at last hear that 
somewhere far out in the Atlantic a shattered stem-post of the boat was seen 
swinging in the trough of a wave, with the letters ”L. S.” c. ’ved upon it, and that 
IS all which we shall ever know of the fate of the Lone Slot. 


Uih MA\ Wnii THE TWISTED LIP 

Isa V^'hiiney, biother of the late Elias Whitney, D.D , Pnncipal of the Theological 
College of St George’s, was much addicted to opium. The habit grew upon him, as 
I understand, from some foolish freak when he was at college, for having read Dc 
Quincey's description of his dreams and sensations, he had drenched his tobacco 
V ith laudanum in an attempt to produce the same effects He found, as $0 many 
more have done, that the practice is easier to attain than to get nd of, and for 
manv veais he continued to be a slave to the drug, an ob)ect of mingled horror 
and pity to his friends and relatives I can see him now, with yellow, pasty face, 
drooping lids, and pin-pomt pupils, all huddled in a chair, the wreck and rum of a 
noble man 

One night— it was in June, '89— there came a nng to my bell, about the hour 
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when a man gives hxs 5rst yawn and glances at the clock. I sat up in my chair, and 
my wife laid her needle-work down in her lap and made a little face of 
disappointment* 

"A patient!'" said she "You'll have to go out." 

I groaned, for I was newly come back from a weary day 

We heard the door open, a few hurried words, and then quick steps upon the 
linoleum. Our own door flew open, and a lady, clad in some dark coloured stuff, 
with a black veil, entered the room. 

"You will excuse my calling so late," she began, and then, suddenly losing her 
self-control, she ran forward, threw her arms about mv wife's ne^K. and sobbed 
upon her shoulder. "Oh, I’m in such troubleP she cried, “I do so want a little 
help." 

"Why," said my wife, pulling up her veil, “it is Kale Whitney How >ou startled 
me, Katei I had not an idea who you were when you came in ’ 

"I didn’t know what to do, so I came straight to you lliat was aiwavs the wav 
Folk who were in grief came to my wife like buds to a light house 

“It was very sweet of you to come Now, vou must have some wme and w it 
and sit here comfortably and tell us all about il Ox should you lathcr that i seio 
James off to bed?" 

"Oh, no, no! I want tlie diKtoi'^- advice and heip, to ^ it’s about ha He not 
been home for two days. ! am so fnghtened about h<mr 

It was not the first time that she had spoken t( us of \ tin band tioiu ic, tu 
me as a dcKtor, to my wile a i old iner d *ma . hoed cui iparunn W e 
and comforted her bv such words as we could finU J>u 2 uk now rl^*r h 

band was? Was it possibit that we could brine ‘nm t ) iv r 

It seems that it was She had the suiost mtonnation that of ne h id w iien the 
fit was on him, made use of an opium den in the farthest easi the Cit} H’tnti* j 
his orgies had alw'ays been confined to one liav ann ut haa come back, nvitcu eg 
and shattered, in the evening But now >^>01 n^d been him ii.ght arid- 
forty hours, and he lay there, doubtless among the gols o*- the do(k\ bi^eatinog 
in the poison or sleeping off the effe< ts There hf- w^s to Ix"* f jund, she was sure 
of It, at the Bar of Gold, in Upper bwandani I Lul wl.U w to do'" Hja 
could she, a young and timid woman make he'^ wav mt ^uch 1 p ucc ^nd pi^^k 
her husband out fiom among the ruffians who surrouiKlcvi mu ^ 

There was the case, and of course there wa^ but f ne wa\ ou^ of it Mign^ 1 not 
escort her to this place? And then, as a second tliougitt, wli> should she comt at 
all? I was Isa WTiitney's medical adviser, and as such I had influence over him I 
could manage it better if I were alone I promised her on iny wo’-j that I would 
send him home in a cab wothin two hours if he were indeed at the address which 
she had given me. And so in ten minutes I had left my armchair and cheery 
sitting-room behind me, and was speeding eastward in a hansom on a strange 
enand, as it seemed to me at the time, though the future only could show how 
strange it was to be. 

But there was no great difficulty m the first stage of my adventure. Upper 
Swandam Lane 1 $ a vile alley lurking behind the high wharves which line the 
north side of the nver to the east of London Bndge. Between a slop-shop and 
a gin-shop, approached by a steep flight of steps leading down to a black gap like 
the mouth of a cave, I found the den of which 1 was in search. Ordering my cab 
to wait, I passed down the steps, worn hollow m the centre by the ceaseless tread 

70 



of drunken feet, and by the light ot a flickering oil-Iamp above the door I found the 
latch and made my way into a long, low room, thick and heavy with the brown 
opium smoke, and terraced with wooden berths, like the forecastle of an emigrant 
ship 

Through the gloom one could dimly catch a glimpse of bodies lying in strange 
fantastic poses, bowed shoulders, bent knees, heads thrown back, and chins point- 
ing upward, with here and there a dark, lack-lustre eye turned upon the newcomer. 
Out of the black shadows there glimmered little red circles ol light, now bright, 
nc‘w faint, as the burning poison waxed oi waned m the bowls of the metal pipes 
I he most la> silent, but some mutteied to themselves, and others talked lugethci 
m a strange, low, monotonous voice, their conversation coming *n gushes, and 
tliui sudfkniv tailmc silence, each mumbling out liis ov\n thoughts and 

pacing ht^le hetd to the Wvjid^ of hi neighbour At the farther end was a small 
^''azicr o! uuj.mg J.arc.ah beMde which on a three-legged wuuden stool there sa* 
1 tail rhin old man, with resting hm two and his elbows upon h>s 

Knees btnmg into the 

i entered, a >a}iOw Malav attendrn* hid hnirud up a pipe for me and 
qi St opiy of the drug, t>e<konine to m emotv beith 
“n»3ok \oi. { hav^ not come t(* stay/ said I miere i*' a t.’€*nd of mine here, 
M' I Whvtncw, and i wis)' to sock with hm 
1 liCff was ^ rnoNcmerf and an txcloniNAifr tiom my and peering thiough 
» gii om i artW \\ hoikCV K Tarcj ano unkempt ouf at w'* 

'M l-ou It' ' yeVu he w s m a pduibfC ol reachon, wuh 

V ufv. n 1 » I. sa) uyn whatcuiock is t' 

‘“N Mr elc' ^ 

v\hat d. ^ '' 

< \ Fn \ r, ’ IDC 

v,;r » >0 he w ' F “ijE»ii5 J k c ue «.d It eanesday Wliat d vou vant 
i ’1 ’ K ( unp U IF ‘ I ^ face >u!< iu\ ^ aat bciran to sob m a nigh 

b <. 

* / tha*- it » Ji' u 2 w ♦ ^ ^ hun w. ihu^ trus \^o da>> f r 

V 1} ju s*i ibid b^' tsl aioec vouis' i* 

V i im But x*" gut Watson, fn * only bctu mic a few houis, 

laiec pipco, tour pipes ~i forget how imny. But I il go home with vou I wou^ in't 
fnghtem Kate-poor little Kate Gi me your hand! Havt vou a cau*" ' 

"Yes, I have one waiting ' 

"Then I shall go in it But I mu^t owe something Find what I owt, Watson. I 
am all off colour 1 can do nothing for myself ” 

I walked down the narrow passage between the double row of sleepers, holding 
my breath to keep out the vile, stupefying fumes of the drug, and looking about 
for the manager. As I passed the tall man who sat by the brazier I felt a sudden 
pluck at my skirt, and a low voice whispered, “Walk past me, and then look back 
at me.” The words fell quite distinctly upon my ear. I glanced down. Tlicy could 
only have come from the old man at my side, and yet he sat now as absorbed as 
ever, very thm, very wrinkled, bent with age, an opium pipe dangling down from 
between his knees, as though it had dropped in sheer lassitude from his fingers. I 
took two steps forward and looked back. It took all my self-control to prevent me 
from breaking out into a cry of astonishment. He had turned his back so that 
none could see him but I. His form had filled out, his wrinkles were gone, the 
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dull eyes had regained their fire> and there, sitting by the fixe and grinning at my 
surprise, was none other than Sherlock Holmes. He made a slight motion to me to 
approach him, and instantly, as he turned his face half round to the company 
once more, subsided into a doddering, loose-lipped senility. 

"‘Holmesl" I whispered, Vhat on earth are you doing in this den?"’ 

^As low as you can,’' he answered; ""I have excellent ears. If you would have the 
great kindness to get rid of that sottish friend of youn I should be exceedingly 
glad to have a little talk with you.” 
have a cab outside ” 

”Then pray send him home in it. You may safely trust him, for he appears to 
be too limp to get into any mischief. I should retommend you also to send a note 
by the cabman to your wife to say that you have thrown in your lot with me. If 
you will wait outside, I shall be with you in five minutes.” 

It was difficult to refuse any of Sherlock Holmes’s requests, for they were always 
so exceedingly definite, and put forward with such a quiet air of mastery. I felt, 
however, that when Whitney was once confined in the cab my mission was practi- 
cally accomplished; and for the rest, I could not wish anything better than to be 
associated with my friend in one of those singular adventures which were the nor- 
mal condition of his existence. In a few minutes I had written my note, paid Whit- 
ney's bill, led him out to the cab, and seen him driven through the darkness. In a 
very short time a decrepit figure had emerged from the opium den, and I was 
walking down the street with Sherlock Holmes. For two streets he shuffled along 
with a bent back and an uncertain foot. Then, glancing quickly round, he straight- 
ened himself out and burst into a hearty fit of laughter. 

”I suppose, Watson," said he, "that you imagine that I have added opium- 
smoking to cocaine injections, and all the other little weaknesses on which yo\} 
have favoured me with your medical views.” 

"I was certainly surprised to find you there.” 

”But not more so than I to find you.” 

"I came to find a friend.” 

"And I to find an enemy.” 

"An enemy?” 

"Yes; one of my natural enemies, or, shall I say, my natural prey. Bnet'y, Watson, 
I am in the midst of a very remarkable inquiry, and I have hoped to find a clue 
in the incoherent ramblings of these sots, as I have done before now Had J been 
iccognized in that den my life would not have been worth an hour’s purchase; tor 
I have used it before now for my own purposes, and the rascally lascar who runs 
it has sworn to have vengeance upon me. There is a trap-door at the back of that 
building, near the corner of Paul’s Wharf, which could tell some strange tales of 
what has passed through it upon the moonless nights.” 

"Whatl You do not mean bodies?” 

"Ay, bodies, Watson. We should be rich men if we had £1000 for every poor 
devil who has been done to death in that den. It is the vilest murder-trap on the 
whole riverside, and I fear that Neville St. Clair has entered it never to leave it 
more. But our trap should be here.” He put his two forefingers between his teeth 
and whistled shrilly— a signal which was answered by a similar whistle from the 
distance, followed shortly by the rattle of wheels and the clink of horses' hoofs. 

"Now, Watson,” said Holmes, as a tall dog-cart dashed up through the gloom, 
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throwing out two golden tunnels of yellow light from its side lanterns. You'll 
come with me, won't you?” 

"If I can be of use.” 

"'Oh, a trusty comrade is always of use; and a chronicler still more so. My room 
at The Cedars is a double-bedded one.” 

"The Cedars?” 

“Yes; that is Mr. St. Clair's house. I am staying there while I conduct the in- 
quiry.” 

“Where is it, then?” 

“Near Lee, in Kent. We have a seven-mile drive before us.” 

“But I am all in the dark.” 

“Of course you are. You'll know all about it presently. Jump up here. All right, 
John; we shall not need you. Here's half a crown. Look out for me to-morrow, about 
eleven. Give her her head. So long, thenl” 

He flicked the horse with his whip, and we dashed away through the endless 
succession of sombre and deserted streets, which widened gradually, until we were 
flying across a broad balustraded bridge, with the murky river flowing sluggishly 
beneath us. Beyond lay another dull wilderness of bricks and mortar, its silence 
broken only by the heavy, regular footfall of the policeman, or the songs and shouts 
of some belated party of revellers. A dull wrack was drifting slowly across the sky, 
and a star or two twinkled dimly here and there througlf the rifts of the clouds. 
Holmes drove in silence, with his head sunk upon his breast, and the air of a man 
who is lost in thought, while I sat beside him, curious to learn what this new quest 
might be which seemed to tax his powers so sorely, and yet afraid to break in 
upon the current of his thoughts. We had driven several miles, and were beginning 
to get to the fringe of the belt of suburban villas, when he shook himself, shrugged 
his shoulders, and lit up his pipe with the air of a man who has satis&ed himself that 
he is acting for the best. 

“You have a grand gift of silence, Watson,” said he. “It makes you quite in- 
valuable as a companion. Ton my word, it is a great thing for me to have someone 
to talk to, for my own thoughts are not over-pleasant. I was wondering what I 
should say to this dear little woman to-night when she meets me at the door.” 

“You forget that I know nothing about it.” 

“I shall just have time to tell you the facts of the case before we get to Lee. It 
seems absurdly simple, and yet, somehow, I can get nothing to go upon. There's 
plenty of thread, no doubt, but I can't get the end of it into my hand. Now, I'll 
state the case clearly and concisely to you, Watson, and maybe you can see a spark 
where all is dark to me.” 

"Proceed, then.” 

“Some years ago— to be definite, in May, 1884— there came to Lee a gentleman, 
Neville St. Qair by name, who appeared to have plenty of money. He took a large 
villa, laid out the grounds very niedy, and lived generally in good style. By degrees 
he made friends in the neighbourhoc^, and in 1887 he married the daughter of a 
local brewer, by whom he now has two children. He had no occupation, but was 
interested in several companies and went into town as a rule in the morning, 
returning by the 5:14 from Cannon Street every night. Mr. St. Clair is now thirty- 
seven years of age, is a man of temperate habits, a good husband, a very affectionate 
father, and a man who is popular with all who know him. I may add tlrat his whole 
debts at the present moment, as fiir as we have been able to ascertain, amormt to 

73 



£88 10$.^ while he has £220 standing to his credit in the Capital and Counties 
Bank. There is no reason, therefore, to think that money troubles have been weigh- 
ing upon his mind. 

‘"Last Monday Mr, Neville St. Clair went into town rather earlier than usual, 
remarking before he started that he had two important commissions to perform, 
and that he would bring his little boy home a box of bricks. Now, by the merest 
chance, his wife received a telegram upon this same Monday, very shortly after 
his departure, to the effect that a small parcel of considerable value which she had 
been expecting was waiting for her at the offices of the Aberdeen Shipping Com- 
pany. Now, if you arc well up in your London, you will know that the office of 
the company is in Fresno Street, which branches out of Upper Swandam Lane, 
where you found me to-night. Mrs. St. Clair had her lunch, started for the City, 
did some shopping, proceeded to the company's office, got her packet, and found 
herself at exactly 4:35 walking through Swandam Lane on her way back to the 
station. Have you followed me so far?" 

“It is very clear.” 

“If you remember, Monday was an exceedingly hot day, and Mrs. St. Clair 
walked slowly, glancing about in the hope of seeing a cab, as she did not like the 
neighbourhood in which she found herself. While she was walking in this way down 
Swandam Lane, she suddenly heard an ejaculation or cry, and was struck cold to see 
her husband looking down at her and, as it seemed to her, beckoning to her {jom 
a second-floor window. The window was open, and she distinctly saw his face, 
which she describes as being terribly agitated. He waved his hands tuntically to 
her, and then vanished from the window so suddenly that it seemed to that 
he had been plucked back by some irresistible force from behind. Or^e singular 
point which struck her quick feminine eye was that although hf‘ wur some daik 
coat, such as he had started to town in, he had on neither collar nor ne cklie, 

“Convinced that something was /amiss with him, she rushed down the sttps- 
for the house was none other than the opium den in which you found, me to-night- 
and running through the front room she attempted to ascend ihe siair> win* h ini 
to the first floor. At the foot of the stairs, however, she met th s li»c.u 
of whom I have spoken, who thrust her back and, aided by a Dane, v^ho ..cts as 
assistant there, pushed her out into the street. Filled with the most lOidd. rnni; 
doubts and fears, she rushed down the lane and, by rare gouddoi1u'<c. m 
Fresno Street a number of constables with an inspector, all on then way to thcii 
beat. The inspector and two men accompanied her back, and in spite of the con- 
tinued resistance of the piopnetor, they made their way to the room in which Mr. 
St. Clair had last been seen. There was no sign of him there. In fact, in the whole 
of that floor there was no one to be found save a crippled wretch of hideous aspect^ 
who, it seems, made his home there. Both he and the lascar stoutly swore that no 
one else had been in the front room during the afternoon. So determined was their 
denial that the inspector was staggered, and had almost come to believe that Mrs. 
St. Clair had been deluded when, with a cry, she sprang at a small deal box which 
lay upon the table and tore the lid from it. Out there fell a cascade of children's 
bricks. It was the toy which he had promised to bring home. 

“This discovery, and the evident confusion which the cripple showed, made the 
inspector realize that the matter was serious. The rooms were carefully examined, 
and results all pointed to an^ abominable crime. The front room was plainly 
furnished as a sitting-room and led into a small bedroom, which looked out upon 
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the back of one of the wharves. Between the wharf and the bedroom window is a 
narrow strip, which is dry at low tide but is covered at high tide with at least four 
and a half feet of water The bedroom window was a broad one and opened from 
below. On examination traces of blood were to be seen upon the window-sill, and 
several scattered drop’^ were visible upon the wooden floor of the bedroom. Thrust 
away behind a curtain m the front room were all the clothes of Mr. Neville bt 
Clair, with the exception of his coat. His boots, his socks, his hat, and his watch all 
were there. There were no signs of violence upon any of these garments, and there 
w'crc no other traces of Mr Neville St Clair Out of the window he mast ap- 
parently have gone, foi no other exit could bt discovered, and the ominous blood 
stains upon the sill gave little promise that he could save himself by swimmings 
foi the tide was at its very highest at the moment of the tragedy 

“And now as to the villains who seemed to be immediately implicated in the 
matter The lascar was known to be a man ot the silest antecedents, but by 
Mrs St Cla.r‘s story, he was known to have been at the foot of the stair withm 
a very few seconds of her husbands appearance at the \undr>n, he could haidly 
have been more than an accessory to the crime. His defense was one of absolute 
Ignorance, and he protested that he had no knowledge as to the do of Hugh 
Boone, his lodger, and that he could not account in any way for ^he presence of the 
missing gentleman's clothes 

“So much for the lascar manager Now tor the smiiter rijpj.Je who lives upon the 
stcond floor of the oniuni den, and who wv ccitainlv tnc ’ast human being whose 
eyes rested upon Neville St Clair Hi^' name is Hugn Boone, and his hideous tace 
IS one which is familiar to every man who gor much io the Chty Ke is a prof^'ssiunil 
beggar, thougn in orde’^ to avoid the police r’^guUtions he pretends to a small ti ide 
m wax i'Csta® So*iie littU aistanu Fureadn'^cdlr bfreei, upon the -efr-hancl 

SI je. there .s, as you niav hast lemarKo n mall angle in fhe wall ileic it is that 
:niN creature lakes hi*v daM^ •►eit d with hi< tiny >>tcH''k of matches on 

hu lap, and as he is i pUeoiu a 'inal' of ^hanfy descends into the 

gu*ass leather up whu h lies pou pav.mcsd i have watched the 

ehow more than Oefo*’ ' cvej i tii >ubtu ot makiUg his piotes'^ional ac^^uaint 
am e and ' been urpri u* ai the nar*'^ * whi h ."re has reaped in a short tune 
]h$ apiXfai<(Avr you see, r sc .emarKaolc thai no ont '•‘an pas, him without oi> 
mg him A shock "d oringe hair a pale face <ii Sgu^fd oy a horrible scar, which, 
by irs contractum, has turned up tne outci edge of lus upper hp a bulldog chin, and 
a pa I of very pcnctraMng dark e\es, which preseiAt ^ singular contrast to the colour 
of hi^ hair, all mark him out from amid the common crowd of mendicants, and 
so, too. does his wit, for he is e\er ready w*th a reply to any p*cce of chaff which may 
be thrown at him by the passers-by. This is the man whom we now learn to have 
been the lodger at the opium den, and to have been the last man to see the gentle- 
man of whom we are in quest/* 

“But a cnpplel” said 1. “What could he have done single-handed against a man 
in the pnmc of life?** 

"He is a cripple in the sense that he walks with a limp, but in other respects he 
appears to be a powerful and well-nurtured man. Surely your medical experience 
would tell you, Watson, that weakness in one limb is often compensated for by 
exceptional strength in the others,” 

“Pray continue your nanativc.” 

"Mrs. St. Clair had fainted at the sight of the blood upon the window, and 
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she was escorted home in a cab by the police, as her presence could be of no help to 
them in their investigations. Inspector Barton, who had charge of the case, made 
a very careful examination of the premises, but without finding anything which 
threw any light upon the matter. One mistake had been made in not anesting 
Boone instantly, as he was allowed some few minutes during which he might have 
communicated with his friend the lascar, but this fault was soon remedied, and 
he was seixed and searched, without anything being found which could incriminate 
him. There were, it is true, some blood-stains upon his right shirt-sleeve, but he 
pointed to his ring-finger, which had been cut near the nail, and explained that the 
bleeding came from there, adding that he had been to the window not long before, 
and that the stains which had been observed there came doubtless from the same 
source. He denied strenuously having ever seen Mr. Neville St. Clair and swore 
that the presence of the clothes in his room was as much a mystery to him as to 
the police. As to Mrs. St. Clair's assertion that she had actually seen her husband 
at the window, he declared that she must have been either mad or dreaming. He 
was removed, loudly protesting, to the police-station, while the inspector remained 
upon the premises in the hope that the ebbing tide might afford some fresh clue. 

“And it did, though they hardly found upon the mud-bank what they had feared 
to find. It was Neville St. Clair's coat, and not Neville St. Clair, which lay un- 
covered as the tide receded. And what do you think they found in the pockets?” 

“I cannot imagine." 

“No, I don’t think you would guess. Every pocket stuffed with pennies and half- 
pennies— 421 pennies and 270 half-pennies. It was no wonder that it had not been 
swept away by the tide. But a human body is a different matter. Iliere is a fierce 
eddy between the wharf and the house. It seemed likely enough that the weighted 
coat had remained when the stripped body had been sucked away into the nver.” 

“But I understand that all the other clothes were found in the room. Would the 
body be dressed in a coat alone?" " 

“No, sir, but the facts might be met speciously enough. Suppose that this man 
Boone had thrust Neville St, Clair through the window, there is no human eye 
which could have seen the deed. What would he do then? It would of course 
instantly strike him that he must get rid of the tell-tale garments. He would seize 
the coat, then, and be m the act of throwing it out, when it would occur to him that 
it would swim and not sink. He has little time, for he has heard the scuffle down- 
stairs when the wife tried to force her way up, and perhaps he has already heard 
from his lascar confederate that the police are hurrying up the street. There is not 
an instant to be lost. He rushes to some secret hoard, where he has accumulated 
the fruits of his beggary, and he stuffs all the coins upon which he can lay his 
hands into the pockets to make sure of the coat's sinking. He throws it out, and 
would have done the same with the other garments had not he heard the rush of 
steps below, and only just had time to close the window when the police appeared." 

^It certainly sounds feasible.” 

‘‘Well, we will take it as a working hypothesis for want of a better. Boone, as I 
have told you, was arrested and taken to the station, but it could not be shown 
that there had ever before been anything against him. He had for years been known 
as a professional beggar, but his life appeared to have been a very quiet and innocent 
one. There the matter stands at present, and the questions which have to be solved 
—what Neville St. Clair was doing in the opium den, what happened to him when 
there, where is he now, and what Hugh Boone had to do with his disappearance— 
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are all a$ far from a solution as ever. I confess that 1 cannot recall any case within 
my experience which looked at the first glance so simple and yet which presented 
such difficulties.” 

While Sherlock Holmes had been detailing this singular series of events^ we had 
been whirling through the outskirts of the great town until the last straggling houses 
had been left behind, and we rattled along with a country hedge upon either side 
of us. Just as he finished, however, we drove through two scattered villages, where a 
few lights still glimmered in the windows. 

“We are on the outskirts of Lee,” said my companion. "We have touched on 
three English counties in our short drive, starting in Middlesex, passing over an 
angle of Surrey, and ending in Kent. See that light among the trees? That is The 
Cedars, and beside that lamp sits a woman whose anxious ears have already, I 
have little doubt, caught the clink of our horse's feet.” 

“But why are you not conducting the case from Baker Street?” I asked. 

“Because there are many inquiries which must be made out here. Mn. St. Clair 
has most kindly put two rooms at my disposal, and you may rest assured that she 
will have nothing but a welcome for my friend and colleague. I hate to meet her, 
Watson, when I have no news of her husband. Here we are. Whoa, there, whoal” 

We had pulled up in front of a large villa which stood within its own grounds. 
A stable-boy had run out to the horse's bead, and springing down I followed Holmes 
up the small, winding gravel-drive which led to the house. As we approached, the 
door flew open, and a little blonde woman stood in the opening, clad m some 
sort of light mousseline de soie, with a touch of flufiy pink chifiEon at her neck and 
wrists. She stood with her figure outlined against the flood of light, one hand upon 
ttie door, one half-iaised in ha eagerness, her body slightly bent, ha head and het 
protruded, with eager eyes and parted lips, a standing question. 

“Well?” she cried, “well?” And then, seeing that there were two of ?is, she gave a 
m of hope which sank into a groan as she saw that my companion shook his head 
and shrugged his shoulders. 

“No good iiewsi*” 

“None/’ 

“No bad?” 

"No.” 

“Thank God for that- But come in. You must be weary, for you have had a long 
day.” 

“This IS my friend, Dr. Watson, He has been of most vital use to me in several 
of my cases, and a lucky chance has made it possible for me to bring him out and 
associate him with this investigation.” 

“I am delighted to see you,” said she, pressing my hand warmly. "You will, I am 
sure, forgive anything that may be wanting in our arrangements, when you consida 
the blow which has come so suddenly upon us.” 

“My dear madam,” said I, "I am an old campaigna, and if I were not I can 
very well see that no apology is needed. If I can be of any assistance, eitha to you 
or to my friend here, I shall be indeed happy.” 

“Now, Mr. Sherlock Holmes,” said the lady as we entered a wdHit dining-room, 
upon the table of which a cold supper had been laid out, "I should very much 
like to ask you one or two plain questions, to which I beg that you will give a phun 
answer.” 

"Certainly, madam.” 


77 



"Do not trouble about my feelings. I am not hysterical* nor given to fainting. 
1 simply wish to hear your real* real opinion/' 

"Upon what point?" 

"In your heart of hearts* do you think that Neville is alive?” 

Sherlock Holmes seemrf to be embarrassed by the question. “Frankly, now!" 
she repeated, standing upon the rug and looking keenly down at him as he leaned 
back in a basket-chair. 

“Frankly, then, madam, I do not " 

“You think tiiat he is dead?” 

“I do ” 

"Murdered?” 

"I don't say that. Perhaps.” 

“And on what day did be meet his death?” 

“On Monday.” 

"Iben perhaps, Mr. Holmes, veu will be ^:ood enough to explain how it is 
I have received a letter horn bun todav ' 

Sherlock Holmes sprang out ot hiS chair f ht haJ been ralvamiod. 

“What!” he roared 

“Yes, to-dav ” She stood smiling hoidmg up a brtb- slip paper in .or 

“May I see 
“Certainh * 

He snatched it from bei ir» rigerues< auvi sn<*rjth n^i 'I oei 'mon 
he drew over the lamp and exaxnuis' 1 a mteniiv i nad inv nud 

gazing at it ovei hiv sJiorldcr I hf etuelorc : a ve^y cOtjrvc one u'd t 

vjth file Gravt'serid postmark and wdh date or thrst \i:v da" , 
da> before, nir it u v, corruderabliy aft‘v 

“Coarse writou/' nsumiurcd lIoln'e*» “RnreU* tin b vj r vou^ ^ 

madam ” 

“No but ih‘* envlosuro i:». ' 

“i perceive also wiiocwcr aildrvS5i.."3 rhe erivelr^pe h.- j ?o i/o and inquire e lu 
the address.” 

“How can you tell Iha^?'* 

“The name, you sec, is m pafeetly black ink, \shjch has dned iCelf. The ^est i' 
of the grayish colour, which shows that blotting-paper has been used. If it had been 
v^Titten straight off, and then blotted, none would be of a deep black ‘ihade. TTliis 
man has written the name, and there has then been a pause before he wrote the 
address, which can only mean that he was not familiar with it. It is, of course, a 
trifle, but there is nothing so important as trifles. Let us now see the letter. Hal 
there has been an enclosure here!” 

"Yes, there was a ring. His signet-ring.” 

“And you are sure that this is your husband’s hand?” 

“One of his hands ” 

“One?” 

“His hand when he wrote hurriedly. It is very unbke his usual writing, and yet 
I know it well.” 

"Dearest do not be frightened. All will come well. There is a huge error 
which it may take somb little time to rectify. Wait in patience. 

"Neville. 
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Wntten in pencil upon the fly-leaf of a book, octavo size, no water-maik. Hum I 
Posted to-day in Gravesend by a man with a dirty thumb. Hal And the flap has 
been gummed, if I am not ver>' much lO error, by a peison who had been chewing 
tobacco. And you have no doubt that it is your husband's hand, madam?” 

"None. Neville wrote those words ” 

"And thev were posted to-day at Gravesend Well, Mrs St Ckiir, the clouds 
lighten, though I should not venture to say that the danger r. ovei 
"But he must be alive, Mr Holmes ” 

"Unless this is a clever forgery to put us on the w rong s^ent 'Fhc ring, attei ail 
proves nothing It may have been taken from him ” 

"No, no; it is, it is his very own WTihng^’ 

Wery ’well It may, however, ha\t‘ ncei* wiithn on Moiuhv and nnh posted 
to-dav ' 

"That IS possioie ” 

"If so nmen may have Jiapoened betM^eci* 

"Oh, vou must n(^t discourage me Hoiin^ i ►poh tna^ au vwtui 

nim I here is so keen ^ sympathy between us that I sbouivi know v < v anie npo^ 
him On the verv dav that I saw him last he cut hirnscU m tlv hcdi -nd v.t 
I in the dining-room rushed iipstins imtaiitK with the utmost n t ‘‘Oii e 

had happened Do voj th>r^ that * would respond^*^ ><!'■ ct .uv 
be ignoraii* of his deattr 

*1 iU'.c seen to^ much noi t,* Diow that tiK imp"* > ion jt « v om \ 

more valuable tuai" the comms^on of an onaiM-val reason tr \a * m itu> i vou 
'cua^nlv a ve»'v pure of e^iaeiuo t > s urob ^onr vkvv i ^ ir ^ >ui 

nu>birj is il VC anu Zuit to write setters, v hv siniuld he icmcpu av^av f: > ^ 

^ camp t iinagii « it s unthin^at ^ 

j)T Nhud-v Ik unde rij aiitaik ba >rt k vm^ v 

\v \o” we»t sUipiiscd sto hiin xu '•’Wa ivla'.x 1 « ► 

W*} mur 1 CO 
"Was the veidow open?” 

"Y^s 

"I hen he might have railed to 3 ou'^” 

"He might ” 

"He only, as 1 understand, gave an uarticniate cr}^ 

"Yc.” 

"A call for help, you thought^” 

‘Tes He waved his hands ” 

"But it might have been a cry of surprise. Astonishment at^the unexpected sight 
of you might cause him to throw up his hands?” 

"It IS possible.” 

"And you thought he was pulled back?” 

“He disappeared so suddenly ” 

"He might have leaped back. You did not see anyone else in the room** ’ 

"No, but this horrible man confessed to having been there and the lascar was at 
the foot of the stairs ” 

"Quite so. Your husband, as far as you could see, had his ordinary' clothes on?” 
"But without his collar or tie I distinctly saw his bare throat.” 

"Had he ever speken of Swandam Lane?” 
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"Never." 

"Had he ever showed any signs of having taken opium?" 

"Never." 

‘Thank you, Mrs. St. Clair. Those arc the principal points about which I wished 
to be absolutely clear. We shall now have a little supper and then retire, for we 
may have a very busy day to-morrow." 

A large and comfortable double-bedded room had been placed at our disposal, 
and I was quickly between the sheets, for I was weary after my night of adventure. 
Sherlock Holmes was a man, however, who, when he had an unsolved problem 
upon his mind, would go for days, and even for a week, without rest, turning it 
over, rearranging his facts, looking at it from every point of view until he had 
either fathomed it or convinced himself that his data were insufficient It was soon 
evident to me that he was now preparing for an all-night sitting. He took off his 
coat and waistcoat, put on a large blue dressing-gown, and then wandered about 
the room collecting pillows from his bed and cushions from the sofa and armchairs. 
With these he constructed a sort of Eastern divan, upon which he perched himself 
cross-legged, with an ounce of shag tobacco and a box of matches laid out in 
front of him. In the dim light of the lamp I saw him sitting there, an old briar pipe 
between his lips, his eyes fixed vacantly upon the comer of the ceiling, the blue 
smoke curling up from him, silent, motionless, with the light shining upon hLs 
strong-set aquiline feataies. So he sat as I dropped off to sleep, and so he sat when 
a sudden ejaculation caused me to wake up, and I found the summer sun shining 
into the apartment. The pipe was still between his lips, the smoke still curled 
upward, and the room vms full of a dense tobacco haze, but nothing remained of 
the heap of shag which I had seen upon the previous night. 

"Awake, Watson?" he asked. 

"Yes." 

"Game for a morning drive?" 

"Certainly 

"Tiien dress. No one is stirnng yet, but I know where the stable-boy sleeps, 
and we shall soon have the trap out." He chuckled to himself as he spoke, his eyes 
twinkled, and he seemed a different man to the sombre thinker of the previous 
night. 

As 1 dressed I glanced at my watch. It was no wonder that no one was stirring. 
It was twenty-five minutes past four. I had hardly finished when Holmes returned 
with the news that the boy was putting in the horse. 

"I want to test a little theory of mine," said he, pulling on his boots. "I think, 
Watson, that you are now standing in the presence of one of the most absolute 
fools in Europe. I deserve to be kicked from here to Charing Cross. But I think 
I have the key of the affair now." 

"And where is it?" I asked, smiling. 

"In the bathroom," he answered. "Oh, yes, 1 am not joking," he continued, seeing 
my look of incredulity. "I have just been there, and I have taken it out, and I have 
got It in this Gladstone bag. Come on, my boy, and wc shall sec whether it will 
not fit the lock." 

We made our way downstairs as quietly as possible, and out into the bright 
morning sunshine. In the road stood our horse and trap, with the half<Iad stable- 
boy waiting at the head. We both sprang in, and away we dashed down the London 
Road. A few country carts were stirring, bearing in vegetables to the metropolis, 
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but the lines of villas on either side were as silent and lifeless as some city in a 
dream. 

“It has been in some points a singular case/' said Holmes, flicking the horse 
on into a gallop. “I confess that I have been as blind as a mole, but it is better to 
learn wisdom late than never to learn it at all.” 

In town the earliest risers were just beginning to look sleepily from their windows 
as we drove through the streets of the Surrey side. Passing down the Waterloo 
Bridge Road we crossed over the river, and dashing up Wellington Street wheeled 
sharply to the right and found ourselves in Bow Street. Sherlock Holmes was 
well known to the force, and the two constables at the door saluted him. One of 
them held the horse's head while the other led us in. 

“Who is on duty?” asked Holmes. 

“Inspector Bradstreet, sir.” 

“Ah, Bradstreet, how are you?” A tall, stout official had come down the stone- 
flagged passage, in a peaked cap and frogged jacket. “I wish to have a quiet word 
with you, Bradstreet.” 

“Certainly, Mr, Holmes. Step into my room here.” 

It was a small, officedike room, with a huge ledger upon the table, and a telephone 
projecting from the wall. The inspector sat down at his desk. 

“What can I do for you, Mr. Holmes?” ^ 

“I called about that beggarman, Boone— the one who was charged with being 
concerned m the disappearance of Mr. Neville St. Clair, of Lee.” 

“Yes. He was brought up and remanded for further inquiries.” 

“So I heard. You have him here?” 

“In the cells.” 

“Is he quiet?” * 

“Oh, he gives no trouble. But he is a dirty scoundrel.” 

“Dirty?” 

“Yes, it IS all we can do to make him wash his hands, and his face is as black as 
a tinker's. Well, when once his case has been settled, he will have a regular prison 
bath; and 1 think, if you saw him, you would agree with me that he needed it.” 

“I should like to see him very much.” 

“Would you? That is easily done. Come this way. You can leave your bag.” 

“No, I think that I'll take it.” 

“Very good. Come this way, if you please.” He led us down a passage, opened 
a baned door, passed down a winding stair, and brought ns to a whitewashed 
corridor with a line of doors on each side. 

“The third on the right is his,” said the inspector. “Here it isl” He quietly shot 
back a panel in the upper part of the door and glanced through. 

“He is asleep,” said he. “You can sec him very well.” 

We both put our eyes to the grating. The prisoner iay with his face towards us, 
in a very deep sleep, breathing slowly and heavily. He was a middle-sized man, 
coarsely clad as became his calling, with a coloured shirt protruding through the 
rent in his tattered coat. He was, as the inspector had .said, extremely dirty, but the 
grime which covered his face could not conceal its repulsive ugliness. A broad wheal 
from an old scar ran right across it from eye to chin, and by its contraction had 
turned up one side of the upper lip, so that three teeth were exposed m a perpetual 
snarl. A shock of very bright red hair grew low over his eyes and forehead. 

“He's a beauty, isn't he?” said the inspector. 
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'*He certainly needs a wash/' remarked Holmes. *"1 had an idea that he might, 
and I took the liberty of bringing the tools with me.” He opened the Gladstone 
bag as he spoke, and took out, to my astonishment, a very large bath-sponge. 

'*Hc! hel You are a funny one/' chuckled the inspector. 

‘'Now, if you will have the great goodness to open that door very quietly, we 
will soon make him cut a much more respectable figure ” 

'^Wcll, I don't know why not/' said the inspector "He doesn't look a credit to the 
Bow Street cells, does he?" He slipped his key into the lock, and we all very quietly 
entered the cell 'Fhc sleeper halt turned, and then settled down once more into a 
deep slumber Holmes stooped to the water-jug, moistened his sponge, and then 
rubbed it twice vigorously across and down the prisoner's face. 

“Let me introduce you/ he shouted, "to Mi Neville St. Clair, of Lee, m the 
county of Kent ” 

Never in my life have I seen such a sight The man's face peeled off under the 
sponge like the bark from a tree. Gone was the coarse brown tintl Gone, too, was 
the horrid scar which had seamed it across, and the twisted hp which had given the 
^cpulswe sneer to the face! A twitch brought away the tangled red hair, and there, 
sitting uj) in hi’i bed, wa* a pale, sad faced, lefiiied-lookmg man, black haired and 
smooth skinned, his eyes and staring about him with sleepy bewilderment, 

riien suddenlv reahzire ’le exposure, he broke into a scream and threw himself 
down with his face to the pillow 

"Grea^ hf cned m pjclor, “ t is indeed, the mirsing man 1 know bun 

from the photograph ' 

'Fhe pti'^oner tuaieci \ '•h u\f Utss air of a man who abandons hmiself to his 
destinv -it said ■'« * \\ic o ly wlia am 1 charged with?" 

"With iwa/ with Mr Nesilh St Uh, come, vou can't be charged 

with that nnles n<\ malt a case nf anempted suicide of it/' said the inspector 
with a grm "Wcil \ have been tvy^i»ty-seven ^ears in Mie force, but thjis really 
lake® the cake ' 

"If 1 am Mr Neville St CJair then u is nbvK^us thit no crime has been com- 
Tnitttd, and thar, jhcretorc I am ihegallv detained ' 

"No enme, but a \txy gieat error has been committed/' said Holmes "You would 
have done bettor to ha\e trusted vour wife ” 

"It W'as not tlie wife, it was ♦‘he children/' groaned the prisoner "God help rne, 
I would not have them ashamed of their father My Godl What an exposure! What 
can 1 do?” 

Sherlock Holmes sat down beside him on the couch and patted him kindly on 
the shoulder. 

"If you leave it to a court of law to clear the matter up,” said he, "of course you 
can hardly avoid publicity. On the other hand, if you convince the police authonties 
that there is no possible case against you, I do not know that there is any reason 
that the details should find their way into the papers. Inspector Bradstreet would, 
I am sure, make notes upon anything which you might tell us and submit it to 
the proper authorities. The case would then never go into court at all.” 

"God bless you!” cned the pnsoner passionately. "I would have endured im- 
prisonment, ay, even execution, rather than have left my miserable secret as a 
family blot to my children. 

“You are the first who have ever heard my story. My father was a school-master in 
Chesterfield, where I received an excellent education. I travelled in my youth, took 
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to the stage, and finally became a reporter on an evening paper in London. One 
day my editor wished to have a senes of articles upon begging in the metropolis, 
and I volunteered to supply them. There was the point from which all my advent 
tures started. It was only by trying begging as an amateur that I could get the facts 
upon which to base my articles. When an actO! I had, of course, learned all the 
secrets of making up, and had been famous in the gieen-room for my skill, I took 
advantage now of my attainments. I painted my face, and to make myself as 
pitiable as possible I made a good scar and fixed one side of my hp in a twist by 
the aid of a small slip of flesh-coloured plaster. ^Fhen with a red head of hair, and 
an appropriate dress, I took my station in the business part of the city, ostensibly 
as a match-seller but really as a beggar. For seven hours I plied my trade, and 
when I lehimed home in the evening I found to my surprise that I had received 
no less than 76s. 4(1 

“I wr(>te iny articles and thouglit lirtle more of the nutter until, some time 
later, 1 backed a bill for a friend and had a writ sened upon me foi £25. 1 was at 
my wit's end where to get the money, but a sudden idea came to me. I begged 
a fortnight’s grace from the creditor, asked for a holiday from m> employers, and 
spent the time in begging in the City' under my disguise. In ten days I had the 
money and had paid the debt. 

you can imagine how haid it was to .settle down to aiduous work at £2 a 
week when I knew that I could earn as much in a day by smearing my face with 
a little paint, laving my cap on the ground, and sithng still. It was a long fight 
between my pride and the money, but the dollars won at last, and I threw up 
reporting and sat day after diy in the comer which I had fiist chos(*n, inspiring 
pity by my ghastly face and filling my pockets with coppers Only one man knew 
my secret. He was the keeper of a low den in which I used to lodge in Swandam 
Lane, where I could every morning emerge as a squalid beggar and in the evenings 
transform myself into a well'dresscJ man about town ITiis fellow, .a lascar, was 
well paid by me for his rooms, so that 1 knew that my sec:ret wa; safe m his 
possession 

“Well, ver^ soon I found that I was saving considerable sums of money. I do 
not mean that any beggar in the streets of Londuii could earn f 700 a year— W'hich is 
less than my average takings—but I had exceptional advantages m my power of 
making up, and also in a facility of repartee, which improved by practic<“ and made 
me quite a recognized charactei in the City. All day a stream of pennies, vaiied 
by Silver, poured in upon me, and it was a very' bad day in which I failed to take £2 

“As I grew richer I grew more ambitious, took a house m the country, and 
eventually maiiied, without anyone having a susyncion as to my real ocfupation 
My dear wife knew that 1 had business In the City. She little knew what. 

“Last Monday I had finished for the day and was dressing in my room above the 
opium den when I looked out of my window and saw, to my horror and astonish- 
ment, that my wife was standing in the street, with her eyes fixed full upon me. 
I gave a cry of surprise, threw up my arms to cover my face, and, rushing to my 
confidant, the lascar, entreated him to prevent anyone from coming up to me. I 
heard her voice downstairs, but I knew that she could not ascend. Swiftly I threw 
off my clothes, pulled on those of a beggar, and put on my pigments and wig. Even 
a wife's eyes could not pierce so complete a disguise. But then it occurred to me 
that there might be a search m the room, and that the clothes might betray me. 
I threw open the window, reopening by my violence a small cut which I had in- 
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flicted upon myself in the bedroom that morning. Then I seized my coat, which 
was weighted by the coppers which I had just transferred to it from the leather 
bag in which I carried my takings. 1 hurled it out of the window, and it disappeared 
into the Thames. The other clothes would have followed, but at that moment there 
was a rush of constables up the stair, and a few minutes after I found, rather, 
I confess, to my relief, that instead of being identiSed as Mr. Neville St. Clair, 
I was arrested as his murderer. 

do not know that there is anything else for me to explain. I was determined 
to preserve my disguise as long as possible, and hence my preference for a dirty 
face. Knowing that my wife would be terribly aru^ious, I slipped off my ring and 
confided it to the lascar at a moment when no constable was watching me, together 
with a hurried scrawl, telling her that she had no cause to fear.” 

nrhat note only reached her yesterday,” said Holmes. 

‘‘Good God! What a week she must have spent!” 

“The police have watched this lascar,” said Inspector Bradstreet, “and I can quite 
understand that he might find it difficult to post a letter unobserved. Probably he 
handed it to some sailor customer of his, who forgot all about it foi some days.” 

'That was it," said Holmes, nodding approvingly; “I have no doubt of it. But 
have you never been prosecuted for begging?” 

“Many times; but what was a fine to me?” 

“It must stop here, however,” said Bradstreet. “If the police are to hush this 
thing up, there must be no more of Hugh Boone.” 

“I have sworn it by the most solemn oaths which a man can take.” 

“In that case I think that it is probable that no further steps may be taken 
Bui if you are found again, then all must come out. I am sure, Mr. Holmes, that 
we are very much indebted to you ^r having cleared the matter up, I wish I knew 
how you reach your results.” ‘ 

‘I reached this one,” said my friend, “by sitting upon five pillows and consuming 
an ounce of shag. I think, Watson, that if we drive to Baker Street we shall )ust be 
in time for breakfast.” 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE BLUE CARBUNCLE 

I BAD called upon my friend Sherlock Holmes upon the second morning after 
Christmas, with the intention of wishing him the compliments of the season. He 
was lounging upon the sofa in a purple dressing-gown, a pipe-rack within his reach 
upon the right, and a pile of crumpled morning papers, evidently newly studied, 
near at hand. Beside the couch was a wooden chair, and on the angle of the back 
hung a very seedy and disreputable hard-felt hat, much the worse for wear, and 
cracked in several places. A lens and a forceps lying upon the seat of the chair 
suggested that the hat had been suspended in this manner for the purpose of 
examination. 

“You are engaged,” said I; “perhaps I interrupt you.” 

“N^ at all. I am glad to have a friend with whom I can discuss my results. The 
matta is a perfectly trivial one”— he jerked his thumb in the direction of the old 
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hat— *l3ut theie are points in connection with it which are not entirely devoid of 
interest and even of instruction.'’ 

I seated in his armchair and warmed my hands before his crackling fire» 
for a sharp frost had set in, and the windows were thick with the ice crystals. "I 
suppose/* I remarked, "that, homely as it looks, this thing has some deadly story 
linked on to it— that it is the clue which will guide you in the solution of some 
mystery and the punishment of some crime." 

"No, no. No crime,” said Sherlock Holmes, laughing. "Only one of those whimsi- 
cal little incidents which will happen when you have four million human beings 
all jostling each other within the space of a few square miles. Amid the action and 
reaction of so dense a swarm of humanity, every possible combination of events 
may be expected to take place, and many a little problem will be presented which 
may be striking and bizarre without being criminal. We have already had experi- 
ence of such.” 

"So much so,” I remarked, "that of the last six cases which I have added to iny 
notes, three have been entirely fiec of any legal crime.” 

"Precisely. You allude to my attempt to recover the Irene Adler papers, to the 
singular case of Miss Mary Sutherland, and to the adventure of the man with the 
twisted lip. Well, I have no doubt that this small matter will fall into the same 
innocent category. You know Peterson, the commissionaire^” 

"Yes.” 

"It IS to him that this trophy belongs.” 

"It is his hat.*’ 

"No, no; he found it. Its owner is unknown. I beg that you will look upon 
it not as a battered billycock bat as an intellectual problem. And, first, as to how 
it came here. It arrived upon Christmas morning, in company with a good fat goose, 
which is, I have no doubt, roasting at this moment in front of Peterson’s fire. The 
facts are these: about four o'cl(x:k on Christmas morning, Peterson, who, as you 
know, is a very honest fellow, was returning from some small jollification and was 
making his way homeward down Tottenham Court Road. In front of him he saw, 
in the gaslight, a tallish man, walking with a slight stagger, and carrying a \shite 
goose slung over his shoulder. As he reached the comer of Goodge Street, a row 
broke out between this stranger and a little knot of roughs. One of the latter 
knocked off the man's hat, on which be raised his stick to defend himself and, 
swinging it over his head, smashed the shop window behind him. Peterson had 
rushed forward to protect the stranger from his assailants; but the man, shocked 
at having broken the window, and seeing an official-looking person in uniform 
rushing towards him, dropped his goose, took to his heels, and vanished amid the 
labyrinth of small streets which lie at the back of Tottenham Court Road. The 
roughs had also fled at the appearance of Peterson, so that he was left in possession 
of the field of battle, and also of the spoils of victory in the shape of this bat- 
tered hat and a most unimpeachable Chnstmas goose.” 

"Which surely he restored to their owner?/' 

"My dear fellow, there lies the problem. It is true that 'For Mrs. Henry Baker’ 
was printed upon a small card which was tied to the bird's left leg, and it is also 
irue that the initials *H. B.’ are legible upon the lining of this hat; but as there are 
some thousands of Bakers, and some hundreds of Henry Bakers in this city of ours, 
it is not easy to restore lost property to any one of them." 

"What, then, did Peterson do?” 
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**He brought round both hat and goose to me on Christmas morning, kncn^ing 
that even the smallest problems are of interest to me. The goose we retained 
until this morning, when there were signs that, in spite of the slight frost, it would 
be well that it should be eaten without unnecessary delay. Its finder has carried 
it off, therefore, to fulfil the ultimate destiny of a goose, while I continue to retain 
Ihe hat of the unknown gentleman who lost his Christmas dinner/' 

*"Did he not advertise?” 

“No.” 

“Then, what clue could you have as to his identity?” 

“Only as much as we can deduce.” 

“From his hat?” 

“Precisely.” 

“But you are joking. What can you gather from this old battered felt?” 

“Here is my lens. You know my methods. What can you gather yourself as to 
the individuality of the man who has worn this article?” 

j look the tattered object in my hands and turned it over rather ruefully. It was 
a very ordinary black hat of the usual round shape, hard and much the worse foi 
wear. The lining had been of red silk, but was a good deal discoloured. There was 
no maker’s name; but, as Holmes had remarked, the initials “H. B.” were scrawled 
upon one side. It was pierced m the brim for a hat-securei, but the elastic was 
missing For the rest, it was rratked, exceedingly dusty, and spotted in several 
places, although there ‘teemed to have been some attempt to hide the discoloured 
patches by siTiearing them with ink. 

“I can see nothing/' said I, handing it back to my friend. 

“On the contrary, Watson, you can see everything. You fail, however, to reason 
from what you see. You are too timid in drawing your inferences.” 

“Then, pray tell rnc what it is tl^t you can infer from this hat?” 

He picked it up and gazed at if in the peculiar introspective fashion which was 
characteristic of him, “It is perhaps less suggestive than it might have been,” he 
remarked, “and yet there are a few inferences which are very distinct, and a few 
others which represent at least a strong balance of probability. That the man was 
highly intellectual is of course obvious upon the face of it, and also that he was 
fairly well-to-do within the last three years, although he has now fallen upon evil 
days. He had foresight, but has less now than formerly, pointing to a moral retro- 
gression, which, when taken with the decline of his fortunes, seems to indicate 
some evil influence, probably drink, at work upon him. This may account also for 
the obvious fact that his wife has ceased to love him.” 

“My dear Holmes!” 

“He has, however, retained some degree of self-respect,” he continued, disre- 
garding my remonstrance. “He is a man who leads a sedentary life, goes out little, 
is out of training entirely, is middle-aged, has grizzled hair which he has had cut 
within the last few days, and which he anoints with lime-cream. These arc the 
more patent facts which are to be deduced from his hat. Also, by the way, that it 
is extremely improbable that he has gas laid on in his house.” 

“You are certainly joking, Holmes,” 

“Not in the least. Is it possible that even now, when I give you these results, 
you are unable to sec how they arc attained?” 

“1 have no doubt that I am very stupid, but I must confess that I am unable to 
follow^ou. For example, how did you deduce that this man was intellectual?” 
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F'jr answer Holmes clapped the hat upon his head It came right o^e^ the fore- 
head and settled upon the bridge of his nose ''It is a question of cubic capacity/' 
said he. "a man with so large a brain must have something in it *' 

'The decline of his fortunes, then’*’ 

'This hat IS thiee years old. These flat brims curled at the edge tame in then. 
It IS a hat of the ver\' best quality. 1 ocA at the baud of ribbed silk and the excellent 
lining If this man could afford to buy so expensive a hat three years ago, and has 
had no hat since, then he has assuredly gone down in the world.” 

‘'Well, that IS clear enough, certainly But how' about the foresight and the 
moral retrogression?” 

Sherlock Holmes laughed. "Here is the foresight/’ said he, putting his finger 
upon tne little disc and loop of the hat-sccurei. 'They are never sold upon hats 
It ihis man ordered one, il is a sign of a certain amount of loresight, since lie went 
o ^ of his way lo take this precaution ag'iinst the wind But since we see that he 
ius biokeii elastic and has not troubled to replicc it, il is obvious that he 
nas less foresight now^ than fonneiiy. which is a diotiiict pTO(>f f a weakening 
nature On the other hand he has endeavoured to conceal some ot these stams 
open the fell bv daubing them with mk, which is a sign that he has not eutueiv 
)os‘ h^s stihrospo t 

reas >rong is certainly plausible/' 

The iuithfr pouiN, ^ha^ he is middle-aged, that his iuu r gnz/led that it has 
Dcen rttentU .ut and that he cses iiinf -cieam, aie ill to be gath^icd horn a cl )se 
examinatii n ot ihe lower part the hnmg ITie lens d^dovs j iirtc number of 
hair-cnuo, dean cut by the .uiivjrs of the barber Tuey ^ll ipixar to be adhesive 
and there js a distinct odour ot lime cieam Diis du't, you wiil 'bjerve, .s not the 
gritty, gray dust of the street but the fluffy brown oust ot rlie house, showing that 
it has been hung uj) mdocrj most of the time whil'' the marks of moistme upon 
"ht inside arc proot positive that the wearer perspired '"'ry Tv-fh, and could tluic- 
for^", haialv be ii\ the best of training ” 

"But ms wife— you ^aid that she had ceased to love hiri ' 

‘Hits har has not been brushed lor v^teks Wh(ii i see you xny rlcar Witson, 
wuh a week's accumulation of dust upon your hat, and when your wife allows sou 
to go out m such a state, I shall rear that you also have been untoitunate enough 
to lose your wife's affection ” 

"But he might be a bachelor ” 

"Nay, he was bringing home the goo^e as a peace-offeung to his wife R^'uitmbcr 
the card upon the bird's leg ” 

"You have an answer to everything. But how on eaith do you deduce that the 
gas IS not laid on in his house?” 

"One tallow stain, or even two, might come by chance; but when I see no less 
than five, I think that there can be little doubt that the individual must be brought 
into frequent contact with burning tallow— walks upstairs at night probably with 
his hat in one hand and a guttering candle in the other. Anyhow, he never got 
tallow-stams from a gas-jet. Are you satisfied?” 

"Well, it is very ingenious/' said I, laughing; ‘l^ut since, as you said just now, 
there has been no enme committed, and no harm done save the loss of a goose, 
all this seems to be rather a waste of energy ” 

Sherlock Holmes had opened his mouth to reply, when the door flew open, and 
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Peterson, the commissionaire, rushed into the apartment with flushed cheeks and 
the face of a man who is dazed with astonishment 

'The goose, Mr. Holmesl The goose, sir!" he gasped. 

"Eh? What of it, then? Has it returned to life and flapped off through the 
kitchen window?" Holmes twisted himself round upon the sofa to get a fairer view 
of the man's excited face. 

"See here, sirl See what my wife found in its cropi" He held out his hand and 
displayed upon the centre of the palm a brilliantly scintillating blue stone, rather 
smaller than a bean in size, but of such purity and radiance that it twinkled like an 
electric point in the dark hollow of his hand. 

Sherlock Holmes sat up with a whistle. “By Jove, Petersonr said he, “this is 
treasure trove indeed. I suppose you know what you have got?" 

“A diamond, sir? A precious stone. It cuts into glass as though it were putty." 

“It's more than a precious stone. It is the precious stone.” 

“Not the Countess of Morcar's blue carbuncle!” I ejaculated. 

“Precisely so. I ought to know its size and shape, seeing that I have read the 
advertisement about it in The Times every day lately. It is absolutely unique, and 
its value can only be conjectured, but the reward offered of £1000 is certainly not 
within a twentieth part of the market pnee.” 

“A thousand pounds! Great Lord of mercy!” The commissionaire plumped down 
into a chair and stared from one to the other of us. 

“Tliat is the reward, and I have reason to know that there are sentimental con- 
sideraboiis in the background which would induce the Countess to part with half 
her fortune if she could but recover the gem." 

“It was lost, if I remember aright, at the Hotel Cosmopolitan,” I remarked. 

“Precisely so, on December 22<i, just five days ago. John Horner, a plumber, 
was accused of having abstracted it from the lady's jewel-case. The evidence against 
him was so strong that the case has been referred to the Assizes. I have some 
account of the inattei here, I believe.” He rummaged amid his newspapers, glancing 
over the dates, until at last he smoothed one out, doubled it over, and read thp 
following paragraph. 

"Hotel Cosmopolitan Jewel Robbery. John Homer, 26, plumber, was 
brought up upon the charge of having upon the iid inst., abstracted from 
the jewel-case of the Countess of Morcar the valuable gem known as the 
blue carbuncle. James Ryder, upper-attendant at the hotel, gave his evidence 
to the effect that he had shown Homer up to the dressing-room of the 
Countess of Morcar upon the day of the robbery in order that he might 
solder the second bar of the grate, which was loose. He had remained with 
Homer some little time, but had finally been called away. On returning, he 
found that Horner had disappeared, that the bureau had been forced open, 
and that the small morocco casket in which, as it afterwards transpired, 
the Countess was accustomed to keep her jewel, was lying empty upon the 
dressing-table. Ryder instantly gave the alarm, and Homer was arrested the 
same evening; but the stone could not be found either upon his person or in 
his rooms. Catherine Cusack, maid to the Countess, deposed to having heard 
Ryder's cry of dismay on discovering the robbery, and to having rushed into 
the room, where she found matters as described by the last witness. Inspector 
^radstreet, B division, gave evidence as to the arrest of Homer, who stmggled 
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frantically, and protested his innocence in the strongest terms. Evidence of 
a previous conviction for robbery having been given against the prisoner, 
the magistrate refused to deal summarily with the offence, but referred it to 
the Assizes. Homer, who had shown signs of intense emotion during the 
proceedings, fainted away at the conclusion and was carried out of court. 

*^HumI So much for the police-court,"' said Holmes thoughtfully, tossing aside the 
paper. "The question for us now to solve is the sequence of events leading from 
a rifled jewel-case at one end to the crop of a goose in Tottenham Court Road at 
the other. You see, Watson, our little deductions have suddenly assumed a much 
more important and less innocent aspect. Here is the stone; the stone came from 
the goose, and the goose came from Mr. Henry Baker, the gentleman with the 
bad hat and all the other characteristics with which I have bored you. So now we 
must set ourselves very seriously to finding this gentleman and ascertaining what 
part he has played in this little mystery. To do this, we must try the simplest 
means first, and these lie undoubtedly in an advertisement in all the evening 
papers. If this fail, I shall have recourse to other methods." 

”What will you say?" 

"Give me a pencil and that slip of paper. Now, then: 

"Found at the comer of Goodge Street, a goose and a black felt hat. Mr. 
Henry Baker can have the same by applying at 6:^o this evening at 221B, 
Baker Street. 

That is clear and concise,” 

"Very, But will he see it?" 

"Well, he is sure to keep an eye on the papers, since, to a poor man, the loss was 
a heavy one. He was clearly so scared by his mischance in breaking the window and 
by the approach of Peterson that he thought of nothing but flight, but since then 
he must have bitterly regretted the impulse which caused him to drop his bird. 
'Fhen, again, the introduction of hm name will cause him to see it, for everyone 
who knows him will direct his attention to it. Here you arc, Peterson, run down 
to the advertising agency and have this put in the evening papers." 

"In which, sii?" 

"Oh, in the Globe, Star, Pall Mall, St. James's, Evening News Standard, Echo, 
and any othen that occur to you," 

"Very well, sir. And this stone?" 

“Ah, yes, I shall keep the stone. Thank you. And, I say, Peterson, |ust buy a 
goose on your way back and leave it here with me, for we must have one to give 
to this gentleman in place of the one which your family is now devouring." 

When the commissionaire had gone. Holmes took up the stone and held it 
against the light, "It's a bonny thing," said he. "Just see how it glints and sparkles. 
Of course it is a nucleus and focus of crime. Every good stone is. They are the 
devil's pet baits. In the larger and older jewels every facet may stand for a bloody 
deed. This stone is not yet twenty years old. It was found in the banks of the 
Amoy River in southern China and is remarkable in having every characteristic of 
the carbuncle, save that it is blue in shade instead of ruby red. In spite of its 
youth, it has already a sinister history. There have been two murders, a vitriol- 
throwing, a suicide, and several robberies brought about for the sake of this forty- 
grain weight of crystallized charcoal. Who would think that $0 pretty a toy would 
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be a purveyor to the gallows and the prison? I'll lock it op in my strong box now 
and drop a line to toe Countess to say toat we have it” 

"Do you think that this man Homer is innocent?” 

”I cannot tell.” 

*Well, then, do yon imagine that this other one, Henry Baker, had anything 
to do with the matter?” 

”It is, I think, much more Ukely that Ueniy Baker is an absolutely innocent 
man, who had no idea that the bird which he was carrying was of considerably 
more value than if it were made of solid gold. That, however, I shall determine 
by a very simple test if we have an answer to <air advertisement." 

"And you can do nothing until then?” 

“Nothing.” 

"In that case I shall continue my professional round. But I shall come back in 
the evening at the hour vou have mentioned, for 1 should like to see the solution, 
of so tangled a business.” 

“Very glad to see you. I dine at seven. There is a woodcock, I believe. By the 
way, in view of recent occurrences, perhaps i ought to ask Mrs. Hudson to examine 
its crop." 

1 had been delayed at a case, and it was a little after half-iiast six when I found 
myself in Baker btreet once more. As I approached the house 1 saw a tall man 
in a Scotch bonnet with a coat which was buttoned up to his chin waiting outside 
in the bright semicircle which was thrown from the fanlight. Just as 1 arrived the 
door was opened, and we were shown up together to Ilolmts’s room. 

“Mr. Henrv Baker, I believe,’" suid he, rising from his armchair and greeting his 
visitor with the easy air of geniality winch he could so readily assume “Pray take 
this chair by the fire, Mr. Bak jr. It is a cold night, and I observe that your circula- 
tion is more adapted for summer'than for winter. Ah, Watson, you have just come 
at the nght time. Is that your hat, Mr. Baker?” 

*Tes, sir, that is undoubtedly my hat.” 

He was a large man wito rounded shoulders, a massive head, and a broad, intel- 
ligent face, sloping down to a pointed beard of grizzled brown. A touch of red in 
nose and cheeks, with a slight tremor of his extended hand, recalled Holmes's sur- 
mise as to his habits. His rusty black frock-coat was buttoned nght up in front, 
with the collar turned up, and bis lank wrists protruded from his sleeves without a 
sign of cuff or shirt. He spoke in a slow staccato fashion, choosing his words with 
care, and gave the impression generally of a man of learning and letters who bad 
had ill-usage at the hands of fortune. 

“W'c have retained these things for some days,” said Holmes, “because we ex- 
pected to see an advertisement from you giving your address. 1 am at a loss to 
know now why you did not advertise.” 

Our visitor gave a rather shamefaced laugh. "Shillings have not been so plentiful 
with me as they once were," he ••emarked. “I had no doubt that the gang of roughs 
who assaulted me had carried off both my hat and the bird. I did not care to spend 
more money in a hopeless attempt at recovering them.” 

“Very naturally. By the way, about the bird, we were compelled to eat it.” 

“To eat itl" Our visitor half rose from his chair in his excitement. 

“Yes, it would have been of no use to anyone had we not done so. But I presume 
that this other goose upon the sideboard, which is about toe same weight and 
perf^ly fresh, will answer your purpose equally well?” 
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‘X}h, cettainly, certainly /' answered Mr. Baker widi a sigh of rdief . 

XH course, we stiQ hawe the feathers, legs, ctt^ and so on of your own bird, to 
if you wish—” 

The ntan burst into a hearty laugh. 'Tliey might be useful to me as relict of my 
adventure,” said he, ”but b^ond that I can hardly see what use the di^ta 
memhitf of my late acquaintance are going to be to me. No, sir, I think that, with 
your petmissitm, I will confine my attentions to the ocellent bird which I perceive 
upon the sideboard." 

Sherlock Holmes glanced sharply across at me with a slight shrug t>f his 
shoulders. 

"There is your hat, then, and there your bird,” said he. "By the way, would it 
bore you to tell me where you got the other one from? 1 am somewhat of a fowl 
fancier, and I have seldom seen a better grown goose.” 

"Certainly, sir,” said Baker, who had risen and tucked his newly gained property 
under his atm. "There are a few of us who frequent the Alp^ Inn, neat the 
Museum— we are to be found in the Museum itself during the day, you understand. 
This year our good host, Windigate by name, instituted a goose dub, by which, on 
consideration of some few pence every week, we were each to receive a bird at 
Christmas. My pence were duly paid, and the rest is familiar to you. 1 am much 
indebted to you, su, for a Scotch bonnet is fitted neitha to my years nor my 
gravity.” WiA a comical pomposity of manner he bowed solemnly to both of us 
and strode off upon his way. 

"So much for Mr. Henry Baker,” said Holmes when he had dosed the door 
behind him. "It is quite certain that he knows nothing whatever about the nutter. 
Are you hungry, Watson?” 

"Not particuisrly.” 

"Then I suggest that we turn our dinner into a supper and follow up this clue 
while it is still hot.” 

"By all means.” 

It was a bitter night, so we drew on our ulsters and wrapped cravats about our 
throats. Outside, the stars were shining coldly in a doudless sky, end the breath of 
the passers-by blew out into smoke like so many pistol shots. Our footfalls rang 
out crisply and loudly as we swung through the doctors’ quarter, Wimpole Street, 
Harley Street, and so through Wigmore Street into Oxford Street. In a quarter of 
an hour we were in Bloomsbury at the Aldu Inn, which is a small public-house 
at the comer of one of the streets which runs down into Holbom. Holmes pushed 
open the door of the private bar and ordered two glasses of beer from the ruddy- 
faced, white-aproned landlord. 

"Your beer should be excellent if it is as good as your geese,” said he. 

“My geeset” The man seemed surprised. 

‘Tes. I was speaking only half an hour ago to Mr. Henry Baker, who was a mem- 
ber of your goose club.” 

"Ah! yes, I see. But you see, sir, diem’s not our geese.” 

“Indeed! Whose, then?” 

"Well, I get the two dozen from a salesman in Covent Garden.” 

"Inde(^? I know some of them. Which was it?" 

"Breckinridge is his name.” 

"Ah! I don’t know him. Well, here’s your good health, landlord, and prosperity 
to your house. Good-night. 
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*Now for Mr. Breckinridge,” he cmtinoed, buttoning ap h» coit at we came 
out into the frosty air. “Remember, Watson, that tiiongh we have so homely a 
i-hing as a goose at one end of this chain, we have at the other a man who will 
certainly get seven yean’ penal servitude imless we can etablisb his innocence. It 
is possible that our inquiry may but confirm his guilt; but, in any case, we have a 
line oi investigation which has been missed by the police, and which a singular 
chance has {daced in our hands. Let u$ follow it out to the bitter end. Faces to the 
sooth, then, and quick maichl” 

We passed across Holbom, down Enddl Street, and so through a zigzag of slums 
to Covent Garden Market. One of the largest stalls bore the name of Breckinridge 
upon it, and the proprietor, a horsy'looking man, with a sharp fece and tnm side- 
whisken, was hdping a boy to put up the shutters. 

“Good-evening. It's a cold night,” said Holmes. 

The salesman nodded and shot a questioning glance at my companion. 

“Sold out of geese, I see,” continued Holmes, pointing at the bare slabs of 
marble. 

“Let you have five hundred to-morrow morning." 

‘That’s no good.” 

“Well, there are some on the stall with the gas-flare.” 

“Ah, but I was recommended to you.” 

“Who by?” 

*The laiidlord of the Alpha.” 

“Oh, yes; 1 sent him a couple of dozen.” 

"Fine birds they were, too. Now where did you get them from?” 

To my surprise the question provoked a burst of anger from the salesman. 

“Now, then, mister,” said he, with his head cocked and his arms akimbo, what 
are you driving at? Let’s have it straight, now." 

“It is straight enough. I should like to know who sold you the geese which you 
supplied to the Alpha." 

“Well, then, I shan’t tell you. So now!" 

"Oh, it is a matter of no importance; but I don’t know why you should be so 
warm over such a trifle.” 

“Warm! You’d be as warm, maybe, if you were as pestered as I am. When I pay 
good money for a good article there should be an end of the business; but it’s 
‘Where are the geese?’ and ‘Who did you sell the geese to?’ and ‘What will you 
take for the geese?’ One would think they were the only geese in the world, to hear 
the fuss that is made over them.” 

“Well, I have no connection with any other people who have been making in- 
quiries,” said Hrdmes carelessly. “If you won’t tell us the bet is off, that is all. 
But I’m always ready to back my opinion on a matter of fowls, and I have a fiver 
on it titat the bird I ate is cotintry bred.” 

"Well, then, you’ve lost your fiver, for it’s town bred,” snapped the salesman. 

“It’s nothing of the kind.” 

“I say it is.” 

“I don’t believe it.” 

“D’you think you know more about fowb than I, who have handled them ever 
since I was a nipper? I tell you, all those birds that went to the Alpha were town 
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“You’ll never persuade me to believe that.” 
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"Will you bet, then?" 

"It's merely taking your money, for I know that I am right. But I'll have a 
sovereign on with you, just to teach you not to be obstinate.” 

The salesman chuckled grimly. "Bring me the books, Bill,” said he. 

'The small boy brought round a small thin volume and a great greasy-backed 
one, laying them out together beneath the hanging lamp. 

"Now then, Mr. Cocksure," said the salesman, "I thought that I was out of 
geese, but before I finish you'll find that there is still one left in my shop. You 
see this little book?" 

"Well?” 

"That's the list of the folk from whom I buy. D’you see? Well, then, here on 
this page are the country folk, and the numbers after their names are where their 
accounts are in the big ledger. Now, then! You see this other page in red ink? Well, 
that is a list of my town suppliers. Now, look at that third name. Just read it out 
to me.” 

"Mrs. Oakshott, 117, Brixton Road— >49,” read Holmes. 

"Quite SO. Now turn that up in the ledger.” 

Holmes turned to the page indicated. "Here you are, 'Mrs. Oakshott, 117, 
Brixton Road, egg and poultry supplier.' ” 

"Now, then, what’s the last entry?" 

" ‘December aid. Twenty-four geese at 6d.’ ” 

"Quite so. There you are. And underneath?” 

"'Sold to Mr. Windigate of the Alpha, at las.’ ” 

“What have you to say now?” 

Sherlock Holmes looked deeply chagrined. He drew a sovereign from his pocket 
and threw it down upon the slab, turning away with the air of a man whose disgust 
is too deep for wor^. A few yards off he stopped under a lamp-post and laughed 
in the hea^, noiseless fashion which was peculiar to him. 

"When you see a man with whiskers of that cuf and the 'Pink 'un' protruding 
out of his pocket, you can always draw him by a bet,” said he. "I daresay that if I 
had put £100 down in front of him, that man would not have given me such com- 
plete information as was drawn from him by the idea that he was doing me on a 
wager. Well, Watson, we are, I fancy, nearing the end of our quest, and the only 
point which remains to be determined is whether we shoold go on to this Mrs. 
Oakshott to-night, or whether we should reserve it foe to-morrow. It is clear from 
what that surly fellow said that there are others besides ourselves who are anxious 
about the matter, and 1 should — ” 

His remarks were suddenly cut short by a loud hubbub which broke out from 
the stall which we hgd just left. Turning round we saw a little rat-faoed fellow 
standing in the centre (d the circle of ydlow light which was tbrown by tiie swing- 
ing lamp, while Breckinridge, tire salesman, framed in the door of his stall, was 
shaking his fists fiercely at the cringing figure. 

"I've had enough of you and your geese,” he shouted. "I wish you were all at 
the devil together. If you come pesterirrg me any more with your silly talk I'll set 
the dog at you. You bring Mn. Oakshott here and I'll answer ha, but what 
have you to do with it? Did I buy die geese off you?” 

"No; but one of them was mirre all the same,” whined die litde man. 

"WeU, then, ask Mis. Oakdiott for if.” 

‘ 9 he told me to ask you.” 
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*WeIl, you can ask the King of Proosia, for all I care. Tvp had enough of it. Get 
out of this!" He rushed fiercely forward, and the inquirer flitted away into the 
darkness. 

**Hal this may save us a visit to Brixton Road," whispered Holmes. "Come with 
me, and we will see what is to be made of this feUow." Striding through the scat- 
tered knots of people who lounged round the flaring stalls, my companion speedily 
overtook the little man and touched him upon the shoulder. He sprang round, and 
I could see in the gas-light that every vestige of colour had been driven from his 
face. 

"Who arc you, then? What do you want?" he asked in a quavering voice, 

"You will excuse me," said Holmes blandly, "but I could not help overhearing 
the questions which you put to the salesman just now. I think that I could be of 
assistance to you." 

"You? Who are you? How could you know anything of the matter?" 

"My name is Sherlock Holmes. It is my business to know what other people 
don't know." 

"But you can know nothing of this?" 

"Excuse me, I know everything of it. You are endeavouring to trace some geese 
which were sold by Mrs. Oakshott, of Brixton Road, to a salesman named 
Breckinridge, by him in turn to Mr. Windigate, of the Alpha, and by him to his 
club, of which Mr. Henry Baker is a member." 

“Oh, sir, you are the very man whom I have longed to meet," cried the little 
fellow with outstretched hands and quivering fingers. "I can hardly explain to you 
how interested I am in this matter." 

Sherlock Holmes hailed a four-wheeler which was passing. "In that case we had 
better discuss it in a cosy room rather than in this wind-swept market-place," said 
he. "But pray tell me, before we go farther, who it is that I have the pleasure of 
assisting." 

The man hesitated for an instant. "My name is John Robinson," he answered 
with a sidelong glance. 

"No, no; the real name," said Holmes sweetly. "It is always awkward doing 
business with an alias." 

A flush sprang to the white cheeks of the stranger. "Well, then," said he, "my 
real name is James Ryder." 

"Precisely so. Head attendant at the Hotel Cosmopolitan. Pray step into the cab, 
and I shall soon be able to tell you everything which you would wish to know." 

The little man stood glancing from one to the other of us with half-frightened, 
half-hopeful eyes, as one who is not sure whether be is on the verge of a windfall or 
of a catastrophe. Then he stepped into the cab, and in half an hour we were back 
in the sitting-room at Baker Street. Nothing had been said during our drive, but 
the high, thin breathing of our new companion, and the claspings and unclaspings 
of his hands, spoke of the nervous tension within him. 

"Here we arel” said Holmes cheerily as we filed into the room. The fire looks 
very seasonable in this weather. You look cold, Mr. Ryder. Pray take the basket- 
chair. I will just put on my slippers before we settle this little matter of youn. 
Now, then I You want to know what became of those geese?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Or^ther, I fancy, of that goose. It was one bird, I imagine, in which you were 
interemd— white, with a black bar across the tail." 
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Ryder quivered with emotion. “Oh, sir," he cried, "can you tell me where it 
went to?" 

“It came here." 

“Here?" 

“Yes, and a most remarkable bird it proved. I don’t wonder that you should take 
an interest in it. It laid an egg after it was dead-the bonniest, brightest little blue 
egg that ever was seen. I have it here in my museum." 

Our visitor staggered to his feet and clutched the mantelpiece with hus right 
hand. Holmes unlocked his strong-box and held up the blue carbuncle, which 
shone out like a star, with a cold, brilliant, many-pointed radiance. Ryder stood 
glaiing with a drawn face, uncertain whether to claim <a to disown it. 

“The game’s up, Ryder," said Holmes quietly. “Hold up, man, or you'll be 
into the firel Give him an arm back into his chdr, Watson. He’s not got blood 
enough to go in for fdony with impunity. Give him a dash of brandy. Sot Now 
he looks a little more human. What a shrimp it is, to be surel" 

For a moment he had staggered and nearly fallen, but the brandy brought a 
tinge of crdour into his chedcs, and he sat staring with frightened eyes at his accuser. 

“1 have almost every link in my hands, and all the proofs which I could possibly 
need, so there is little which you need tell me. Sbll, that little may as well be 
cleared op to make the case complete. You had beard, Ryder, of this blue stone 
of the Countess of Moicar's?” 

“It was Catherine Cusack who told me of it," said he in a crackling voice. 

“1 see— her ladyship’s waiting-maid. Well, the temptation of sudden wealth so 
easily acquired was too much for you, as it has been for better men before you; 
but you were not very scrupulous in the means you used. It seems to me, Ryder, 
that there is the making of a very pretty villain in yon. You knew that this man 
Homer, the plumber, had been concerned in some such matter before, and that 
suspicion would rest the more readily upon him. What did you do, then? You made 
some unall job in my lady’s room— you and your confederate Cusack— and you 
managed that he should be I’ue man sent for. Then, when he had left, you rifled 
the jewel-case, raised the alarm, and had this unfortunate man arrested. You 
then — ” 

Ryder threw himself down suddenly upon the rug and clutched at my com- 
panion’s knees. "For God’s sake, have mercyl" he shrieked. "Think of my fatherl 
of my motherl It would break their hearb. I never went wrong befmel I never will 
again. I swear it. I'll swear it on a Bible. Oh, don’t bring it into courtl For Christ’s 
sake, don’t!" 

“Get back into your chair!” said Holmes sternly. "It is very well to cringe and 
craw] now, but you thou^t little enough of this poor Homer in the dodc for a 
crime of which ^ knew nothing.” 

“I will fly, Mr. Holmes. I will leave the country, sir. Then the charge against 
him will brisk (fown." 

“Hum! We will talk about that. And now let us bear a true account of the next 
act. How came the stone into the goose, and bow came the goose into the open 
market? Tdl us ^ troth, for there lies your only hope of safety." 

Ryder passed his tongue over his parked lips. “I will tell you it just as it hap- 
pen^ sir," said he. “When Homer had been arrested, it seemed to me that it 
would be best for me to get away with the stone at once, for I did not know at 
what moment the police might not take it into their heads to search me aird my 
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room. There was no place about the hotel where it would be safe. I went out, 
as if on some commission, and I made for my sister’s house. She had married a 
man named Oakshott, and lived in Brixton Road, where she fattened fowls for the 
market. All the way there every man 1 met seemed to me to be a policeiiMn or a 
detective; and, for all that it was a cold night, the sweat was pouring down my 
face before I came to the Bruton Road. My sister asked me what was the noatter, 
and why I was so pale; but I told her that I had been upset by the jewel robbery 
at the ^tel. Then I went into the back yard and smoked a jupe, and wondered 
what it would be best to do. 

“I had a friend once called Maodsley, who went to tire bad, and has just been 
serving his time in Pentonville. One day he had met me, and fell into talk about 
the ways of thieves, and how they coidd get rid of what they stole. 1 knew that 
he would be true to me, for I knew one or two thirtgs about him; so I trude up my 
mind to go right on to Kilbum, where he lived, and take him into my confidence. 
He would show me how to turn the stone into money. But how to get to him in 
safety? I thought of tire agonies I had gone through in coming from the hotel. 1 
might at any moment be seized and searched, and there would be the stone in my 
waistcoat pocket. 1 was leaning against the wall at the time and looking at the 
geese which were waddling about round my feet, and suddenly an idea came into 
my head which showed me how I could beat the best detective that ever lived. 

“My sister had told me some weeks before that I might have the pick of her 
geese for a Christmas present, and I knew that she was always as good as her word. 

I would take my goose now, and in it I would cany my stone to Kilbum. There 
was a little shed in the yard, and behind this I drove one of the birds-a fine big 
one, white, with a baned tail. I caught it, and, prymg its bill open, I thrust the 
stone down its throat as far as my fii|ger could reach. The bird gave a gulp, and I 
felt the stone pass along ib gullet and down into ib crop. But the creature flapped 
and struggled, and out came my sister to know what was the matter. As 1 turned 
to speak to her the brute broke loose and fluttered off among the others. 

“ ’Whatever were you doing with that bird, Jem?’ says she. 

“'Well,’ said I, ‘you said you’d give me one for Christmas, and I was feding 
which was the fattest.’ 

“ ‘Oh,’ says she, ‘we’ve set yours aside fm you— Jem’s bird, we call it. It’s tiie big 
white one over yonder. There’s twenty-six of them, which makes (me for you, and 
one for us, and two dozen for tlie market.’ 

“ ‘Thank you, Maggie,’ says I; ‘but if it is all the same to you. I’d rather have 
that one I was handling just now.’ 

“ ‘The other is a good three pound heavier,’ said she, ‘and we fattened it ex- 
pressly for you.’ 

“ ‘Never mind. I’ll have die other, and I’ll take it now,’ said I. 

“ ‘Oh, just as you like,’ said she, a little huffed. ‘Which is it you want, then?’ 

“ ‘lliat white one with the barr^ bil, right in the middle of tte flock.’ 

“ ‘Oh, very well. KiO it and take it with you.’ 

‘Well, I did what she said, Mr. Holmes, and I carried the bird all the way to 
Kilbum. I told my pal what I had done, for he was a man that it was easy to tell 
a thing like that to. He laughed until he chcdced, and we got a knife and opened 
the goose. My heart turned to water, for there was no sign of die stone, and I 
knew thg^scnne terrible mistake had occurred. 1 left the Irird, rushed bed; to my 
sistet’s, and hurried into the beck yard. There was not a Intd to be seen there. 
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" ‘Where are they all, Maggie?' I cried. 

‘Gone to the dealer's, Jem.^ 

-Which dealer’s?' 

- ‘Breckinridge, of Covent Garden.' 

“ ‘But was there another with a barred tail?' I asked, 'the same as the one I 
chose?' 

“‘Yes, Jem; there were two barred-tailed ones, and I could never tdl them 
apart.’ 

“Well, then, of course I saw it all, and I ran off as hard as my feet would carry 
me to this man Breckinridge; but he had sold the lot at once, and not one word 
would he tell me as to where they had gone. You heard him yourselves to-night. 
Well, he has always answered me like that. My sister thinks that I am going mad. 
Sometimes I think that I am myself. And now— and now I am myself a branded 
thief, without ever having touched the wealth for which I sold my character. God 
help me! God help me!’’ He burst into convulsive sobbing, with his face buried 
in his hands. 

There was a long silence, broken only by his heavy breathing, and by the meas- 
ured tapping of Sherlock Holmes’s 6nger-tips upon the edge of the table. Then my 
friend rose and threw open the door. 

“Get outl" said he. 

“What, sirl Oh, Heaven bless youl" 

“No more words. Get out!" 

And no more words were needed There was a rush, a clatter upon the stairs, the 
bang of a door, and the crisp rattle of running footfalls from the street. 

“After all, Watson,” said Holmes, reaching up his hand for his clay pipe, “I am 
not retained by the police to supply their deficiencies. If Homer were in danger 
it would be another thing; but this fellow will not appear against him, and the 
case must collapse. 1 suppose that 1 am commuting a felony, but it is just possible 
that I am saving a soul. This fellow will not go wrong again; he is too terribly fright 
ened. Send him to jail now, and you make him a jail-bird for life. Besides, it is 
the season of forgiveness. Chance has put in our way a most singular and whimsic*al 
problem, and its solution is its own reward. If you will have the goodness to touch 
the bell, Doctor, wc will begin another investigation, in which, also a bird will 
be the chief feature.” 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE SPECKLED BAND 

On glancing over my notes of the seventy odd cases in which I have during the 
last eight years studied the methods of my friend Sherlock Holmes, I find many 
tragic, some comic, a large number merely strange, but none commonplace; for, 
working as he did rather for the love of his art than for the acquirement of wealth, 
he refused to associate himself with any investigation which did not tend towards 
the unusual, and even the fantastic. Of all these varied cases, however, I cannot 
recall any which presented more singular features than dial which was associated 
with the well-known Surrey family of the Roylotts of Stdee Moran The evenb in 



question occuned in the early days of my associatioii with H<^es, when we were 
sharing rooms as bachelon in Baker Street. It is possible that I mi|^t have placed 
them upon recoid before, but a promise of secrecy was made at the time, from 
which I have only been freed during tire last monA by the untimely deatii of the 
lady to whom the {dedge was given. It is perhaps as w^ that the hicts should now 
come to light, for I have reasons to know that there ate wklesptead rumours as to 
the death of Dr. Grimesby Roylott which tend to make the matter even more 
terrible than the truth. 

It was early in April in tiie year '83 that I woke one momihg to find Sherlock 
Holmes standing, fully dressed, by the side of my bed. He was a late riser, as a rule, 
and as the dock on the mantdpiece showed me that it was only a quarter-past 
seven, I blinked up at him in some surprise, and perhaps just a little resentment, 
for I was mysdf regular in my habits. 

‘^oy sorry to kirock you up, Watson,” said he, ”but it's the common lot this 
morning. Mrs. Hudson has bera knocked up, she retorted qpon me, and 1 on you.” 

*What is it, then— a fire?” 

”No; a client. It seems that a young lady has arrived in a considerable state of 
excitement, who insists upon sedng me. She is waiting now in the sitting-room. 
Now, when young ladies wander about the metropolis at this hour of the morning, 
and knock sleepy people up out of their beds, I presume that it is something very 
pressing which they have to communicate. Should it prove to be an interesting 
case, you would, I am sure, wish to follow it from the outset. I thought, at any 
rate, that I should call you and give you tire chance.” 

“My dear fellow, I would not miss it for anything.” 

I had no keener pleasure than in following Holmes in his professional investiga- 
tions, and in admiring the rapid deductioru, as swift as intuitions, and yet always 
founded on a logical basis, with which he unravelled the problems which were sub- 
mitted to him. I rapidly threw on rtqr clothes and was ready in a few minutes to 
accompany my friend down to the sitting-room. A lady dress^ in black and heavily 
veiled, who had been sitting in the window, rose as we entered. 

”Cood-moming, madam,” said Holmes cheerily. ”My name is Sherlock Holmes. 
This is my intimate friend and associate. Dr. Watson, before whom you can speak 
as freely as before myself. Hal I am glad to see that Mn. Hudson has had the good 
sense to light the fire. Pray draw up to it, and 1 shall order you a cup of hot coffee, 
for I observe that you are shivering.” 

”It is not cold which makes me shiva,” said the woman in a low voice, changing 
her seat as requested. 

“What, then?" 

“It is fear, Mr. Holmes. It is terror,” She raised her veil as she spoke, and we 
could see that she was indeed in a pitiable state of agitation, her face all drawn and 
gray, with restless, frightened eyes, like those of some hunted animal. Her features 
and figure were those of a woman of thirty, but her hair was shot with premature 
gray, and her expression was weary and haggard. Sherlock Holmes ran her over with 
one of his quick, all-comprehensive g^nces. 

“You must not fear," said he soothingly, bending forward and patting her fore- 
arm. “We shall soon set matters right, I have no doubt You have come in by 
train this morning, I see.” 

“Yor know me, ttien?” 

“No, but I observe the second half of a return tideet in the pahn of your left 





I^kne. You matt have ituted eariy, and yet you had a good drive in a dog-oart, 
along heavy roads, before you readied the station.’* 

The lady gave a violent start and stared in hewilderment ai my companion. 

There is no mystery, my dev madam,” said he, smilmg. The left am of your 
jacket is qMttered with mud in no less than seven places. The marks are perfectly 
fresh. There is no vehicle save a dog-cart which dirows up mud in that way, nd 
then only when you sit on the left-hand side of the driver.” 

"Whatever your reasons may be, you are perfectly conecC sakl she. "I started 
from home bdfore six, reached Leatiierhead at twenty past, and came in by the 
first train to Waterloo. Sir, I can stand this strain no longer; I shall go mad if it 
continues. I have no one to turn to-none, save only one, who cates iot me, and he, 
poor fdlow, can be of little aid. I have heard of you, Mr. Hobnes; I have heard 
of you from Mn. Farintosh, whmn you hdped in the hour of her sore need. It 
was from her tfiat 1 had your address. Oh, sir, do you not think that you could 
hdp me, too, and at least throw a Uttle light through the dense darkness which 
surrounds me? At present it is out of my power to reward you for your services, but 
in a month or six. weeks I shall be married, with flie control of my own income, 
and then at least you shall not find me ungrateful.” 

Holmes turned to his desk and, unlocking it, drew out a small case-book, which 
he consulted. 

’Taiintosh,” said he. *Ah yes, I recall the case; it was concerned with an <^1 
tiara. I think it was before your time, Watson. I can only say, madam, that 1 shall 
be happy to devote the same care to your case as I did to that of your friend. As to 
reward, my profession is its own reward; but you are at liberty to defray whatever 
expenses I iruy be put to, at the time which suib you best. And now I beg that 
you will lay before us everything that may help us in forming an opinion upon 
the matter.” 

"Alasl” replied our visitor, "the very horror of my situation lies in the fact that 
m/ fears are so vague, and my suspicions (tepend so entirely upon small points, 
which might seem trn^ to another, that even he to whom ci all others I have a 
right to look for help and advice looks upon all that I teD him about it as the 
fancies of a nervous woman. He does not say so, but I can read it from his soothing 
answers and averted eyes. But 1 have heard, Mr. Holmes, that you can see deeply 
into the manifold wickedness of the Liiman heart. You may advise me how to 
walk amid the dangen which encompass me.” 

"I am all attention, madam.” 

“My name is Helm Stoner, and I am living with my stepfother, who u the 
last survivor of one of the oldest Saxon families m England, the Roylotb of Stoke 
Moran, on the western border of Surrey.” 

Holmes nodded his head. "The name is familiar to me,” said he. 

"The family was at one time among the nchest in England, and the estates 
extended over the borders into Beticshire in the nortii, and Hampshire in tiie west. 
In the last century, however, four successive heirs were of a dissolute and wasteful 
disposition, and tte family ruin was eventually completed by a gambler in the 
days of the Regency. Nothmg was left save a few acres of ground, and the two- 
hundred-year-<dd house, which is itself crushed under a heavy mortgage. The last 
squire dragged out his existence there, living the horrible life of an aristocmtic 
pauper, but his only son, my stqibther, seeing that he must adapt himself to tiie 
new amditions, obtained an advance from a rdatrve, wlndi enabled him to take a 
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medka) degree and went out to Calcutta, where, by his professional skill and his 
force of character, he established a large practice. In a fit of anger, however, 
caused by some robberies which had been perpetrated in the bouse, he beat his 
native butler to death and narrowly escaped a capital sentence. As it was, he suf- 
fered a long term of imprisonment and afterwards returned to England a morose 
and disappointed man. 

“When Dr. Roylott was in India he married my mother, Mrs. Stoner, the young 
widow of Major-General Stoner, of the Bengal Artillery. My sister Julia and I were 
twins, and we were only two yean old at the time of my mother’s re-marriage. 
She had a considerable sum of money-not less than £1000 a ycar-and this she 
bequeathed to Dr. Roylott entirely while we resided with him, with a provision 
that a certain annual sum should be allowed to each of us in the event of our 
marriage. Shortly after our return to England my mother died— she was killed eight 
years ago in a railway accident near Crewe. Dr. Roylott then abandoned his at- 
tempts to establish himself in practice in London and took us to live with him in 
the old ancestral house at Stoke Moran. The money which my mother had left 
was enough for all our wants, and there seemed to be no obstacle to our happiness. 

‘‘But a terrible change came over our stepfather about this time. Instead of 
making friends and exchanging visits with our neighbours, who had at first been 
overjoyed to see a Roylott of Stoke Moran back in the old family seat, he shut 
himself up in his house and seldom came out save to indulge m ferocious quarrels 
with whoever might cross his path. Violence of temper approaching to mania has 
been hereditary in the men of the family, and in my stepfather’s case it had, I 
believe, been intensified by his long residence in the tropics. A series of disgraceful 
brawls took place, two of which ended in the police-court, until at last he became 
the terror of the village, and the fojks would fly at his approach, for he is a man 
of immense strength, and absolutely uncontrollable in his anger. 

“Last week he hurled the local blacksmith over a parapet into a stream, and 
it was only by paying over alt the money which I could gather together that I was 
able to avert another public exposure. He had no friends at all save the wandering 
gypsies, and he would give these vagabonds leave to encamp upon the few acres of 
bramble-covered land which represent the family estate, and would accept in re- 
turn the hospitality of their tents, wandering away with them sometimes for weeks 
on end. He has a passion also for Indian animals, which are sent over to him by a 
correspondent, and he has at this moment a cheetah and a baboon, which wander 
freely over his grounds and are feared by the villagci^ almost as much as their 
master. 

“You can imagine from what 1 say that my poor sister Julia and I had no great 
pleasure in our lives. No servant would stay with us, and for a long time we did 
all the work of the house. She was but thirty at the time of her death, and yet 
her hair had already begun to whiten, even as mine has.” 

“Your sister is dead, then?” 

“She died just two years ago, and it is of her death that I wish to speak to you. 
You can understand that, living the life which 1 have described, we were little 
likely to sec anyone of our own age and position. We had, however, an aunt, my 
mother’s maiden sister, Miss Honoria Westphail, who lives near Hanow, and we 
were occasionally allowed to pay short visits at this lady’s house. Julia went there 
at Chr^j^as bvo years ago, and met there a half-pay major of marines, to whom 
she became engaged. My stepfather learned of the engagement when my sister 
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ictumed and offered no objection to ibe marriage; but within a fortnij^t of ffie 
day which h$d been fixed for tihe wedding, the terrible event occurred whi^ has 
d^ved me of my only companion " 

Sherlock Holmes had been leaning back in his chair with ha eyes dosed and 
his head sunk in a cushion, but he half opened his lids now and glanced across at 
his visitor. 

Tray be precise as to details,'’ said he. 

''It is easy for me to be so, for every event of that dreadful tim^ is seared into 
my memory. The manor-house is, as I have already said, very old, and only one 
wing is now inhabited. The bedrooms in this wing are on the ground floor, the 
sitting-rooms being in the central block of the buildings. Of these bedrooms the 
first is Dr. Roylott’s, the second my sister’s, and the third my own. There is no 
communication between them, but they all open out into the same corridor. Do I 
make myself plain?** 

“Perfectly so.” 

“The windows of the three rooms open out upon the lawn. That fatal night 
Dr. Roylott had gone to his room early, though we knew that he had not retired to 
rest, for my sister was troubled by the smell of the strong Indian cigars which it 
was his custom to smoke. She left her room, therefore, and came into mine, where 
she sat for some time, chatting about her approaching wedding. At deven o’clock 
she rose to leave me, but she paused at the door and looked back. 

“ Tell me, Hden,’ said she, ‘have you ever heard anyone whistle in the dead of 
the night?’ 

“'Never,* said 1. 

“ 'I suppose that you could not possibly whistle, yourself, in your sleep?’ 

“ ‘Certainly not. But why?* 

“ 'Because during the last few nights I have alwa^'s, about three in the morning, 
heard a low, clear whistle. I am a light sleeper, and it has awakened me. I cannot 
tell where it came from— perhaps from the next room, perhaps from the lawn. I 
thought that I would just ask you whether you had heard it.' 

“ 'No, I have not. It must be those wretched gypsies m the plantation.’ 

“ 'Very likely. And yet if it were on the lawn, I wonde. that you did not hear it 
also.’ 

“ ‘Ah, but I sleep more heavily than you.' 

" 'Well, it is of no great consequence at any rate.’ Sh . smiled back at me, closed 
my door, and a few moments later I heard her key tum in the lock." 

“Inde^,” said Holmes “Was it your custom always to lock yourselves in at 
night?” 

“Always.” 

“And why?” 

“I think that I mentioned to you that the doctor kept a cheetah and a baboon. 
We had no feeling of security unless our doors were locked.” 

“Quite so. Pray proceed with your statement” 

“I could not sleep that night. A vague feeling of impending misfortune im- 
pressed me. My sister and I, you will recollect, were twins, and you know how 
subtle are the links which bind two souls which are so closely allied. It was a wild 
night. The wind was howling outside, and the rain was beating and splashing 
against the windows. Suddenly, amid all the hubbub of the gale, there burst forth 
the wild scream of a terrified woman. I knew that it was my sister's voice, I sprang 
from my bed, wrapped a shawl round me, and rushed into the corridor. As I 
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opened my door I teemed to beu a low whistle, todi as my sister described, and a 
moments later a rlanging sound, at if a mast of mefad had falten. As 1 ran 
down the passaf^ ray sister's door was unlocked, and revolved slowly upon its 
hrages. I stared at it bonor-ttncken, not knowing what was about to issue from it. 
By ttie light of the cotridor-lainp I saw ray sster appear at the opening, her face 
blanched with tenor, her hands groping for help, her whole figure swaymg to and 
fro like that of a drunkard. I tan to her and threw ray arms round her, but at 
But moment her knees seemed to give way and she fell to die ground. She writhed 
as one who is in terrible pain, and her limbs were dreadfully convulsed. At first I 
thought that she had not recognized me, but as I bent over her she suddenly 
shridced out in a voice which I shall nevCT forget, ‘Oh, my GodI Heknl It was 
the bandl The spedded band!’ There was something ^ which she would fain 
have said, and ^ stabbed with her finga into the air in the direction of the 
doctor’s room, but a fresh convulsion seized her and choked her words. I rushed 
out, calling loudly for my stepfather, and I met him hastening from his room in 
his dressing-gown. When he reached my sister’s side she was unconscious, and 
though he poured brandy down her throat and sent for medical aid from the vil- 
la^ aD efforts were in vain, for she slowly sank and died without having recovered 
ha oonsciousnas. Such was the dreadful end of my bdoved sista.” 

‘Dne moment," said Hdraes; "are you sure about this whistle and metallic 
sound? Could you swear to it?" 

"That was what tiie county corona asked me at the inquiry. It is my strong im- 
pression that I heard it, and yet, among the crash of the gale and the creaking of 
an old house, I may possibly have been deceived." 

"Was your sista dressed?” 

"No, she was in ha night-dress. In ha right hand was found the charred stump 
of a match, and in ha left a match-box." 

"Showing that she had strudc a light and looked about ha when the alarm took 
place. That is important And what sicmclusions did the corona come to?" 

"He invatigat^ the case with great cate, for Dr. Roylott's conduct had long 
been notorious in the county, but he was unable to find any satisfactory cause 
of death. My evidence showed that the door had been fastened upon the inner side, 
and the windows were blocked by old-fashioned shutten with broad iron bars, 
which were secured every night. The walls were carefully sounded, and wae shown 
to be quite solid aO round, and the fiooring was also thoroughly examined, with 
the same rauH. The chimney is wide, but is barred up by four large stapla. It 
is certain, therefore, that my sista was quite alone when she met her end. Baides, 
there were no maria of any vtolence upon ha.” 

"How about poison?” 

"The doctors escamined ha for it, but without success." 

"What do you think that this unfortunate lady died of, then?” 

"It is my Mief that she died of pore fear and nervous shock, though what it 
was that frightened ha I cannot imagine." 

"Were there gypsia in the plantation at the time?” 

"Ya, there are neariy always sane there." 

"Ah, and what did you gatha from this allusion to a band— a speckled band?” 

"Sometima I have thought that it was merdy the wild talk of delirium, some- 
tima that it may have referred to some band of people, perhaps to riiese very 
gypsia in the plantation. I do not know whetha the spotM handketdiiefs which 
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M oiuiy (rf 11)0091 wetr over tibetr headc cu^t have ruggested the sttuge elective 
whidb the used.” 

Hdmes shook his head like a man who is far frmn being satiiSed. 

'These aie very deep waten^” said be; "piay go on with youi namtive.* 

Two yean have passed since tiien, and my life has been until lately hmdier 
than ever. A month ago, however, a dear friend, whom I have known for many 
years, has done me die honour to ask my hand in marriage. His name is Aimitage— 
Percy Annitage— the second son of Mr. Annitage, of Crane Water, near Reading. 
My stepfather has offered no rqiposition to the matdi, and we are to be marxied 
in the course of the spring. Two days ago some tepain were started in the west 
wing of the budding, and my bedroom wall has been pierced, so that I have had 
to move into the chamber in which my sister died, and to sleep in die very bed 
in which she slept. Imagine, then, my thrill of tenor when last night, as I lay 
awake, thinking over her terrible fate, 1 suddenly heard in the silence of the night 
the low whisde which had been the herald of her own death. I sprang up and lit 
the lamp, but nothing was to be seen in the room. I was too shaken to go to bed 
again, however, so I dressed, and as soon as it was daylight 1 slipped down, got a 
dog-cart at the Crown Inn, which is opposite, and drove to Leatherhead, from 
whence I have come on this morning wito the one object of seeing you and asking 
your advice.” 

"You have done wisely,” said my friend. ”But have you told me all?” 

•Tes, aU." 

"Miss Roylott, you have not. You are screening your stepfather.” 

“Why, what do you mean?” 

For answer Holmes pushed back the frill of black lace which fringed the hand 
that lay upon our visitor’s knee. Five little livid spots, the marks of four fingers and 
a thumb, were printed upon the white wrist. 

“You have been cruelly used,” said Holmes. 

The lady coloured deeply and covered over her injured wrist. “He is a hard 
man,” she said, “and perhaps he hardly knows his cmn strength.” 

There was a long silence, during which Holmes leaned his chin upon his hands 
and stared into the crackling fire. 

"This is a very deep business,” he said at last. There are a thousand details 
which I should desire to know before I decide upon our course of action. Yet we 
have not a moment to lose. If we were to come to Stoke Moran to-day, would 
it be possible for us to see over these rooms without the knowledge of your 
stepfather?” 

“As it happens, he spoke of coming into town to-day upon some most important 
business. It is probable that he will be away all day, and that there would be 
nothing to disturb you. We have a housekeeper now, but she is old and foolish, 
and I could easily get her out of the way.” 

"Excellent. You are not averse to tnis trp, Watson?” 

“By no means.” 

TTien we shall both come. What are you going to do yoursdf?” 

"I have one or two things which I would wish to do now that I am in town. 
But I shall return by the twelve o’clock train, so as to be there in tune for your 
coming.” 

“And you may expect os early in the afternoon. I have myself some small busi- 
neas matters to attend to. Will 3^00 not wait and breakfast?” 



''No, I most go. My beait is Ugfatened already since I have confided my tiooble 
to you. I shall look forward to seeing you again this afternoon.'' She dropped her 
thick black veil over her face and glided from the room. 

"And what do you think of it all, Watson?" asked Sherlock Holmes, leaning 
back in his chair. 

"It seems to me to be a most dark and sinister business." 

"Dark enough and sinister enough." 

"Yet if the lady is correct in saying that the flooring and walls are sound, and 
that the door, window, ard chimney are impassable, then her sister must have 
been undoubtedly alone when she met her mysterious end." 

"What becomes, then, of these nocturnal whistles, and what of the very peculiar 
words of the dying woman?" 

"I cannot think." 

"When you combine the ideas of whistles at night, the presence of a band of 
gypsies who arc on intimate terms with this old doctor, the fact that we have every 
reason to believe that the doctor has an interest in preventing his stepdaughter's 
marriage, the dying allusion to a band, and, finally, the fact that Miss Helen 
Stoner heard a metallic clang, which might have been caused by one of those metal 
bars that secured the shutters falling back into its place, I think that there is 
good ground to think that the mystery may be cleared along those lines." 

"But what, then, did the gypsies do?” 

"I cannot imagine." 

"1 see many objections to any such theory.” 

"And so do I. It is precisely for that reason that we are going to Stoke Moran this 
day. I want to sec whether the objections are fatal, or if they may be explained 
away. But what in the name of the devill" 

The ejaculation had been drawn from my companion by the fact that our door 
had been suddenly dashed open, and that a huge man had framed himself in the 
aperture. His costume was a pecufiar mixture of the professional and of the agii- 
cultural, having a black top-hat, a long frock-coat, and a pair of high gaiters, with 
a hunting-crop swinging in his hand. So tall was he that his hat actually brushed 
the cross bar of the doorway, and his breadth seemed to span it across from side 
to side. A large face, seared with a thousand wrinkles, burned yellow with the sun, 
and marked with every evil passion, was turned from one to the other of us, while 
his deep'Set, bilC'Shot eyes, and his high, thin, fleshless nose, gave him some^^hat 
the resemblance to a fierce old bird of prey. 

"Which of you is Holmes?” asked this apparition. 

"My name, sir; but you have the advantage of me,” said my companion quietly. 

"1 am Dr. Grimesby Roylott, of Stoke Moran.” 

"Indeed, Doctor,” said Holmes blandly. "Pray take a seat.” 

"I will do nothing of the kind. My stepdaughter has been here. I have traced 
her. What has she been saying to you?" 

"It IS a little cold for the time of the year,” said Holmes. 

"What has she been saying to you?" screamed the old man furiously. 

"But I have heard that the crocuses promise well," continued my companion 
imperturbably. 

"Hal You put me off, do you?” said our new visitor, taking a step forward and 
shaking his bunting-crop. "I know you, you scoundrell I have heard of you before. 
You arc Holmes, the meddle#." 
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My friend smiled. 

"Tiohnes, the busybody!'* 

His smile bn^dened* 

^Holmes, the Scotland Yard Jadc-in-officel" 

Holmes chuckled heartily. “Your conversation is most entertaining," said he. 
"When you go out close the door, for there is a decided draught.” 

“I will go when 1 have said my say. Don't you dare to meddle with my aflfairs. I 
know that Miss Stoner has been here. 1 traced her! I am a dangerous man to fall 
foul of! Sec here.” He stepped swiftly forward, seized the poker, and bent it into a 
curve with his huge brown hands. 

"See that you keep yourself out of my grip,” he snarled, and hurling the twisted 
poker into the fireplace he strode out of the room. 

"He seems a very amiable person,” said Holmes, laughing. "1 am not quite so 
bulky, but if he had remained I might have shown him that my gnp was not 
much more feeble than his own.” As he spoke he picked up the steel poker and, 
with a sudden effort, straightened it out again. 

"Fancy hts having the insolence to confound me with the official detective force! 
This incident gives zest to our investigation, however, and 1 only trust that our 
little friend will not suffer from her imprudence in allowing this brute to trace her. 
And now, Watson, we shall order breakfast, and afterwards 1 shall walk down to 
Doctors' Commons, where I hope to get some data which may help us in this 
matter.” 

It was nearly one o'clock when Sherlock Holmes returned fiom his excursion. 
He held in his hand a sheet of blue paper, scrawled over with notes and figures. 

"I have seen the will of the deceased wife,” said he. "To determine its exact 
meaning I have been obliged to work out the present prices of the investments 
with which it is concerned. The total income, which at the time of the wife's 
death was little short of £iioo, is now, through the fall in agricultural prices, 
not more than £750. Each daughter can claim an income of £250, in case of mar- 
nage. It is evident, therefore, that if bot'' girls had married, this beauty would 
have had a mere pittance, while even one of them would cripple him to a very 
serious extent. My morning's work has not been wasted, since it has proved that 
he has the very strongest motives for standing in the way of anything of the sort. 
And now, Watson, this is too serious for dawdling, especially as the old man is 
aware that we arc interesting ourselves in his affairs; so if you arc ready, we shall 
call a cab and drive to Waterloo. I should be very much obliged if you would 
slip your revolver into your pocket. An EW's No. 2 is an excellent argument with 
gentlemen who can twist sted poken into Knots. That and a tooth-brush are, I 
tiiink, all that we need.” 

At Waterloo we were fortunate in catching a train for Leaiherhead, where we 
hired a trap at the station inn and drove for four or five miles through the lovely 
Surrey lanes. It was a perfect day, with a bright sun and a few fleecy clouds in 
the heavens. The trees and wayside hedges were just throwing out their first green 
shoots, and the air was full of the pleasant smell of the moist earth. To me at 
least there was a strange contrast between the sfWeet promise of the spring and this 
sinister quest upon which we were engaged. My oompankm sat in the front of 
the trap, his arms folded, his hat pulled down over his eyes, and his chin sunk 
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upon his breast, buried in the deepest thought. Suddenly, however, he started, 
tapped me on the shoulder, and pointed over the meadows. 

"Look theret” said be. 

A heavily timbered park stretched up in a gentle slope, duckening into a grove 
at the highest point. From amid the branches there jutted out the gray gables 
and high roof-tiee of a very old mansion. 

*^tcdce Moran?” said he. 

”Yes, sir, that be the house of Dr. Crimesby Roylott,” remarked the driver. 

”Tbere is some building going on there," said Holmes; “that is where we are 
going.” 

"Hiere's the village,” said the driver, pointing to a duster of xwds some distance 
to the left; ”but if you want to get to the house, you'll find it shorter to get over 
this stile, and so by the foot-path over the fields. There it is, where the lady is 
walking.” 

"And the lady, I fancy, is Miss Stoner,” observed Holmes, shading his eyes. 
"Yes, 1 think we had better do as you suggest.” 

We got off, paid our fare, and the trap rattled back on its way to Leatfaerfaead. 

"I thought it as well,” said Holmes as we climbed the stile, "that this fefiow 
should think we had come here as architects, or on some definite business. It may 
stop his go^ip. Cood-aftemoon, Miss Stoner. You see that we have been as good 
as our word.” 

Our client of the morning had hurried forward to meet us with a face which 
spoke her joy. "I have been waiting so eagerly for you,” she cried, shaking hands 
with us warmly. "All has turned out sjdendidly. Dr. Roylott has gone to town, and 
it is unlikely t^t he will be back before evening.” 

"We have had the pleasure of fnaking the doctor’s acquaintance,” said Holmes, 
and in a few words he sketched out what had occurred. Miss Stoner turned white 
to the lips as she listened. 

"Good heavens!” she cried, "he has followed me, then.” 

"So it appears.” 

"He is so conning that I never know when I am safe from him. What will he 
say when he returns?” 

"He must guard himselt, for he may find that there is someone more cunning 
than himself upon his track. You must lock yourself up from him to-night. If he 
is violent, we shall take you away to your aunt’s at Harrow. Now, we must make 
the best use of our time, so kindly take us at once to the rooms which we are to 
examine.” 

The building was of gray, Ikhen-blotched stone, with a high central portion and 
two curving wings, like the daws of a crab, thrown out on each side. In one of 
these wings the windows were broken and blocked with wooden boards, while die 
roof was partly caved in, a pkriiie of ruin. The central portion was in little better 
repair, but the right-hand Mock was comparatively modem, and the blitkb in the 
windows, with the blue smckt curling up from the chiimieys, showed that this was 
where the family resided. Some scaffolding had been erected agairut the end wall, 
and the stonework had been broken into, but diere were no signs of any workmen 
at the moment of our visit! Holmes wafted slowly up and down the ill-trimmed 
lawn and examined with deep attentioD the outsides of the windows. 

"rais, I take it, belongs to the room in which you used to deq>, the centre 
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ooe to jrour sister’s, and toe one next to Uie main buOdms to Dr. RaHotfs 
chamberr 

’’Exactly so. But I am now sleeping in the middle one.** 

’’Pending the alterations, as I onderstand. By toe way, there does not seem to be 
any very pressing need for rqpaits at that end wall.” 

*There were none. I believe that it was an excuse to move me from my room.” 

’’Ahl that is suggestive. Now, on toe other side of tois narrow wing runs toe 
corridor from which these three rooms open. There are windows in it, of course?” 

’Tes, but very small ones. Too narrow for anyone to pass through.” 

”As you both locked your doors at night, your rooms were unapproachable foom 
that side. Now, would you have the kindness to go into your room and bar your 
shutters?” 

Miss Stoner did so, and Holmes, after a careful examination through toe open 
window, endeavoured in every way to force the shutter open, but without success. 
There was no slit through whidi a knife could be passed to raise the bar. Then with 
his lens he tested the hinges, but they were of solid iron, bdk finnly into the 
massive masonry. "Hum!” said he, scratching his chin in smne perplexity, ’’my 
toeocy certainly presents some difficulties. No ooe could pass toese shutters if they 
were boKed. Well, we shall see if the inside throws any li^tof the matter.” 

A small side door led into the whitewashed corridor fitom whidh the three bed- 
rooms opened. Holmes refused to examine the third chamber, so we possed at 
once to toe second, that in which Miss Stoner was now sleeping, and in which her 
sister had met with her fate. It was a homely little room, wito a low ceiling and a 
gaping fireplace, after the fashion of old country-houses. A brown diest of drawers 
stood in one comer, a narrow white-counterpaned bed in another, and a dressing- 
table on the left-hand side of the window. These articles, wito two s m a ll widrer- 
work chairs, made up all the furniture in the room save for a square of Wilton 
carpet m the centre. The boards round and toe pondling of toe walls were of 
brown, worm-eaten oak, so old and discoloured toat it may have dated from toe 
original building of the hou»e. Holmes drew one of the chain into a comer and 
sat silent, while his eyes travelled round and round and up and down, taking in 
every de^ of the apartment. 

’’Where does toat bdl communicate with?” be asked at hot, pointy to a thidc 
bdl-rope which hung down beside tiie bed, the tassel actually lying upon the 
pillow. 

”11 goes to the honsdreq)er’s room.” 

*lt lodes newa than the other things?” 

‘Tes, it was only put there a couple of yean ago.” 

’Tour sister asked for it; I suppose?” 

“No, I never heard of her using it. We used always to get what we wanted for 
oursdves.” 

“Indeed, it seemed nimecessaty to put so nice a bdl^nU toere. Yon wiD excuse 
me for a few minutes while 1 satisfy mysdf as to this floor.” He threw hhn a el f 
down upon his face with his lens in his hand and crauded swiffly badkwaid uid 
forward, minutely the cracks between the boards. Then be did the same 

with the wood-work with which the chamber was pandled. Finally he walked over 
to toe bed and spent some time in staring at it and in running his eye up and 
down toe wall. Fiiully he took the hidhrope in his hand and five tt a brisk tog. 

“Why, it's a dummy,” said he. 
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**Won't it ring?'' 

“No, it is not even attached to a wire. This is very interesting. You can sec now 
that it is fastened to a hook fust above where the little opening for the ventilator is/' 

“How very absurdi I never noticed that before/' 

“Very strange!” muttered Holmes, pulling at the rope. “There are one or two 
very singular points about this room. For example, what a fool a builder must be 
to open a ventilator into another room, when, with the same trouble, he might 
have communicated with the outside airl” 

“That is also quite modem,” said the lady. 

“Done about tiie same time as the bell-rope?” remarked Holmes. 

“Yes, there were several little changes carried out about that time.” 

“They seem to have been of a most interesting character-dummy bell-ropes, 
and ventilators which do not ventilate. With your permission. Miss Stoner, we 
shall now carry our researches into the inner apartment ” 

Dr. Grimesby Roylott's chamber was larger than that of his stepdaughter, but 
was as plainly furnished. A camp-bed, a small wooden shelf full of books, mostly 
of a technical character, an armchaii beside the bed, a plain wooden chair against 
the wall, a round table, and a large iron safe were the principal things which met 
the eye. Holmes walked slowly round and examined each and all of them with the 
keenest interest. 

“What’s in here?” he asked, tapping the safe. 

“My stepfather’s business papers.” 

“Oh! you have seen inside, then?” 

“Only once, some years ago. I remember that it was full ol papers.” 

‘There isn’t a cat m it, for example?” 

“No, What a strange ideal” 

“Well, look at this!” He took up a small saucer of milk which stood on the top 
of it. 

“No; we don’t keep a cat. But there is a cheetah and a baboon.” 

“Ah, yes, of course! Well, a cheetah is just a big cat, and yet a saucer of milk 
does not go very far in satisfying its wants, I daresay. There is one point which I 
should wish to determine.” He squatted down in front of the wooden chair and 
examined the seat of it with the greatest attention. 

"'Fhank you. That is quite settled,” said he, rising and putting his lens in his 
pocket. “Hello! Here is something interesting!” 

The object which had caught his eye was a small dog lash hung on one comer of 
the bed. The lash, however, was curled upon itself and tied so as to make a loop 
of whipcord. 

“What do you make of that, Watson?” 

“It’s a common enough lash. But I don't know why it should be tied.” 

“That is not quite so common, is it? Ah, me! it’s a wicked world, and when a 
clever man turns his brains to crime it is the worst of all. I think that I have seen 
enough now, Miss Stoner, and with your permission we shall walk out upon the 
lawn.” 

I had never seen my friend's face so grim or his brow so dark as it was when we 
turned from" the scene of this investigation. We had walked several times up and 
down the lawn, neither Miss Stoner nor myself liking to break in upon his thoughts 
before he#oused himself from his reverie. 
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i$ very essential, Miss Stoner,” said he, ^that you should absolutely follow 
my advice in every respect." 

"I shall most certainly do so.” 

”The matter is too serious for any hesitation. Your life may depend upon your 
compliance.” 

**1 assure you that I am in your hands.” 

“In the first place, both my friend and I must spend the night in your room." 

Both Miss Stoner and 1 gazed at him in astonishment. 

“Yes, it must be so. Let me explain. I believe that that is the village inn over 
there?” 

“Yes, that is the Crown.” 

“Very good. Your windows would be visible from there?” 

“Certainly.” 

“You must confine yourself to your room, on pretence of a headache, when your 
stepfather comes back. Then when you hear him retire for the night, you must 
open the shutters of your window, unde the hasp, put your lamp there as a signal 
to us, and then withdraw quietly with everything which you are likely to want into 
the room which you used to occupy. I have no doubt tiiat, in spite of the repairs, 
you could manage there for one night.” 

“Oh, yes, easily.” 

“The rest you will leave in our hands ” 

“But what will you do?” 

“Wc shall spend the night in youi room, and wc shall investigate the cause of 
this noise which has disturbed you ” 

“1 believe, Mr. Holmes, that you have already made up your mind,” said Miss 
Stoner, laying her hand upon my companion's sleeve. 

“Perhaps I have ” 

"Then, for pity’s sake, tell me what was the cause of my sister's death.” 

“I should prefer to have clearer proofs before I speak,” 

“You can at least tell me whether my own tliought is corrcci, and if she died 
from some sudden fright ” 

“No, 1 do not think so, I think that there was probably some more tangible cause. 
And now, Miss Stoner, wc must leave you, for if Dr. Roylott returned and saw 
us our journey would Iw in vain. Good-bye, and be brave, for if you will do what 
I have told you you may rest assured *hat wc shall soon drive away the dangers 
that threaten you.” 

Sherlock Holmes and I had no difficulty in engaging a bedroom and sitting-room 
at the Crown Inn. They were on the upper floor, and from our window we could 
command a view of the avenue gate, and of the inhabited wing of Stoke Moran 
Manor House. At dusk wc saw Dr. Grimesby Roylott drive past, his huge form 
looming up beside the little figure of the lad wlio drove him. The boy had some 
slight difficulty in undoing the heavy ^tes, and wc heard the hoarse roar of 
the doctor's voice and saw the fury with which he shook his clinched fists at him. 
The trap drove on, and a few minutes later wc saw a sudden light spring up among 
the trees as the lamp was lit in one of the sitting-rooms. 

“Do you know, Watson,” said Holmes as wc sat together in the gathering dark- 
ness, “I have really some scruples as to taking you to-night. There is a distinct 
element of danger.” 

“Can I be of assistance?” 
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"Itottt pnaeaee be invaluable.” 

”Then I shall certahily come.” 

”It is veqr kind of you.” 

”Yoa sp^ of danger. You have evidently seen more in these rooms than was 
visible to me.” 

”No, but I fancy that 1 may have deduced a little more. I imagine that you 
saw dl diat I did.” 

saw nothing remarkable save the bell-rope, and what purpose that could an- 
swer I confess is more than I can imagine.” 

”You saw the ventilator, too?" 

”Yes, but I do not think that it is such a very unusual thing to have a small 
opening between two rooms. It was so small that a rat could hardly pass through." 

“I knew that we should find a ventilator before ever we came to Stoke Moran.” 

”My dear Holmesl” 

*011, yes, I did. You remember in her statement she said that her sister could 
smdl Dr. Roylott's cigar. Now, of course that suggested at once that there must be 
a communication between the two rooms. It could only be a small one, or it would 
have been remarked upon at the coroner’s inquiry. I deduced a ventilator.” 

"But what harm can there be in that?” 

"Well, there is at least a curious coincidence of dates. A ventilator is made, a 
cord is hung, and a lady who sleeps in the bed dies. Does not that strike you?” 

"I cannot as yet see any connection." 

"Did you observe anything very peculiar about that bed?” 

"No.” 

"It was clamped to the floor. Did you ever see a bed fastened like that before?” 

"I cannot say that I have.” 

"The lady could not move her bed. It must always be in the same relative posi- 
tion to the ventilator and to the rope— or so we may call it, since it was clearly 
never meant for a bell-pull.” 

"Holmes,” I cried, "I seem to see dimly what you ate hinting at. We are only just 
in time to prevent some subtle and horrible crime.” 

"Subtle enough and horrible enough. When a doctor does go wrong he is the 
first of criminals. He has nerve and he has knowledge. Palmer and Pritchard were 
among the heads of their profession. This man strikes even deeper, but 1 think, 
Watson, that we shall be able to strike deeper still. But we shall have horrors 
enough before the night is over; for goodness’ sake let us have a quiet pipe and 
turn our minds for a few houn to something more cheerful." 

About nine o’clock the light among the trees was extinguished, and all was dark 
in the direction of the Manor House. Two hours passed slowly away, and then, sud- 
denly, just at the stroke of eleven, a single bright light shone out right in front of us. 

"Tliat is our signal,” said Holmes, springing to his feet; “it comes from the 
middle window.” 

As we passed out he exchanged a few words with the landlord, explaining that 
we were going on a late visit to an acquaintance, and that it was possible that we 
might spend the night there. A moment later we were out on the dark road, a 
chill wind blowing in our faces, and one yellow light twinkling in front of us 
through the gloom to guide us qn our sombre errand. 

There was little difficulty in entering the grounds, for unrepaired breaches 
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gaped in the old park wall. Making our way among the trees, we reached the lawn, 
crossed it, and were about to enter through the window when out from a dump 
of laurel bushes there darted what seemed to be a hideous and distorted child, 
who threw itsdf upon the grass with writhing limbs and then ran swiftly across 
the lawn into the ^rkness. 

“My Godr I whispered; “did you see it?** 

Holmes was for the moment as startled as I. His hand closed like a vise upon my 
wrist in his agitation. Then he broke into a low laugh and put his lips to my ear. 

“It is a nice household,** he murmured. “That is the bal^n.** 

1 had forgotten the strange pets which the doctor affected. There was a cheetah, 
too; perhaps we might find it upon our shoulders at any moment. I confess that I 
felt easier in my mind when, after following Holmes’s example and slipping off my 
shoes, I found myself inside the bedroom. My companion noiselessly closed the 
shutters, moved the lamp onto the table, and cast his eyes round the room. AD 
was as we had seen it in the daytime. Then creeping up to me and making a trum- 
pet of his hand, he whispered into my ear again so gently that it was aU that I 
could do to distinguish the words: 

“The least sound would be fatal to our plans.” 

I nodded to show that I had heard. 

“We must sit without light. He would see it through the ventilator.” 

I nodded again. 

“Do not go asleep; your very life may depend upon it. Have your pistol ready 
in case we should need it. I will sit on the side of the bed, and you in that chair.” 

1 took out my revolver and laid it on the comer of the table. 

Holmes had brought up a long thin cane, and this he placed upon the bed beside 
him. By it he laid the box of matches and the stump of a candle. Then he turned 
down the lamp, and we were left in darkness. 

How shall I ever forget that dreadful vigil? 1 could not hear a sound, not even 
the drawing of a breath, and yet I knew that my companion sat open-eyed, within a 
few feet of me, in the same state of nervous tension in which I was myself. The 
shutters cut off the least ray of light, and we waited in absolute darkness. Fiom 
outside came the occasional cry of a night-bird, and once at our very window a long 
drawn catlike whine, which told us that the cheetah was indeed at liberty. Far 
away we could hear the deep tones of the parish clock, which boomed out cvciy 
quarter of an hour. How long they seemed, those quarteisl Twelve stnid^nd one 
and two and three, and still we sat waiting silently for whatever might bef^. 

Suddenly there was the momentary gleam of a light up in the direction of the 
ventilator, which vanished immediately, but was succeeded by a strong smdl of 
burning oil and heated metal. Someone in the next room had lit a daik-lantein. I 
heard a gentle sound of movement, and then aD was sQent once more, though the 
smell grew stronger. For half an hour I sat with straining ears. Then toddenly 
another sound became audible— a very gentle, soothing sound, like that of a smaU 
jet of steam escaping continually from a kettle. The instant that we heard it. 
Holmes sprang from the bed, struck a match, and lashed furiously wiA his cane 
at the bell-pull. 

“You see it, Watson?” he yelled. “You sec it?” 

But I saw nothing. At the moment when Holmes struck the light I heard a low, 
dear whistle, but the sudden ^are flashing into my weary eyes made it imposaiUe 
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for me to ten it wu at which my friend lashed so sava^ly. I could, however, 
aee that hit tooe was deadly pale and filled with horror and loathing. 

He had ceased to strike and was gazing up at the ventilator when suddenly 
them htoke fnmi die tOence of the night the most horrible cry to which I have ever 
listened. It sweUed up louder and louder, a hoarse ydl of pain and fear and an^ 
all mingled in die one dreadful shriek. They say that away down in the village, and 
even in the distant parsonage, that cry raised the sleepers from their beds. It 
struck cold to our hearts, and I stood gazing at Holmes, and he at me, until the 
last echoes of it had died away into the silence from which it rose. 

"What can it mean?” I gasped. 

"It means that it is all over,” Holmes answered. "And perhaps, after all, it is for 
die best Take your pistol, and we will enter Dr. Roylotf s room.” 

With a grave face he lit the lamp and led the #ay down the corridor. Twice he 
strode at the chamber door without any reply from within. Then he turned the 
handle and entered, I at his heels, with the cocked pistol in my hand. 

It was a singular sight which met our eyes. On the table stood a dark-lantem 
with the shutter half open, throwing a brilliant beam of light upon the iron safe, 
the door of which was ajar. Beside this table, on the wooden chair, sat Dr. 
Grimesby Roylott, clad in a long gray dressing-gown, his bare ankles protruding 
beneath, and his feet thrust into red hedless Turkish slippers. Across his lap lay 
the short stock with the long lash which we had noticed during the day. His chin 
was cocked upward and his eyes were fixed in a dreadful, rigid stare at the coma 
of the ceiling. Round his brow he had a peculiar yellow band, with brownish 
speckles, which seemed to be bound tightly round his head. As we entered he 
made neither sound nor motion. 

"The bandl the speckled bandl” whispered Holmes. 

I took a step forward. In an irutant bis strange headgear began to move, and 
there reared itself from among his hair the squat diamond-shaped head and pufiFed 
neck of a loathsome serpent. 

”lt is a swamp adder!” cried Holmes; "the deadliest snake in India. He has died 
witihin ten seconds of being bitten. Violence does, in truth, recoil upon the violent, 
and the schemer tolls into the pit which he digs for another. Let us thrust this 
creature back into its den, and we can then remove Miss Stoner to some place of 
shdter and let the county police know what has happened.” 

As he spoke he drew tte dog-whip swiftly from the dead man's lap, and throwing 
the noose round the reptile's neck he drew it from its horrid perch and, carrying 
it at arm's length, threw it into the iron safe, which he closed upon it. 

Such are the true facts of the death of Dr. Grimesby Roylott, of Stoke Moran. 
It is not necessary that I should prolong a narrative which has already run to too 
great a length by tdling how we broke the sad news to the terrified girl, how we 
conveyed her by the morning train to toe care of her good aunt at Harrow, of 
how ^ dow process of official inquiry came to toe conclusion that the doctor met 
his tote while indiscreedy playing with a dangerous pet The little which I had 
yet to learn of toe case was told me by Sherlock Holmes as we travdled back next 
day. 

"I had,” said he, "come to an entirdy erroneous condusion whidi toows, my dear 
Watson, bow dangerous it ahvays is to reason from insuffitient data. The presence 
of toe gypaies, and toe use of toe word 'band,* whidi was used by toe poor girl, no 
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doubt to explain the appeaiance whidi she had cao^t a honM gtimpy of \fy 
die li^t of her inatch« were sufiScient to put me upmi an entirely wrong scent. I 
can only daim the merit diat I instantly reconsidered my position when, how^ 
ever, it became clear to me diat whatever danger threatened an occupant of the 
room could not come either from the window or the door. My attention was 
speedily drawn, as I have already remarked to you, to this ventilator, and to the 
l^-rqpe which hung down to the bed. The discovery drat this was a dummy, and 
that the bed was clamped to the floor, instandy gave rise to the sospidon that 
the rope was there as a bridge for something passing through the hole and tymning 
to the bed. The idea of a snake instandy occurred to me, and when I coupled it 
with my knowledge that the doctor was furnished with a supply of creatures frmn 
India, I felt that I was probably on the right track. The idea of using a form of 
poison which could not possibly be discovered by any chemical test was just such a 
one as would occur to a clever and ruthless man who had had an Eastern training. 
The rapidity with which such a poison would take effect would also, from his 
point of view, be an advantage. It would be a sharp-eyed coroner, indeed, who 
could distinguish the two litde dark punctures which would show where the poison 
fangs had done their work. Then I thought of the whistle. Of course be must recall 
the snake before the morning light revealed it to the victirn. He had trained it, 
probably by the use of the milk which we saw, to return to him when summoned. 
He would put it through this ventilator at the hour that he thought best, with the 
certainty that it would crawl down the rope and land on the bed. It might or 
might not bite the occupant, perhaps she might escape every night for a wedi, 
but sooner or later she must fall a victim. 

“I bad come to these conclusions before ever I had entered his room. An inspec- 
tion of his chair showed me that he had been in the habit of standing on it, which 
of course would be necessary in order that he should reach the ventilator. The 
sight of the safe, the saucer of milk, and the loop of whipcord were enough to 
finally dispel any doubts which may have remained. The metallic clang heard by 
Miss Stoner was obviously caused by her stepfather hastily closing the door of his 
safe upon its terrible occupant. Having once made up my mind, you know the 
steps which I took in order to put the i^atter to the proof. I heard the creature 
hiss as I have no doubt that you did also, and I instantly lit the light and 
attacked it.” 

“With the result of driving it through the ventilator.” 

“And also with the result of causing it to turn upon its master at the otbei 
side. Some of the blows of my cane came home and roused its snakish temper, so 
that it flew upon the first person it saw. In this way I am no doubt indirectly 
responsible for Dr. Grimesby Roylott’s death, and I cannot say that it is likdy to 
weigh very heavily upon my conscience.” 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE ENGINEER’S THUMB' 

Of all the problems which have been submitted to my friend, Mr. Sherlock 
Holmes, for solution during the yean of our intimacy, there were only two which 
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I wu the meau of introducing to his notice-that of Mr. Hathcrlejr'i thumb, 
and that ci Colonel Waibuitoa’s madness. Of these the latter may have afforded 
a finer field f« an acute and original observer, but the other was so strange in its 
moeption and so dramatic in its details that it may be the more worthy of being 
plac^ upon record, even if it gave my friend fewer openings for those deductive 
methods of reasoning by which he achieved such retiurkable results. The story has, 

I bdieve, been told more than cmce in the newspapers, but, like all such narratives, 
its effect is much less striking when set forth en bloc in a single half-column of 
print than when the facts slowly evolve before your own eyes, and the mystery 
dears gradually away as each new discovery fun^ishes a step which leads on to 
die complete truth. At the time the circumstances rruule a deep impression upon 
me, and the lapse of two years has hardly served to weaken the effect. 

It was in the summer of ’ 89 , not long after my marriage, that the events oc- 
curred which 1 am now about to summarize. I had returned to civil practice and 
had finally abandoned Holmes in his Baker Street rooms, altiiough I continually 
visited him and occasionally even penuaded him to forego his Bohemian habits so 
far as to come and visit us. My practice had steadily increased, and as I happened 
to live at no very great distance from Paddington Station, I got a few patients 
from among the ^cials. Om of these, whom I had cured of a painful and lingering 
disease, was never weary of advertising my virtues and of endeavouring to send me 
on every sufferer over whom be might have any influence. 

One morning, at a little before seven o’clock, I was awakened by the maid 
tapping at the door to announce that two men had come fimn Paddington and 
were waiting in the consulting-room. I dressed hurriedly, for I knew by experience 
diat railway cases were seldom trivial, and hastened downstain. As 1 descended, 
my old aUy, the gnard, came out of the room and closed the door tightly behind 
hte. 

*I've got him here,” he whispered, jeriung his thumb over his shoulder; ‘lie’s all 
ti^” 

“What is it, then?” 1 asked, for his manner suggested that it was some strange 
creature which be had caged up in my room. 

“It's a new patient," he whispered. “I thought I’d bring him round myself; then 
he couldn’t slip away. There he is, all safe and sound. I must go now. Doctor; I 
have my dooties, just the same as you." And he went, this trusty tout, without 
even giving me time to thank him. 

I entered my consulting-room and found a gentleman seated by the table. He 
was quietly dressed in a suit of heather tweed, with a soft cloth cap which be 
had bid down upon my books. Round one of his hands he had a handkerchief 
wrapped, which was motffed all over with bloodstains. He was young, not mote 
than five-and-twenty, 1 should say, with a strong, masculine face; but be was ex- 
ceedingly pale and gave me the impression of a man who was suffering from some 
strong agitation, which it took all his strength of mind to control. 

“I am sorry to knock you up so early. Doctor," said he, “but I have had a very 
serious accident during the night. I came in by train this morning, and on inquiring 
at Paddington as to where I might find a doctor, a worthy fellow very kindly 
escorted me here. I gave the maid a card, but I see that she has left it upon die 
skle^abb.” 

1 todc it op and ghmeed at it. “Mr. Victor Hatheriey, hydmulic engiiieer, i 6 a, 
VietodI Street (yd floor).” ’That was die name^ style, ^ abode of my snoming 
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visitor. *I regret Aat I have kept you waiting;” said I, sitting down in my library- 
cbair. ”You ate fresh from a ni^t journey, I understand, which is in itadf a 
monotonous occupation.” 

”Oh, my ni^t could not be called monotonoos,” said he, and laughed. He 
laughed very heartily, with a high, ringing note, leaning back in his chw and brak- 
ing his sides. All my medical instincts rose up against that laugh. 

"Stop itr I cried; "poll yourself togetherl” and I poured out some water from a 
carafe. 

It was useless, however. He was off in one of those hysterical outbursts which 
come upon a strong nature when some great crisis is over and gone. Presently he 
came to himself once mote, very weary and pale-looking, 
have been making a fool of myself,” he gasped. 

"Not at all. Drink this." I dashed some brandy into tiie water, and the colour be- 
gan to come back to his bloodless cheeks. 

"That's betterl” said he. "And now. Doctor, perhaps you would kindly attend 
to my thumb, or rather to the place where my thumb used to be.” 

He unwound the handkerchief and held out his hand. It gave even my hardened 
nerves a shudder to look at it. There were four protruding fingers and a horrid red, 
spongy surface where the thumb should have bera. It had been hacked or tom ri^t 
out from the roots. 

"Good heavens!” I cried, "this is a terrible injury. It must have bled con- 
siderably.” 

"Yes, it did. I fainted when it was done, and I think that I must have been 
senseless for a long time. When I came to 1 found that it was still bleeding, so I 
tied one end of my handkerchief very tightly round the wrist and braced it up with 
a twig.” 

"Excellent! You should have been a surgeon.” 

"It is a question of hydraulics, you see, and came within my own province.” 

"This has been done,” said I, examining the wound, "by a very heavy and sharp 
instrument." 

"A thing like a cleaver,” said he. 

"An accident, I presume?” 

“By no means.” 

“What! a murderous attack?” 

"Very murderous indeed.” 

“You horrify me.” 

I sponged the wound, cleaned it, dressed it, and finally covered it over with 
cotton wadding and carbolized bandages. He lay back without winciiig, though 
he bit his lip from time to time. 

"How is that?” I asked when 1 had finished. 

"Capital! Between your brandy and your bandage, I feel a new man. I was very 
weak, but I have had a good deal to go through.” 

"Perhaps you had better not speak of the matter. It is evidently trying to your 
nerves.” 

"Oh, no, not now. I shall have to tell my tale to the police; but, between our- 
selves, if it were not for the convincing evidence of this wound of mine, I should 
be surprised if they believed my statement; for it is a very extraordinary one, and 
I have not much in the way of proof With which to back it up; and, even if they 
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believe me, the does which 1 can give them aie so vague that it is a question 
whether justice wiQ be rkme." 

‘‘Hal” cried I, "if it is anything in the nature of a problem which you desire to 
see sdved, 1 diould strongly recommend yon to come to my friend, Mr. Sherlock 
Holmes, befme you go to the official poUM.” 

"Oh, I have heard of that fdlow,” answered my visitor, "and I should be very 
glad if he would take the matter up, diough of course I must use the official police 
as well. Would you give me an introduction to him?" 

"I’ll do better. I'll take you round to him myself." 

"I should be immensely obliged to you." 

"We’ll call a cab and go together. We shall just be in time to have a little 
breakfast with him. E>o you feel equal to it?" 

"Yes; 1 shall not feel easy untfl I have told my story.” 

"Then my servant will call a cab, and I shall lx with you in an instant." I rushed 
upstain, explained the matta shortly to my wife, and in five minutes was inside 
a hansom, ^ving with my new acquaintance to Baker Street. 

Sherlock Holmes was, as I expected, lounging about his sitting-room in his 
dressing-gown, reading the agony column of The Times and smoking his before- 
breakfast pipe, which was composed of all the plugs and dottles left from his 
smokes of the day before, all carefully dried and collected on the comer of the 
mantelpiece. He received us in his quietly genial fashion, ordered fresh rashers 
and eggs, and joined us in a hearty meal. When it was concluded he settied our 
new acquaintance upon the sofa, placed a pillow beneath his head, and laid a glass 
of brandy and water within his reach. 

"It is easy to see that your experience has been no common one, Mr. Hatherley," 
said he. "Pny, lie down there and make yourself absolutely at home. Tdl us what 
you can, but stop when you are tired and keep up your strength with a little 
stimulant.” 

"Thank you," said my patient, "but I have felt another man since the doctor 
bandaged me, and 1 think that.your breakfast has completed the cure. I shall take 
up as little of your valuable time as possible, so I shaQ start at once upon my 
peculiar experiences." 

Holmes sat in his big armchair with the weary, heavy-lidded expression which 
veiled his keen and eager nature, while I sat opposite to him, and we listened in 
silence to the strange story which our visitor detailed to us. 

"You must know,” said he, "that I am an orphan and a bachdor, residing alone 
in lodgings in London. By profession I am a hydraulic engineer, and I have had 
considerable experience of my Work during the seven years that I was apprenticed 
to Venner & Matheson, the wdl-known firm, of Greenwich. Two yean ago, having 
served my time, and having also come into a fair sum of money throng^ my poor 
father’s death, I determined to start in business for myself and took jKOfessional 
chamben in Victoria Street. 

"I suppose that everyone finds his first independent start in business a dreary Or 
penence. To me it has been exceptionally so. During two yean I have had three 
consultations and one small job, and that is ahsolutdy all that my profession has 
brought me. My gross takings amount to £27 los. Every day, fr^ nine in the 
morning until four in the afternoon, I waited in my little dra, until at last my 
heart began to sink, and I came to bdieve dut I shoidd never have any practice at 
aU. 
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*Yestietday, however, jost as I was thinking of leaving the (dke, my derk en* 
tend to say there was a gentleman waiting who wished to see me upon business. He 
brought up a card, too, with the name of 'Colonel Lysander Stark* engraved upon 
it. Close at his he^ came the colonel himsdf, a man ladier over tiie middle size, 
but of an exceeding thinness. I do not think that I have ever seen so diin a man. 
His whde foce sharpened away into nose and chin, and the skin of his cheeks was 
drawn quite tense over his outstanding bones. Yet this emaciation semed to be 
his natural habit, and due to no disease, for his eye was bright, his step brisk, and 
his bearing assured. He was plainly but neatly dressed, and his age, I should judge, 
would be nearer forty than Airty. 

* ‘Mr. Hatherley?’ said he, with smnetbing of a German accent. 'You have been 
recommended to me, Mr. Ibtherley, as being a man who is not only proficient in 
his profession but is also discreet and capable of preserving a secret.' 

"I bowed, feeling as flattered as any young man would at such an address. 'May 
I ask who it was who gave me so good a character?' 

“ 'Well, perhaps it is better that I should not tell you that just at this moment. 
I have it from the same source that you are both an orphan and a bachelor and 
ate residing alone in London.' 

" 'That is quite correct,' I answered; ‘but you will excusd me if I say that I 
cannot see how all this beats upon my professional qualifications. I understand that 
it was on a professional matter that you wished to speak to me?' 

** ‘Undoubtedly so. But you will find that all I say is really to the point. I have a 
professional commission for you, but absolute secrecy is quite essential— rtbsoluta 
secrecy, you understand, and of course we may expect that more from a man who 
IS alone than from one who lives in the bosom of his family.’ 

“ ‘If I promise to keep a secret,' said I, ‘you may absolutely depend upon my 
doing so.’ 

“He looked very hard at me as I spoke, and it seemed to me that I had never 
seen so suspicious and questioning an eye. 

“ ‘Do you promise, then?’ said he at last. 

“ ‘Yes, I promise.' 

" ‘Absolute and complete silence before, during, and after? No reference to the 
matter at all, either in word or writing?' 

“ ‘I have already given you my word.’ 

“ ‘Very good.’ He suddenly sprang up, and darting like lightning across the room 
he flung open the door. The passage outside was empty. 

“ ‘That’s all right,’ said he, coming back. ‘I know the clerks are sometimes curious 
as to their master's affairs. Now we can talk in safety.' He drew up his chair very 
close to mine and began to stare at me tfgain with the same questioning and 
thoughtful look. 

“A feeling of repulsion, and of something akin to fear had begun to nse within 
me at the strange antics of this fleshless man. Even my dread of losing a client 
could not restrain me from showing my impatience. 

“‘I beg that you will state your business, sir,’ said I; 'my time is of value.' 
Heaven forgive me for that last sentence, but the words came to my lips. 

“ ‘How would fifty guineas for a night’s work suit you?’ he asked. 

“ ‘Most admirably.’ 

“ ‘I say a night’s work, but an hour’s would be nearer the mark. I simply want 
your opinion about a hydraulic stamping machine which has got out of gear. If 
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you show us what is wrong wc shall soon set it right ourselves. What do you think 
of such a commission as that?’ 

‘The work appears to be light and the pay munificent/ 

“ 'Precisely so. Wc shall want you to come to-night by the last train.' 

“ 'Where W 

“T'O Eyfoxd, in Berkshire. It is a little place near the borden of Oxfordshire, 
and within seven miles of Reading. There is a train from Paddington which would 
bring you there at about 11:15/ 

ly try good: 

" 'I shall come down in a carriage to meet you/ 

" There is a drive, then?' 

Yes, our little place is quite out in the country. It is a good seven miles from 
Eyford Station.' 

Then we can hardly get there before midnight. I suppose there would be no 
chance of a train back. I should be compelled to stop the night.' 

" 'Yes, wc could easily give you a shake-down.' 

" 'That is very awkward. Could I not come at some more convenient hour?' 

" 'We have judged it best that you should come late. It is to recompense you 
for any nuronvenience that we arc paying to you, a young and unknown man, a fee 
which would buy an opinion from the very heads of your profession. Still, of cou.'se, 
if you would like to draw out of the business, there is plenty of time to do so.' 

“I thought of the fifty guineas, and of how very useful they would be to me. 
Not at all,' said I, 'I shsdl be very happy to accommodate myself to your wishes. I 
should like, however, to understand a little more clearly what it is that you wish 
me to do.' 

** 'Quite so. It is very natural that the pledge of secrecy which we have exacted 
from you should have aroused your curiosity. I have no wish to commit you to any- 
thing without your having it all laid before you. I suppose that wc arc absolutely 
safe frenn eavesdroppers?’ 

" 'Entirely.' 

Then &e matter stands thus. You arc probably aware that fuller's-earth is a 
valuable product, and that it is only found in one or two places in England?' 

“ *I have heard so.' 

Some little time ago I bought a small place— a very small place— within ten 
miles of Reading. I was fortunate enough to discover that there was a deposit of 
fuller $-earth in one of my fields. On examining it, however, I found that this 
deposit was a comparatively small one, and that it formed a link between two very 
much larger ones upon the right and left— both of them, however, in the grounds 
of my neighbours. These good people were absolutely ignorant that their land 
contained that which was quite as valuable as a gold-mine. Naturally, it was to 
my interest to buy their land before they discovered its true value, but unfortu- 
nately I had no capital by which I could do this. I took a few of my friends into 
the secret, however, and they suggested that we should quietly and secretly work 
our own little deposit, and that in this way wc should cam the money which 
would enable us to buy the neighbouring fiel^. This we have now been doing for 
some time, and in order to belp*«us in our operations wc erected a hydraulic press. 
This press, as I have already explained, has got out of order, and wc wish your 
advice uqpn the subject. Wc guard our secret very jealously, however, and if it 
once became known that wc had hydraulic engineers coming to our little house, 
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it would soon rouse inquiry, and then, if the facts came out, it would be good-bye 
to any chance of getting these fields and carrying out out jdans. That is why 1 
have made you promise me that you will not t^ a human being that you ate gmng 
to Eyford to-ni^t. 1 hope that I make it all plain?' 

“ '1 quite follow you,’ said I. "The only point which I could not quite understand 
was wbat use you could make of a hydraulic press in excavating fuller’s-earth, 
which, as I understand, is dug out like gravel from a pit/ 

" *Ahl’ said he carelessly, ‘we have our own process. We compress the earth into 
bricks, so as to remove them without revealing what they are. But that is a mere 
detail. I have taken you fully into my confidence now, Mr. Hatherley, and I have 
shown you how 1 trust you.’ He rose as he spoke. 'I shall expect you, then, at Eyford 
at 11 : 15 / 

" ‘1 shall certainly be there.’ 

" ‘And not a word to a soul.’ He looked at me with a last, long, questioning gaze, 
and then, pressing my hand in a cold, dank grasp, he hurried from the room. 

‘Well, when 1 came to thmk it all over in cool Uood I was very much astonished, 
as you may both think, at this sudden commission which had bem intrusted to me. 
On the one hand, of course, I was glad, for the fee was at least tenfold what I 
should have asked had I set a price upon my own service^ and it was possible 
that this order might lead to other ones. On the other hand, the foce and manner 
of my patron had made an unpleasant impression upon me, and I could not think 
that his explanation of the fuller’s-earth was sufficient to explain die necessity for 
my coming at midnight, and his extreme anxiety lest I should tell anyone of my 
errand. However, I threw all fears to the winds, ate a hearty supper, drove to 
Paddington, and started oS, having obeyed to the letter the iniunction as to holding 
my tongue. 

"At Reading 1 had to change not only my carriage but my station. However, I 
was in time for the last train to Eyford, and I reached the little dim-lit station 
after ele\'en o’clock. I was the only passenger who got out there, and diere was no 
one upon the platform save a single sleepy porter with a lantern. As I passed out 
through the wicket gate, however, I found my acquaintance of the morning waiting 
in the shadow upon the other side. Without a word he grasped my arm and hur- 
ried me into a carnage, the door of which was standing open. He drew up the 
windows on either side, tapped on the wood-work, and away we went as fast as the 
horse could go.” 

"One horse?” interjected Holmes. 

“Tes, only one." 

"Did you observe the colour?” 

"Yes, I saw it by the side-lights when I was stepping into the carriage. It was a 
chestnut.” 

*Tiied4ooking or fresh?” 

"Oh, fresh and glossy.” 

"Thank you. 1 am sorry to have interrupted you. Pray continue your most in- 
teresting statement.” 

"Away we went then, and we drove for at least an hour. Colond Lysander Stark 
had said that it was only seven miles, but I should think, from the rate that we 
seemed to go, and from the tune that^wt: todi, that it must have been nearer 
twdve. He sat at my side in sflence all the time, and 1 was aware, mote tban once 
when I glanced in his directum, that he was kxdung at me wiA great intensity. 
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The country toads seem to be not very good in that part of the world, for we 
lurched and jolted terribly. I tried to look out of the windows to see something of 
whoe we were, but they were made of frosted ^ass, and I could make out nothing 
save the occasional bright blur of a passing light. Now and foen I hazarded some 
remark to break the monotony of the jcmmey, but the colond answered (mly in 
monosyllables, and the conversation soon flagged. At last, however, the bumping 
of the road was exchanged for the crisp smoodmess of a graveMrive, and the 
carriage came to a stand. Colond Lysander Stark ^rang out, and, as I followed 
aftn him, pulled me swiftly into a porch which gap^ in front of us. We stq>ped, 
as it were, right out of the carriage and into the hall, so that I failed to catch the 
most fleeting glance of the front of the house. The instant that I had crossed the 
threshold the door slammed heavily behind us, and 1 heard faintly the rattle of the 
wheels as the carriage drove away. 

“It was pitch dark inside the house, and the colond fumbled about looking for 
matches arid muttering unda his breath. Suddenly a door opened at the other end 
of the passage, and a long, golden bar of light shot out in our direction. It grew 
broader, and a woman appeared with a lamp in her hand, which she hdd above 
her head, pushing her face forward and peering at us. I could see that she was 
pretty, and from the gloss with which the light shone upon her dark dress I knew 
that it was a rich material. She spoke a few words in a foreign tongue in a tone as 
though asking a question, and when my companion answered in a gruff mono- 
syllable she gave such a start that the lamp nearly fell from her hand. Colonel Stark 
went up to her, whispered something in her ear, and then, pushing her back into 
the room from whence she had come, he walked towards me again with the lamp 
in his hand. 

“ ‘Perhaps you will have the kindness to wait in this room for a few minutes,' 
said he, throwing open another door. It was a quiet, little, plainly furnished room, 
with a round table in the centre, on which several German books were scattered. 
Colonel Stark laid down the lamp on the top of a harmonium beside the door. ‘I 
shall not keep you waiting an instant,’ said he, and vanished into the darkness. 

“I glanced at the books upon the table, and in spite of my ignorance of German 
I could see that two of them were treatises on science, the others being volumes 
of poetry. Then 1 walked across to the window, hoping that I might catch some 
glimpse of the country-side, but an oak shutter, heavily barred, was folded across it 
It was a wonderfully silent house. There was an old clock ticking loudly some- 
where in the passage, but otherwise everything was deadly still. A vague feeling of 
uneasiness began to steal over me. Who were these German people, and what were 
they doing living in this strange, out-of-the-way place? And where was the place? I 
was ten miles or so from Eyford, that was all I knew, but whether north, sooth, 
east or west 1 had no idea. For that matter, Reading, and possibly other large 
towns, were within that radius, so the place might not be so secluded, after all. Yet 
it was quite certain, from the absolute stillness, that we were in the country. I 
paced up and down the room, humming a tune under my breath to keep up my 
spirits and feeling that I was thoroughly earning my fifty-guinea fee. 

’’Suddenly, without any preliminary sound in ^e midst of the utter stillness, 
the door of my room swung slowly open. The woman was standing in the aperture^ 
the darkness of the hall behind the yellow light from my lamp beating upon 
her eager fpi beautiful face. I could see at a glance dut the was sick with fev, 
and tlw si|$t sent a chill to my own heart 9te hdd up one diaking finger to warn 



me to be s3ent^ and she shot a few whimpered woids cd broken English at me, bet 
eyes glancing back, like those of a frightened hone, into the gjonn bdiind her. 

“ i would go,’ said she, tiying hard, as it seemed to me, to speak calmly; ’1 would 
go. 1 should not stay here. Them is no good for you to da’ 

“ 'But, madam,’ said I, 'I have not yet dcme what i came for. I cannot possibly 
leave until I have seen the machine.’ 

“ ‘It IS not worth your whde to wait,’ she went on. Tou can pass dirou^ the 
door; no one hinden.' And then, seeing that I smiled and shook my head, she sud- 
denly threw aside her constraint and made a step forward, with her hands wrung 
together. ‘For the love of Heavenl' she whispered, ‘get away from here before it is 
too latel' 

"But I am somewhat headstrong by nature, and the more ready to engage in 
an affair when there is some obstacle in the way. 1 thought of my fifty-guinea fee, 
of my wearisome journey, and of the unpleasant night which seemed to be before 
me. Was it all to go for nothing? Why should I slink away without having carried 
out my commission, and without the payment which was my due? This woman 
might, for all I knew, be a monomaniac. With a stout bearing, therefore, though 
her manner had shaken me more than I cared to confess, I shll shook my head 
and declared my intention of remaining where I was. She was about to renew her 
entreaties when a door slammed overhead, and the sound of several foobteps was 
heard upon the stairs. She listened for an instant, threw up her hands with a 
despairing gesture, and vanished as suddenly and as noiselessly as she had come. 

"Tlie newcomers were Colonel Lysander Stark aid a short thick man with a 
chinchilla beard growing out of the creases of his double chin, who was inboduced 
to me as Mr. Ferguson. 

“ ‘This is my secretary and manager,’ said the colonel. ‘By the way, I was under 
the impression that I left this door shut just now. 1 fear that you have fdt the 
draught’ 

“ ‘On the contrary,' said I, ‘I opened the door myself because I felt the room to 
be a little close.’ 

"He shot one of his suspicious looks at me. Perhaps we had better proceed to 
business, then,’ said he. ‘Mr. Ferguson and I will take you up to see the machine.' 

" ‘I had better put my hat on, I suppose.’ 

“ ‘Oh, no, it IS in the house.’ 

" ‘What, you dig fuller’»«arth in the house?’ 

" ‘No, no. TTiis is only where we compress it. But never nund that. All we wish 
you to do is to examine the machine and to let us know what is wrong with it’ 

'We went upstaira together, the colonel first with the lamp^ the fat manager 
and t behind him. It was a labyrinth of an old house, with corridors, passages, 
narrow winding staircases, and little low doors, the thresholds of which were hol- 
lowed out by the generations who had crossed them. There were no carpeb and 
no signs of any furniture above the ground floor, while the plaster was peding off 
the walls, and the damp was breaking through in green, unhealthy blotches. I tried 
to put on as unconcerned an air as possible, but I bad not forgotten the warnings 
of the lady, even though I disregarded them, and I kept a keen eye upon my two 
companions. Ferguson appeared to be a morose and silent man, but I could see 
from the little that he said that he was at least a fdlow-countryman. 

"Odmiel Lysander Stark stopped at last before a low door, whidi he imlofk e d . 
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Within w$s a tmaH, iquate toom, in whidi tfw thiee of us could hardly get at one 
time. Feifuson remained outside, and the odond udieted me in. 

“We are now,' said he, 'actually within the hydraulic press, and it wonhl be a 
particularly unpleasant thing for os if anyone were to turn it <m. The ceding of 
this small chamber is really the end of the descending pistcHi, and it comes down 
with toe force of many tom upon this metal floor. There are small lateral cdumns 
of water outside which receive the force, and which transmit and moltiidy it in the 
numner wluch is familiar to you. The machine goes reatoly enmigh, but there is 
some stiffness in the working of it, and it has lost a litde of its force. Perhaps you 
wdl have the goodness to lode it over and to show us how we can set it right.’ 

"I took the lamp from him, and I examined the machine very thoroughly. It 
was indeed a gigantic one, and capable of exercising enormous pressure. When 
I passed outside, however, and pressed down the levers which controlled it, I knew 
at once by the whishing sound that there was a slight leakage, which allowed a 
regurgitation of water through one of the side cylinders. An examination showed 
that one of the india-rubber bands which was round the head of a driving-rod had 
shrunk so as not quite to 611 the socket along which it worked. This was clearly 
the cause of the loss of power, and I pointed it out to my companions, who followed 
my remarks very carefully and asked several practical questions as to how they 
should proceed to set it right. When 1 had made it clear to them, 1 returned to 
the main chamber of the machine and took a good look at it to sabsfy my own 
curiosity. It was obvious at a glance that the story of the fuller’s-earth was the 
merest fabrication, for it wog^ be absurd to suppose that so powerful an engine 
could be designed for so inadequate a purpose. The walls were of wood, but the 
floor consisted of a large iron trough, and when I came to examine it I could see a 
crust of metallic deposit all over it. I had stooped and was scraping at this to see 
exactly what it was when I heard a muttered exclamation in German and saw 
toe cadaverous face of the colonel kxd^ing down at me. 

* 'What are you doing there?’ he asked. 

"I felt angry at having been tricked by so elaborate a story as that which he had 
told me. ‘I was admiring your fuller’s-earth,’ said I; ‘1 think that I should be better 
able to advise you as to your machine if I knew what the exact purpose was for 
which it was used.’ 

The instant that I uttered the words I regretted the rashness of my speech. His 
face set hard, and a baleful light sprang op in his gray eyes. 

‘“Very well,' said he, 'you shall know all about the machine.’ He took a step 
backward, slammed the little door, and turned the key in toe lock. 1 rushed towards 
it and pulled at the handle, but it was quite secure, and did not give in the least 
to my kicks and shoves. ‘Hellol’ I yelled. 'Hello! Colonel! Let me outi’ 

"And then suddenly in the silence I heard a sound which sent my heart into 
my mouth. It was the clank of the levers and the swish of the leaking cylinder. 
He had set the engine at work. The lamp still stood upon the floor where I had 
placed it when examining the trough. By ib light I saw that the black ceiling was 
coming down upon me, slowly, jerkily, but, as none knew better than myself, with 
a force which must within a minute grind me to a shapeless pulp. I thrm myself, 
screaming, against the door, and dragged wito my nails at the lock. I imfdored the 
crdonel to let me out, but the remorseless clanking of the levere drowned my 
cries. The ceiling was only a foot or two above my head, and with my hand up- 
raised I cmild fed its harto rougb surface. Then it fladied totoogh my mind that 
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depend very much upon the position m whidi I met 
OT my face flie wei^t would c«ne upon my spine, and I ahoddend tp 
think of rat dieadfnl snap. Easier the other way, perhaps; and yet, had I ^ 
n«ve to lie and look up at that deadly black shadow wavoinf down npon me? 
Already I was unable to stand erect, when my eye caught something whmh brought 
a gush of hope back to my heart. 

I have said that thou^ tiie floor and ceiling were of iron, die walls w«e of 
wood. As I ^ve a last hurried glance around, I saw a thm line of ydlow light 
between two of the boards, udikh broadened and broadened as a tmall panoi was 
pushed backward. For an instant I could hardly believe that here was indeed a door 
which led away from death. The next instant I threw myself through, and lay 
half- f ai n ti n g upon the other side. The panel had closed again behind me, but the 
crash of the lamp, and a few moments afterwards the dang of the two slabs of 
metal, told me how narrow had been my escape. 

“I was recalled to myself by a frantic pluckmg at my wrist, and I found myself 
lying upon the stone floor of a narrow comdor, while a woman bent over me and 
tugged at roe with her left hand, while she held a candle in her right. It was the 
same good friend whose warning I had so foolishly reiected. 

“ ‘Cornel comet' she cried breathlessly. They will be here in a moment. TTiey 
will see that you are not there. Oh, do not waste the so-ptecious time, but cornel' 

‘This time, at least, 1 did not scorn her advice. I staggered to my feet and ran 
with her along the comdor and down a windmg stair. The Utter led to another 
broad passage, and just as we reached it we heard the sound of rutming feet and 
the shouting of two voices, one answering the other from the floor on which we 
were and feom the one beneath. My guide stopped and looked about her like one 
who is at her wit's end. Then she threw open a door which led into a bedroom, 
through the window of v^iich the moon was shining brightly. 

“ 'It is your only chance,' said she. Tt is high, but it may be that you can jump it.’ 

“As she spoke a light sprang into view at the further end of the passage, and I 
saw the lean figure of Cdond Lysander Stark rushing forward with a lantern in 
one hand and a weapon like a batcher's cleaver in the other. I rushed acroa the 
bedroom, flung open the window, and looked out. How quiet and sweet and whole- 
some the garden looked in the moonlight, and it could not be mote than thirty 
feet down. I clambered out upon the sill, but I hesitated to jump untfl I shonld 
have heard what passed between my saviour and the ruffian who punned me. If 
the were fll-used, then at any risks I was determined to go bode to her assistance. 
The thought had hardly fl^ed througli my mind befme he was at the door, 
poshing his way past her; hut she threw her arms round him and tried to bold him 
hack. 

“ ‘Ftitd FritsI’ she cried in English, ‘remember your imniuse after the last time. 
Yon said it should not be again. He be silenti Oh, he will be sflentl’ 

“ *¥00 are mad, Elisel' he shouted, stnig^lng to br^ away fnnn her. Tou will 
be the ruin of us. He has teen too much. Let me pass, I sayl' He dashed her to one 
side, and, rusliiiig to the window, cut at me with his heavy weapon. I had let my- 
sdf go, and was hanging by the bands to tiie sill, when his blow fdl. I was cootetoos 
of a dull pain, my grip looeened, and I fdl into die garden hdow. 

"I was thato but not hurt by the fall; so 1 picked mysdf iq> and msbed off 
among the bushes as bard as 1 could run, for I understood that 1 was fee firam beiiig 
out of danger yet Suddenly, however, as I ran, a deader dimness and s i ck ne a s came 
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over me. 1 lanced down at my hand, which was throbbing painfuny, and then, for 
the first time, saw that my thumb had been cut off and ffiat the bh^ was pouring 
from my wound. I endeavoured to tie my handketdiief round it, but there came 
a sudden buzzing in my ears, and next moment 1 fdl in a dead faint among the 
tose>bushes. 

‘Tiow long I remained unconscious I cannot teli. It must have been a very long 
time, for the moon had sunk, and a bright morning was breaking whem I came 
to mysdf. My clothes were all sodden with dew, and my coat-sleeve was drenched 
with blood fi^ my wounded thumb. The smarting of it recalled in an imtant all 
the particulars of my night’s adventure, and I sprang to my feet with the feeling 
that I might hardly yet be safe from my pursuers. But to my astonishment, when 
1 came to look round me, neither house nor garden were to be seen. I had been 
lying in an angle of the hedge close by the highroad, and just a little lower down 
was a long building, which proved, upon my approaching it, to be the very station 
at which I had arrived upon the previous night. Were it not for the ugly wound 
upon my hand, all that had passed during those dreadful houn might have been 
an evil dream. 

"Half dazed, I went into the station and asked about the morning train. There 
would be one to Reading in less than an hour. The same porter was on duty, I 
found, as had been there when I arrived. I inquired of him whether he had ever 
heard of Colonel Lysander Stark. The name was strange to him. Had he observed 
a carnage the night before waiting for me? No, he had not. Was there a police- 
station anywhere near? There was one about three miles off. 

"It was too far for me to go, weak and ill as I was. I determined to wait until I 
got back to town before telling my story to the police. It was a littie past six when 
I arrived, so 1 went first to have my wound dressed, and then the doctor was kind 
enough to bring me along here. I put the case into your hands and shall do exactly 
what you advise.” 

We both sat in silence for some little time after listening to this extraordinary 
narrative. Then Sherlock Holmes pulled down from the shelf one of the ponderous 
commonplace books in which he placed his cuttings 

"Here is an advertisement W'hich will interest you,” said he. "It appeared in all 
the papen about a year ago. Listen to this; 

"Lost, on the 9 th inst., Mr. Jeremiah Hayling, aged twenty-six, a hydraulic 
engineer. Left his lodgings at ten o’clock at night, and has not been heard of 
since. Was dressed in— 

etc., etc. Ha! That represents the last time that the colonel needed to have his 
machine overhauled, I fancy.” 

"Good heavensl" cried my patient. "Then that explains what the girl said.” 

"Undoubtedly. It is quite clear that the colonel was a cool and desperate man, 
who was absolutdy determined that nothing should stand in the way of his littie 
game, like those out-and-out pirates who will leave no survivor from a captured 
ship, WelL every moment now is precious, so if you feel equal to it we shall go 
down to Scotland Yard at once as a preliminary to starting for Eyford.” 

Some tiiree hours or so afterwards we were all in the train together, boln^ from 
Reading to tise littie Berkshire village. There were Sherlock Holmes, the h^nulic 
enginegr. Inspector Bradstieet, of Scotland Yard, a plain-clothes man, and mysdf. 
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Biadstreet had spread an ordnance map of the county out upon the seat and was 
busy with his compasses drawing a ciide with Eyfoid for its centre. 

"There you are/’ said he. "That circle is drawn at a radiim of ten miles from die 
village. The place we want must be somewhere near that line* You said ten mileSi 
I think, sir." 

""It was an hour’s good dnve." 

"And you think that they brought you back all that way when you were un- 
conscious?" 

"They must have done so. I have a confused memory, too, of having been lifted 
and conveyed somewhere." 

"What 1 cannot understand," said I, ""is why they should have spared you when 
they found you lying fainting in the garden. Perhaps the villain was softened by the 
woman’s entreaties." 

"1 hardly think that likely. I never saw a more inexorable face in my life." 

"Oh, we shall soon clear up all that," said Bradstreet. "Well, I have drawn my 
circle, and I only wish I knew at what point upon it the folk that we are in search of 
are to be found." 

"I thmk I could lay my finger on it," said Holmes quietly. 

"Really, nowl” cncd the inspector, ""you have formed your opinion! Come, now, 
we shall see who agrees with you. I say it is south, for the country is more deserted 
there " 

"And I say cast," said my pabent. 

""I am for west," remarked the plain-clothes man. "There arc several quiet little 
villages up there." 

"And I am for north," said I, "l^ecausc there arc no hills there, and our friend says 
that he did not notice the carriage go up any." 

"Come," cried the inspector, laughing; "it's a very pretty diversity of opinion. 
Wc have boxed the compass among us. Who do you give your casting vote to?" 

"You are all wrong." 

"But wc can't dl be." 

“Oh, yes, you can. This is my point." He placed his finger in the centre of the 
circle. "Tins is where we shall ^d them." 

"But the twelve-mile drive?" gasped Hatbcrlcy. 

"Six out and six back. Nothing simpler. You say yourself that the horse was 
fresh and glossy when you got in. How could it be that if it bad gone twelve miles 
over heavy roads?" 

"Indeed it is a likdy ruse enough," observed Biadstreet tbou^tfully. "Of coucse 
there can be no doubt as to the nature of this gang." 

"T^Ione at all," said Holmes. "They are coiners on a large scale, and have used the 
machine to form the amalgam which has taken the place of silver." 

"We have known for some time that a clever gang was at work," said the in- 
spector. "They have been turning out half-eiowns by the thousand. We even traced 
them as far as Reading, but could get no farther, for they had covered their traces 
in a way that showed that they were very old hands. But now, thanks to this 
luexy chance, 1 think that we have got them n^t enough." 

But the inspector was mistaken, for diose criminals were not destined to Ml 
into the hands of justice. As we idlM into Eyfoid Station we saw a gigantic column 
of smoke which streamed up from behind a small dump of trees in the nei^ibour- 
hood and hung like an immense ostrich feather over tfie landscape. 

1?5 



“A hoiue on fite?” asked Biadstreet as tbe dain steamed off again on its way. 

"Yes, sirr said ^ station-master. 

‘‘When did it bredc ont?” 

“I hear that it was during the night, sir, but it has got worse, and the whole 
place is in a blaze.” 

“Whose house is it?” 

“Dr. Becher's.” 

“Tell me,” broke in the engineer, "is Dr. Becher a German, very thin, with a 
long, sharp nose?" 

The station-master laughed heartily. “No, sir, Dr. Becher is an Englishman, and 
there isn’t a man in the parish who has a better-lined waistcoat. But he has a 
gentleman staying with him, a patient, as I understand, who is a foreigner, and he 
looks as if a little good Berkshire beef would do him no harm.” 

The station-master had not finished his speech before we were all hastening in the 
direction of the fire. The road topped a low hill, and there was a great widespread 
whitewashed building in front of us, spouting fire at every chink and window, 
while in the garden in front three fire-engines were vainly striving to keep the 
flames under. 

"That’s itl" cried Hatherley, in intense excitement. “There is the gravel-drive, 
and there are the rose-bushes where I lay. That second window is the one that 
1 jumped from.” 

“Well, at least,” said Holmes, “you have had your revenge upon them. There 
can be no question that it was youi oil-lamp which, when it was crushed in the 
press, set fire to the wooden walls, though no doubt they were too excited in the 
chase after you to observe it at the tune. Now keep your eyes open in this crowd 
for your friends of last night, though I very much fear that they are a good hun- 
dred miles off by now.” 

And Holmes's fears came to be realized, for from that day to this no word has 
ever been heard either of the beautiful woman, the sinister Gennan, or the morose 
Englishman. Early that morning a peasant had met a cart containing several people 
and some very bulky boxes driving rapidly in the duection of Reading, but there 
all traces of the fugitives disappeared, and even Holmes’s ingenuity failed ever to 
discover the least clue as to their whereabouts. 

The firemen had been much perturbed at the strange arrangements which they 
had found within, and still more so by discovering a newly severed human thumb 
upon a window-sill of the second floor. About sunset, however, their efforts were 
at last successful, and they subdued the flames, but not before the roof had fallen 
in, and the whole place b^ reduced to such absolute ruin that, save some twisted 
cylinders and iron piping, not a trace remained of the machinery which had cost 
our unfortunate acquaintance so dearly. Large masses of nickel and of tin were 
discovered stored in an out-house, but no coins were to be found, which may have 
explained the presence of those bulky boxes which have been already referred to. 

How our hy^ulic engineer had been conveyed from the garden to the spot where 
he recovered his senses might have remained forever a mystery were it not for the 
soft mould, which told us a very plain tale. He had evidently been carried down by 
two persoru, one of whom had remarkably small feet and the other unusually large 
ones. On the whole, it was most probable that the silent Englishman, being less 
bold or less murderous than hu companion, had assisted the winnan to bear the 
unconscious man out of the way of dangm. 
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“Wdl,* said our engineer mefoUy as we took our seats to return once more to 
London, "it ^ been a pretty business for mel I have lost my thumb and I have 
lost a fifty-foinea and what have I gained?" 

"Eaperienoe," said H(dmes, laughing. "Inditecdy it may be of value, you know; 
you have only to put it into words to gain the reputation of being excellent com- 
pany for the remainder of your existence.” 


THE ADVENTURE OP THE NOBLE BACHELOR 

Tbf Lord St. Ssmon marriage, and its curious termination, have long ceased to be 
a subject of interest in those exalted circles in which the unfortunate bridegroom 
moves. Fresh scandals have eclipsed it, and their more piquant details have drawn 
the gossips away from this four-year-old drama. As I have reason to believe, how- 
ever, that the full facts have never been revealed to the general public, and as my 
friend Sherlock Holmes had a considerable share in clearing the matter up, I feel 
that no memou of him would be complete without some little sketch of this 
remarkable episode. 

It was a few weeks before my own maniage, dunng the days when I was still 
sharing rooms with Holmes in Baker Street, that he came home from an afternoon 
stroll to find a letter on the table waiting for him. I had remained indoors qll day, 
for the weather had taken a sudden turn to rain, with high autumnal winds, and 
the Jezail bullet which I had brought back in one of my limbs as a relic of my 
Afghan campaign throbbed with dull penistence. With my body in one easy-chair 
and my legs upon another, 1 had sunounded myself with a cloud of newspapers 
until at last, saturated with the news of the day, 1 tossed them all aside and lay 
listless, watching the huge crest and monogram upon the envelope upon the table 
and wondering lazily who my friend’s noble correspondent could be. 

“Here is a very fashionable epistle,” 1 remarked as he entered. “Your morning 
letters, if I remember right, were from a fish-monger and a tide-waiter.” 

“Yes, my correspondence has certainly the charm of variety," he answered, 
smiling, "and the humbler are usually the more interesting. This looks like one of 
diose unwelcome social summonses which call upon a man either to be bored or to 
lie." 

He broke the seal and glanced over the contents. 

“Oh, come, it may prove to be something of interest after all.” 

“Not social, then?” 

“No, distinctly professional.” 

“And from a noble client?" 

“One of the highest in England." 

“My dear fellow, I congratulate you." 

“I assure you, Watson, without affectation, that the status of my client is a 
matter of less moment to me than the interest of his case. It is just possible, 
however, that tiiat also may not be wanting in this new investigation. You have 
been reading the papers diligently of late, have you not?" 
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*lt lories like it;* said 1 niefalljr, pomting to a huge bundle in ibe comer. "I bave 
had aotbiog die to do.” 

”lt it fortunate, for yon will perhaps be aUe to post me iq». I read nothing 
eKoq>t die criminal news and the agony column. The latter is riwayi instructive. 
But if you have fdlowed recent events so dosely you must have re^ about Lord 
St. Simon and his wedding?” 

“Oh, yes, with the deepest interest” 

”Th8t is wdl. The lettu which I hold in my hand is from Lord St. Simon. I 
will read it to you, and in return you must turn over these papers and let me have 
whatever bears upon the matter. This is what he says: 

”My dbae Miu SRsaLOCK Holmes: 

”Lord Backwater tells me that I may place implicit reliance upon your 
judgment and discretion. I have determined, thoefore, to call upon you 
and to consult you in reference to the very painful event which has occurred 
in connection with my wedding. Mr. Lestiade, of Scotland Yard, is acting 
already in the matter, but he assures me that he sees no objection to your 
cooperation, and that he even thinks that it might be of some assistance. 
1 will call at four o’clock in the afternoon, and, should you have any other 
engagement at that time, 1 hope that you will postpone it, as this matter is 
of paramount importance. 

“Yours faithfully, 

“St. Simon. 

“It is dated from Grosvenor Mansions, written with a quill pen, and the noble 
lord has had the misfortune to get a smear of ink upon the outer side of his right 
little finger," lemariced Holmes as he folded up the epistle. 

“He says four o’clock. It is three now. He will be here in an hour.” 

“Then I have just time, with your assistance, to get clear upon the subject. Turn 
over those papers and arrange the extracts in their order of time, while I take a 
glance as to who our client is." He picked a red-covered volume from a line of 
books of reference beside the mantelpiece. “Here he is,” said he, sitting down and 
flattening it out upon his knee. “Lord Robert Walsingham de Veie St. Simon, 
second son of the Duke of Balmoral. HumI Arms: Azure, three caltrops in chief 
over a fess sable. Bom in 1846. He’s forty-one years of age, which is mature for 
marriage. Was Under-Secretary for the colonies in a late administration. The Duke, 
his father, was at one time Secretary for Foreign Affairs. They inherit nantagenet 
blood by direct descent, and Tudor on the distaff side. Hal Well, there is nothing 
very instructive in all this. I think that I must turn to you, Watson, for something 
more solid." 

“I have very little difficulty in finding what I want,” said I, “for the facts are 
quite recent, and the nutter struck me as remarkable. I feared to refer them to 
you, however, as I knew that you had an inquiry on hand and that you disliked the 
intrusion of other matters." 

“Oh, you mean the little problem of the Grosvenor Square furniture van. That 
is quite cleared up now— though, indeed, it was obvious from the first. Pray give 
me the results of your newspaper selections.” 

“Here is riie first notice which I can find. It is in the personal odumn of die 
Morning Poet, and dates, as youeee, some weeks back: 
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“A marriage has been arranged [it says] and will, if mmour is conect, 
very shortly take place, between Lord Rob^ St. Simon, second son of the 
Duke of Balmord, and Miss Hatty Doran, the only daughter of Aloysius 
Doran, Esq., of San Francisco, Cal., U. S. A. 

That is all.” 

Terse and to the point,” remarked Holmes, stretching his long, thin legs to- 
wards the 6re. 

There was a paragraph amplifying this in one of the society papers of the same 
week. Ah, here it is: 

There will soon be a call for protection in the marriage market; for the 
present free-trade principle appears to tell heavily against our home product. 
One by one the management of the noble houses of Great Britain is passing 
into the hands of our fair cousins from across the Atlantic. An important 
addition has been made during the last week to the list of the prizes which 
have been borne away by these charming invaders. Lord St. Simon, who 
has shown himself for over twenty years proof against the little god’s arrows, 
has now definitely announced his approaching marriage with Miss Hatty 
Doran, the fascinating daughter of a California millionaire. Miss Doran, 
whose graceful figure and striking face attracted much attention at the West- 
bury House festivities, is an only child, and it is curreittly reported that her 
dowry will run to considerably over the six figures, with expectancies for the 
future. As it is an open secret that the Duke of Balmoral has been compelled 
to sell his pictures within the last few years, and as Lord St. Simon has no 
property of his own save the small estate of Birchmoor, it is obvious that 
the Californian heiress is not the only gainer by an alliance which will enable 
her to make the easy and common transition from a Republican lady to a 
British peeress.” 

“Anything else?” asked Holmes, yawning. 

"Oh, yes; plenty. Then there is another note in the Morning Post to say that 
the marriage would be an absolutely quiet one, that it would be at St. George’s, 
Hanover Square, that only half a dozen intimate friends would be invited, and 
that the party would return to the furnished house at Lancaster Gate which has 
been taken by Mr. Aloysius Doran. Two days later- that is, on Wednesday last— 
there is a curt armouncement that the wedding had taken place, and tMt the 
honeymoon would be passed at Lord Backwater’s place, near Petersfidd. Those 
are all the notices which appeared before the disappearance of the bride.” 

“Before the what?” asked Holmes with a start. 

The vanishing of the lady." 

“When did she vanish, then?” 

"At the wedding breakfast." 

“Indeed. This is more interesting than it promised to be; quite dramatic, in 
fact.” 

"Yes; it strack me as being a little out of the common.” 

“They often vanish before the ceremony, and occasionally during the honey- 
moon; W I cannot call to mind anything quite so prompt as this. Pray let me have 
thedetailt.” 

“I warn you that they are very incomplete.” 
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‘Ttthapt we nay make tliem ksi so.” 

“Such as Aey aie, tibey ate set forth in a artide of a morning paper of 
yesterday, niiich I will read to yon. It is headed, ‘Singular Occurrence at a Faduon- 
able Wedding*: 

The fomOy of Lord Robert St. Simcm has been thrown into the greatest 
co ns ternation by the strange and painful episodes which have taken place 
in connection with his wedding. The ceremony, as shortly announced in the 
papers of yesterday, occuned on the previous morning; but it is only now 
toat it has been possible to confirm toe strange rumoun which have been 
so persistently floating about. In spite of the attempts of the friends to 
hush the matter up, so much public attention has now been drawn to it 
that no good purpose can be served by afiectkig to disregard what is a com- 
mon subject fm conversation. 

‘The ceremony, which was performed at St. George's, Hanover Square, 
was a very quirt one, no one being present save toe father of the bride, 
Mr. Aloysius Doran, toe Duchess of Balmoral, Lord Backwater, Lord 
Eustace, and Lady Clara St. Simon (the younger brother and sister of the 
bridegroom), and Lady Alicia Whittington. The whole party proceeded 
afterwards to the house of Mr. Aloysios Doran, at Lancaster Gate, where 
breakfost had been prepared. It appean that some little trouble was caused 
by a woman, whose name has not been ascertained, who endeavoured to 
force her way into toe house after the bridal party, alleging that she had 
some daim upon Lord St. Simon. It was only after a painful and prolonged 
scene that she was ejected by the butler and the footman. The bride, who 
had fortunatdy entered the house before this unpleasant interruption, had 
sat down to breakfast with the rest, when she complained of a sudden 
indisposition and retired to her room. Her prolonged absence having caused 
some comment, her father followed her, but learned from her maid that she 
had only come up to her chamber for an instant, caught up an ulster and 
bonnet, and hurried down to the passage. One of the footmen declared that 
he had seen a lady leave the house thus apparelled, but had refused to 
credit that it was his mistress, believing her to be with the company. On 
ascertaining that his daughter had disappeared, Mr. Aloysius Doran, in con- 
junction with the bridegroom, iiutantly put toemselves in communication 
wito toe police, and very energetic inquiries are being made, which will 
probably result in a speedy clearing up of this very singular business. Up to 
a late hour last ni{^t, however, nothing had trairspired as to toe whereabmts 
of toe missing lady, lliere are rumoun of foul play in the matter, and it is 
said that the police have caused the arrest of the woman who had caused 
toe original disturbance, in toe belief that, from jealousy or some other 
motive, she nuy have been concerned in the strange disappearance of the 
bride.” 

”And is that all?” 

”Only one little item in another of the morning papers, but it is a suggestive 
one.” 

-And it i^” 

Tlat Miss Flora Millar, the lady who had caused toe disturbance, has actually 
been arrested. It appean that she was formerly a damum at toe ADqpo, and toat 
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she has known the bridegroom for some yean. There are no futrirer pattkolart, 
and the whole case is in your hands now—so fat as it has been set forth in the 
public press.” 

"And an exceedingly interesting case it appears to be. I would not have missed 
it for worlds. Bpt there is a dng at the beO, Watson, and as the clodc makes it a 
few minutes after four, I have no doubt that this will prove to be our noble dient. 
Do not dream of going, Watson, for I very much prefer having a witness, if only as 
a check to my own memory.” 

"Lord Rol^ St. Simon,” announced our page-boy, throwing open the door. 
A gentleman entered, with a pleasant, cultured face, high-nosed and pale, with 
something perhaps of petulance about the mouth, and with the steady, well-opened 
eye of a man whose pleasant lot it had ever been to command and to be obeyed. 
His manner was brisk, and yet his general appearance gave an undue impression of 
age, ior he had a slight forward stoop and a little bend of the knees as he walked. 
His hair, too, as he swept off his very curly-brimmed hat, was grizzled round the 
edges and thin upon the top. As to his dress, it was careful to the vei^ of fop- 
pishness, with high collar, black frock-coat, white waistcoat, yellow gloves, patent- 
leather shoes, and light-coloured gaiters. He advanced slowly into the room, turning 
his head from left to right, and swinging in his right hand the cord which held 
his golden eyeglasses. •• 

“Good-day, Lord St. Simon,” said Holmes, rising and bowing. “Pray take the 
basket-chair. This is my fnend and colleague. Dr. Watson. Draw up a little to the 
fire, and we will talk this matter over.” 

“A most painful matter to me, as you can most readily imagine, Mr. Holmes. 
I have been cut to the quick. I understand tnat you have already managed several 
delicate cases of this sort, sir, though I presume that they were hardly from the 
same class of soaet>'.” 

"No, I am descending.” 

“I beg pardon." 

“My last client of the sort was a king.” 

“Oh, reallyl I bad no idea. And which king?” 

“The King of Scandinavia.” 

“What! Had he lost his wife?” 

"You can understand,” said Holmes suavely, “that I extend to the affairs of 
my other clients the same secrecy which I promise to you in yours.” 

“Of courscl Very righti very righti I’m sure I beg pardon. As to my own case, 
I am ready to give you any information which may assist you in forming an opinion.” 

“Thanic you. I have already learned all that is in the public prints, nothing more. 
I presume that I may take it as correct— this article, for example, as to tiie dis- 
appearance of the bride.” 

Lord St. Simon glanced over it. “Yes, it is correct, as far as it goes." 

“But it needs a great deal of supplementing before anyone could offer an opinion. 
1 think that I may arrive at my facts most directly by questioning you.” 

“Pray do so." 

"When did you first meet Miss Hatty Doran?” 

"In San Francisco, a year ago.” 

“You were travelling in the States?” 

“Yes." 

"Did you become engaged then?” 
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Hut YOU west on a friendly footing?'’ 
was amused by her society, and she could see that I was amused.** 

“Her father is very rich?” 

He is said to be the richest man on the Pacific slope.” 

*"And how did he make his money?'* 

^n mining. He had nothing a few years ago. Then he struck gold, invested it, 
and came up by leaps and bounds.” 

How, what is your own impression as to the young lady's--your wife's character?” 

The nobleman swung his glasses a little faster and stared down into the fire. 
*Tou see, Mr. Holmes,” said he, ”my wife was twenty before her father became 
a rich man. During that time she ran free in a mining camp and wandered through 
woods or mountains, so that her education has come from Nature rather than 
from the schoolmaster. She is what we call in England a tomboy, with a strong 
nature, wild and free, unfettered by any sort of traditions. She is impetuous- 
volcanic, I was about to say. She is swift in making up her mind and fearless in 
carrying out her resolutions. On the other hand, I would not have given her the 
name which I have the honour to bear”— he gave a little stately cough— ”had not 
I drought her to be at bottom a noble woman. I believe that she is capable of 
heroic self-sacrifice and that anything dishonourable would be repugnant to her.” 

“Have you her photograph?” 

brought this with me.” He opened a locket and showed us the full face of a 
very lovely woman. It was not a photograph but an ivory miniature, and the artist 
had brought out the full effect of the lustrous black hair, the large dark eyes, and 
the exquisite mouth. Holmes gazed long and earnestly at it. Then he closed the 
locket and handed it back to Lord St. Simon. 

“The young lady came to Londor^i, then, and you renewed your acquaintance?” 

“Yes, her father brought her over for this last Lxrndon season. I met her several 
times, became engaged to her, and have now married her.” 

“She brought, I understand, a considerable dowry?” 

“A fair dowry. Not more than is usual in my family,” 

“And this, of course, remains to you, since the marriage is a fait accompli?'* 

“I really have made no inquiries on the subject.” 

“Very naturally not. Did you see Miss Doran on the day before the wedding?” 

“Yes.” 

“Was she in good spirits?” 

“Never better. She kept talking of what we should do in our future lives ” 

“Indeed! That is very interesting. And on the morning of the wedding?” 

“She was as bright as possible— at least until after the ceremony.” 

“And did you observe any change in her then?” 

“Well, to tdl the truth, I saw then the first signs that I had ever seen that her 
tanper was just a little sharp. The incident, however, was too trivial to relate and 
can have no possible bearing upon the case.” 

“Pray let us have it, for all that.” 

“Oh, it is childish. She dropped her bouquet as we went towards the vestry. 
She was passing the front pew at the time, and it fell over into the pew. There 
was a moment's dday, but the gentleman in the pew handed it up to her again, 
and it did not appear to be the worse for the fall. Yet when I spoke to her of the 
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matter, she answered me abniptiy; and in tibe caniagi^ on our way boincv die 
seemed absorb agitated over tiiis trifiing cause.” 

”Indeedl Yon say that there was a gentleman in the pew. Some of dm general 
public were present, then?” 

“Oh, yes. It is impossible to eidude them when dra church is open.” 

Tbis gentleman was not one of your wife’s friends?” 

”No, na, I call him a gentleman by courtesy, but he was quite a common- 
looking perscm. 1 hardly noticed his appearance. But really I Aink that we are 
wandering rather far frcmi die point.” 

”Lady St Simmi, then, retained from the wedding in a less cheerful frame of 
mind than she had gone to it What did she do on reSntering her fother's house?” 

“I saw her in conversation with her maid.” 

”Aiid who is her maid?” 

"Alice is hor name. She is an American and came from California with her.” 

"A confidential servant?” 

"A little too much so. It seemed to me that her mistress allowed her to take 
great liberties. Still, of course, in America they look upon these things in a different 
way." 

"How long did she speak to this Alice?” 

"Oh, a few minutes. I had something else to tliink of.” 

"You did not overhear what they said?” 

"Lady St. Simon said something about Mumping a claim.’ She was accustomed 
to use slang of the kind. I have no idea what she meant." 

"American slang is very expressive sometimes. And what did your wife do when 
she finished speaking to her maid?” 

"She walked mto the breakfast-room.” 

"On your arm?" 

"No, alone. She was very independent in little matter like that. Then, after 
we had sat down for ten minutes or so, she rose humeJy, muttered some words 
of apology, and left the room. She never came back.” 

"But this maid, Alice, as I understand, deposes that she went to her room, 
covered her bride’s dress with a long ulster, put on a bonnet, and went out” 

"Quite so. And she was afterwards seen walking into Hyde Park in company with 
Flora Millar, a woman who is now in custody, and who had already made a dis- 
turbance at Mr. Doran's house that morning.” 

"Ah, yes. I should like a few particulars as to this young lady, and your relations 
to her.” 

Lord St. Simon shrugged his shoulders and raised his eyebrows. "We have been 
on a friendly footing for some years— I may say on a very friendly footing. She used 
to be at the Allegro. I have not treated her ungenerously, and she had no just 
cause of complaint against me, but you know what women are, Mr. Holmes. Flora 
was a dear IjMe thing, but exceedingly hot-headed and devotedly attached to me. 
She wrote me dreadful letters when she heard that I was about to be married, and, 
to tell the truth, the reason why I had the marriage celebrated so quietly was that 
I feared lest there might be a scandal in the church. She came to Mr. Doran’s 
door just after we returned, and she endeavoured to push her way in, uttering 
very abusive expressions towards my wife, and even Areatening her, but I had 
foreseen the possibility of something of the sort, and I had two police fdlows 
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there in private clothes, who soon pushed her out again. She was quiet when she 
saw that there was no good in making a row.” 

“Did your wife hear all this?” 

"No, thank goodness, she did not.” 

"And she was seen walking with this very woman afterwards?” 

"Yes. That is what Mr. Lestrade, of Scotland Yard, looks upon as so serious. 
It is thought that Flora decoyed my wife out and laid some terrible trap for her.” 

"Well, it is a possible supposition.” 

"You think so, too?” 

"I did not say a probable one. But you do not yourself look upon this as likely?” 

"I do not think Flora would hurt a fly.” 

"Still, jealousy is a strange transformer of characters. Pray what is your own 
theory as to what took place?” 

"Well, really, I came to seek a theory, not to propound one. 1 have given you all 
the facts Since you ask me, however, I may say that it has occurred to me as 
possible that the excitement of this aflbir, the consciousness that she had made so 
immense stcial stride, had the effect of causing some little nervous disturbance 
in my wife ' 

"In shoit, .‘hat she bad become suddenly deranged?” 

"Well, c ‘I'l when I consider that she has turned her back— I will not say upon 
me, but i much that many have aspired to without success— I can hardly 

explain it ' .i' other fashion.” 

"Well, cr*+. »nly that is also a conceivable hypothesis," said Holmes, smiling. 
"And no*' J ''■rd St. Simon, I think that I have nearly aU my data. May I ask 
whether yea were seated at the breakfast-table so that you could see out of the 
window?” 

"We could see the other side of the toad and the Park.” 

“Quite so. Then I do not think that I need to detain you longer. I shall 
communicate with you.” 

"Should you be fortunate enough to solve this problem,” said our client, rising. 

"I have solved it." 

"Eh? What was that?” 

"I say that 1 have solved it.” 

“Where, then, is my wife?" 

"That is a detail which I shall speedily supply." 

Lord St. Simon shook his head. "I am afraid that it will take wiser heads than 
yours or mine,” he remarked, and bowing in a stately, old-fashioned manner he 
departed. 

"It is very good of Lord St. Simon to honour my head by putting it on a level 
-arith his own,” said Sherlock Holmes, laughing. "I Aink that I shall have a whisky 
and soda and a dgar after all this cross-questioning. 1 had formed my conclusions 
as to the case before our client came into the room.” 

"My dear Holmesl” 

"1 have notes of several similar cases, though none, as I remarked before, which 
were quite as prompt. My whole examination served to turn my conjecture into 
a certainty. Circumstantial evidence is occasionally very convincing, as when yon 
find a trout in die milk, to quote Thoreau's example.” 

"But I have heard all diat yon have heard.” 

“Widiout, however, die knowledge of preixisting cases which serves me so wdl. 
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Hmr was a paialld in stance in Aberdeen some ]ieais back, and lometbbig on 
veiy much the same lines at Munich tbe year after tiie Fiaoco>Ptossian War. It 
is one of these cases-but, hdio, here it Lmtiadel Cood-aftemoon, LeMbadei You 
win find an extra tnmbku upon the siddxNud, and tiiere are cigars in the bos.” 

The official detective was attired in a pea^adcet and cravat, which gave him a 
decidedly nautical appeatanoe^ and he carried a black canvas bag in his hand. With 
a short greeting he seated hinisdf and lit the cigar which had been dfored to him. 

"What’s up, then?” asked Holmes witti a twinkle in his eye. “You loiA dis* 
satisfied.” 

“And I feel dissatisfied. It is this infernal St. Simon marriage case. 1 can make 
ndtber head nor tail of the business.” 

"Really! You surprise me.” 

"Who ever heard of such a mixed affair? Every clue seems to slip through my 
fingers. I have been at work upon it all day.” 

"And very wet it seems to have made you,” said Holmes, laying his hand 
upon the aim of the pea-jacket. 

“Yes, I have been dragging the Serpentine.” 

"In heaven’s name, what for?" 

"In search of the l^y of Lady St. Simon." 

Sherlock Holmes leaned back in his chair and laughed heartily. 

"Have you dragged the basin of Trafalgar Square fountain?” he asked. 

'WTiy? What do you mean?” 

"Because you have just as good a chance of finding this lady in the one as in the 
other.” 

Lestrade shot an angry glance at my companion. "I suppose you know all about 
it,” he snaded. 

"Well, I have only just heard the facts, but my mind is made up.” 

"Oh, indeed! Then you think that the Serpentine plays no part in the matter?” 

“I think it very unlikdy.” 

“Then perhaps you will kindly explain how it is that we found this in it?” He 
opened his bag as he spoke, and tumbled onto the floor a wedding-dress of watered 
silk, a pair of white satin shoes, and a bride’s wreafft and veil, all discoloured and 
soaked in water. "There,” said he, putting a new wedding-ring upon the top of the 
pfle. 'There is a little nut for you to crack. Master Holmes.” 

"Oh, indeed!” said my friend, blowing blue rings into tbe air. "You dragged 
them from the Serpentine?” 

“No. They were found floating near the margin by a park-keeper. They have 
been identified as her clothes, and it seemed to me that if the clothes were there 
the body would not be far off.” 

"By the same brilliant reasoning, every man’s body is to be found m the n<*igh- 
bonrfaood of his wardrobe. And pray what did you hope to arrive at through this?” 

"At some evidence implicating Flora MiDar in the disappearance.” 

T am afraid that you will find it difficult." 

“Ate you, indeed, now?” cried Lestrade with some bitterness. "I am afraid. 
Holmes, that you are not very practical with your deductions and your inferences. 
You have made two blunders in as onany minutes. This dress does implicate Miss 
Flora Millar.” 

"And how?” 

"In die dress is a pocket. In tire pocket is a card-case. In ffie card-case is a note. 
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And here is the very note * He slapped it down upon the table in front of him. 
listen to this: 

*You win see me when an is ready. Come at once. 

T. H. M. 

Now my theory all along has been that Lady St. Simon was decoyed away by 
Flora Millar, and that she, with confederates, no doubt, was responsible for her 
disappearance. Here, signed with her initials, is the very note which was no doubt 
quic^y slipped into her hand at the door and which lured her within their reach." 

"Very good, Lestrade," said Holmes, laughing. Hfou reaUy are very fine indeed. 
Let me see it."* He took up the paper in a listless way, but his attention instantly 
became riveted, and he gave a little cry of satisfaction. "This is indeed important," 
said he. 

"Hal you find it so?" 

"Extremely so. I congratulate you warmly." 

Lestrade rose in his triumph and bent his head to look. "Why," he shrieked, 
"you're looking at the wrong sidel" 

"On the contrary, this is the right side." 

"The right side? You’re madl Here is the note written in pencil over here/’ 

"And over here is what appears to be the fragment of a hotel bill, which interests 
me deeply." 

"There’s nothing in it, I looked at it before," said Lestrade. 

"Oct. 4 th, rooms 8s., breakfast 2S. 6d., cocktail is., lunch 2S. 6d., glass 
sherry, 8d. 

I see nothing in that." 

"Very likely not. It is most important, all the same. As to the note, it is impor- 
tant also, or at least the initials are, so 1 congratulate you again." 

"I've wasted time enough," said Lestrade, rising. "I believe in hard work and 
not in sitting by the fire spinning fine theories. Good-day, Mr. Holmes, and we 
shall see which gets to the bottom of the matter first.” He gathered up the gannents, 
thrust them into the bag, and made for the door. 

“Just one hint to you, Lestrade," drawled Holmes before his rival vanished; "I 
will tell you the true solution of the matter. Lady St. Simon is a myth. There is not, 
and there never has been, any such person." 

Lestrade looked sadly at my companion. Tlien he turned to me, tapped his 
forehead three times, shook his head solemnly, and hurried away. 

He had hardly shut the door behind him when Holmes rose to put on his over- 
coat. "Tliere is something in what the fellow says about outdoor work," he re- 
marked, "so I think, Watson, that I must leave you to your papers for a little.” 

It was after five o’clock when Sherlock Holmes left me, but I had no time to be 
lonely, for within an hour there arrived a confectioner’s man with a very large flat 
box. This he unpacked with the help of a youth whom he had brought with him, 
and presently, to my very great astonishment, a quite epicurean little cold supper 
began to be laid out upon our humble lodging-house mahogany. HThere were a 
couple of brace of cold woodcock, a pheasant, a pdti de foie gras pie with a group 
of ancient and cobwebby bottles^. Having laid out all these luxuries, my two visitors 
vanished away, like the genii of the Arabian Nights, with no explanation save that 
the thingprhad been paid for and were ordered to this address. 
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Just betoe nine o’dodc Sheilock Hdmes H eppe d briddjr into the fooni. Hii 
featuies wen gnveljr bat dieee w«s i in hts eye whidi niMde me tidA 
that he had not been disappointed in his condoskms. 

"They have laid the supper, then,” he said, robbing his hands. 

"You seem to expect company. They have laid for five.” 

"Yes, I fancy we may have some company dropping in,” said he. "I am surprised 
that Lord St. Simon has not already arrived. Hal I fancy that I hear his stqp now 
upon the stain.” 

It was indeed our visitor of the afternoon who came bustling in, dangling his 
glasses more vigorously than ever, and with a very perturbed expression upon his 
aristocratic features. 

"My messenger reached you, then?” asked Holmes. 

"Yes, and I confess that the contents startled me beyond measure. Have you 
good authority for what you say?” 

“The best possible.” 

Lord St. Simon sank into a chair and passed his hand over his.forehead. 

"What will the Duke say,” he murmured, "when he hean that one of the fiunily 
has been subjected to such humiliation?” 

"It IS the purest accident. I caimot allow riiat there is any humiliatioD.” 

"Ah, you look on these things from another standpoint.” 

"I fail to see that anyone is to blame. I can hardly see how the lady could have 
acted otherwise, thou^ her abrupt method of doing it wait undoubtedly to be 
regretted. Having no mother, she ^d no one to advise her at such a crisis.” 

"It was a slight, sir, a public slight,” said Lord St Simon, tapping his fingers 
upon the table. 

"You must make allowance for this poor girl, placed in so unprecedented a 
posibon." 

"I will make no allowance. I am very angry indeed, and I have been shamefully 
used." 

“I think that I heard a nng,” said Holmes. "Yes, there are steps on the landing. 
If I cannot persuade you to take a lenient view of the matter, Lord St Simon, 
I have brought an advocate here who may be more successful.” He opened the 
door and ushered in a lady and gentleman. “Lord St Simon,” said he, “allow me 
to introduce you to Mr. and Mrs. Francis Hay Moulton. The lady, I tiiink, you 
have already met.” 

At the sight of these newcomers our client bad sprung from bis seat and stood 
very erect with his eyes cast down and his hand thrust into the breast of bis 
frock-coat a picture of offended dignity. The lady had taken a quick step forward 
and had hdd out her hand to him, but he still refused to raise his eyes. It was as 
well for his resolution, perhaps, for her pleading foce was one which it was hard to 
resist. 

“You’re angry, Robert,” said she. “Well, I guess you have every cause to be.” 

"Pray make no apology to me,” said Lord St. Simon bitterly. 

"Oh, yes, I know that I have treated you real bad and that I should have spoken 
to you before I went; but I was kind of rattled, and from the time when I.saw 
Frank here again 1 just didn’t know what I was doing or saying. I only wonder I 
didn’t fall down and do a faint right there before the altar.” 

"Perhaps, Mn. Moulton, you would like my friend and me to kave the room 
while you explain this matter?” 
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I flHqr live u opuioii,” nmulEed the strange gentleman, *we've had just a 
Uttte too maiA secrecy over diis bnstnes already. For my pai^ 1 should like all 
Enope and America to hear tibe rights of it* He was a small, wiry, sunburnt man, 
deaihahaven, with a sharp face and alert manner. 

"Itiea I’D tdl our story right away,” said the lady. *Frank here and I met in * 84 , 
in McQuire’s camp^ near the Rockies, where pa was woricing a claim. We were 
engaged to each otoer, Frank and I; but then one day father struck a rich pocket 
and rttade a pile, wfaOe poor Frank here had a claim that petered out and came 
to notiiiriV* richer pa grew the poorer was Frank; so at last pa wouldn't hear 
of our engagement lasting any longer, and be took me away to 'Frisco. Frank 
wouldn't throw up his hand, diougb; so he followed me there, and he saw me 
without pa knowing anything about it It would only have made him mad to 
know, so we just fixed it all up for ourselves. Frank said that he would go and 
make his pile, too, and never cmne back to claim me until he had as much as pa. 
So then I {uomiseid to wait for him to the end of time and pledged myself not to 
marry anyone else while he lived. 'Why shouldn't we be married right away, then,’ 
said he, ‘and then I will fed sure of you; and I won’t claim to be your husband 
unto I come back?’ Wdl, we talked it over, and he had fixed it ail up so nicely, 
with a clergyman all ready in waiting, that we just did it right there; and then 
Frank went off to seek his fortune, and I went back to pa. 

*1116 next 1 heard of Frank was that he was in Montana, and then he went 
prospecting in Arizona, and then I heard of him from New Mexico. Atter that 
came a long newspaper story about how a miners’ camp had been attacked by 
Apache Indians, and there was my Frank’s name among the killed. 1 fainted dead 
away, and I was very sick for months after. Pa thought I had a decline and tock 
me to half tiie docton in 'Frisco. Not a word of news came Eos 1 year aitd mote, so 
that I never doubted that Frank was really dead. Then Lord St. Simon came to 
Trisco, and we came to London, and a marriage was arranged, and jia was very 
pleased, but I felt all the time that no man on this earth would evet take the place 
in my heart that had been given to my poor Frank. 

‘’Still, if I had married Lord St Simon, of course I’d have done my duty by 
him. We can’t command our love, but we can our actions. I went to the altar with 
him with the intention to make him just as good a wife as it was in me to be. But 
yon may imagine what I felt when, just as I came to the altar rails, I glanced back 
and saw Frank standing and looking at me out of the first pew. I thought it was 
his ghost at first; but when I looked again there he was still, with a kind of question 
in bis eyes, as if to ask me whether I were glad or sorry to see him. 1 wonder I didn’t 
drop. I know that everything was taming round, and the words of the clergyman 
were just like the buzz of a bee in my ear. 1 didn’t know what to do. Should I 
stop the service and make a scene in the church? 1 glanced at him again, and 
he seemed to know what I was thinking, for-he raised his finger to his lips to tell 
me to be stiff. Then 1 saw him scribble on a piece of paper, and I knew that he 
was writing me a note. As I passed his pew on the way out I dropped my bouquet 
over to him, and he slipped the note into my hand when he returned me the 
flowers. It was only a line asking me to join him when he made the sign to me to 
do so. Of course I never doubted for a moment that my first duty was now to 
him, and I determined to do just^whatever he might direct. 

"When I got back I told my maid, who had known him in California, and had 
always beqi^his friend. 1 otdei^ her to say nothing, but to get a few things packed 



and my ulster ready. I know I ought to have spoken to Lord St Simon, but it was 
dmdful hard before his mother and all those great people. I }ust made up my 
mmd to run away and explain afterwards. I hadn't been at the table ten minutes 
before 1 saw Frank out of the window at the other side of the road. He beckoned 
to me and then began walking into the Park. 1 slipped out, put on my things, 
and followed him Some woman came talking something or other about Lord St. 
Simon to me~seemcd to me from the little I heard as if he had a little secret of 
his own before marriage also— but I managed to get away from her and soon over- 
took Frank. We got into a cab together, and awa> we drove to some lodgings 
he had taken m Gordon Square, and that was my true wedding after all those 
years of waiting Frank had been a pnsoner among the Apaches, had escaped, 
came on to Tnsco, found that 1 had given him up for dead and had gone to 
England, followed me there, and had come upon me at last on the very morning of 
my second wedding ” 

''I saw it in a paper,” explained the American '"It gave the name and the church 
but not where the lady lived ” 

Then we had a talk as to what we should do, and Frank was all for openness, 
but I was so ashamed of it all that I felt as if I should like to vanish away and 
never see any of them again— )ust sending a line to pa, perhaps, to show him that 
I was alive It was awful to me to think of all those lords and ladies sitting round 
that breakfast-table and waiting for me to come back So Frank took my wedding 
clothes and thing* and made a bundle of them, sc that I should not be traced, 
and dropped them sway som^wheic where no one could find them, it w likely 
that wc should h'^ve gone cn to Fa^is to-nionuw, only that this good gentleman, 
M) Holmes, came louncf to us th’s evening, though berw he found m is more 
than I can think, and he showed us ve/y clearly and kmdly that I was wrong and 
that Frank was right and that we <?hould be putting ourselves o the wrong if we 
were so se^iet Then he olSered to give ns a chance of talking to Lord St Simon 
alone, and so we cime right away round to his rooms at once Now, Robeit, you 
ha\e tieard *t all, and I am very sony if I have given you pain, and I hope that you 
ao not th iik very meanly of me ” 

Lord St Simon had by no means relaxed his ngid attitude, but had listened 
with a frowning brow and a compressed lip to this long narrative. 

"Excuse me,” he said, 'T>ut it is not my custom to discuss mv most mbmate 
personal affairs in this public manner.” 

“Then you won't forgive me? You won't shake hands before I go?” 

"Oh, certainly, if it would give you any pleasure” He put out his hand and 
coldly grasped that which she extended to him. 

"I had hoped,” suggested Holmes, ‘'that you would have ]omed us m a friendly 
supper ” 

"I think that there you ask a little too much,” responded his Lordship. may 
be forced to acquiesce m these recent developments, but I can hardly be expected 
to make merry over them I think that with your permission I will now wish you 
all a very good-night ” He included us all in a sweeping bow and stalked out of 
the room 

"Then I trust that you at least will honour me with your company,” said Sherlock 
Holmes "It is always a )oy to meet an Amencan, Mr. Moulton, for I am one of 
those who believe that the folly of a monarch and the blundering of a mmister in 
far-gone years will not prevent our children from being some day citizens of the 
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same worid-wide country under a flag which shall be a quartering of the Union 
Jack witih tiae Stats and Stripes.” 

The case has been an interesting one,” remarked Holmes when our visitors had 
left us, "because it serves to show very clearly how simple the exidanation may 
be of an affair which at first sight seems to be almost inexplicable. Nothing could 
be more natural than the sequence of events as narrated by this lady, and nothing 
stranger than the result when viewed, for instance, by Mr. Lestrade, of Scotland 
Yard.” 

“You were not yourself at fault at all, then?” 

“From the first, two facts were very obvious to me, the one that the lady had 
been quite willing to undergo the wedding ceremony, the other that she had re- 
pented of it within a few minutes of returning home. Obviously something had 
occurred during the mommg, then, to cause her to change her mind. What could 
that something be? She could not have spoken to anyone when she was out, for 
she had been in the company of the bridegroom. Had she seen someone, then? 
If she had, it must be someone from America because she had spent so short a time 
in this country that she could hardly have allowed anyone to acquire so deep an 
influence over her that the mere sight of him would induce her to change her 
plans so completely. You see we have already arrived, by a process of exclusion, at 
the idea that she might have seen an American. Then who could this Amencan be, 
and why should he possess so much influence over her? It might be a lover; it 
might be a husband. Her young womanboixl had, I knew, been spent in rough 
scenes and under strange conditions. So far I had got before I ever heard Lord 
St. Simon's narrative. When he told us of a man in a pew, of the change in the 
bride's manner, of so transparent a device tor obtaining a note as the dropping of 
a bouquet, of her resort to her confidential maid, and of her very significant allusion 
to claim-jumping— which in miners’ parlance means taking possession of that which 
another person has a piior claim to— the whole situation became absolutely clear. 
She had gone off with a man, and the man was either a lover or was a previous 
husband— the chances being in favour of the latter.” 

“And how in the world did you find them?" 

“It might have been difficult, but friend Lestrade held information in his hands 
the value of which he did not himself know. The initials were, of course, of the 
highest importance, but more valuable still was it to know that within a week he 
had settled his bill at one of the most select London hotels.” 

"How did you deduce the select?” 

“By the sdect prices. Eight shillings for a bed and eightpence for a glass of 
sherry pointed to one of the most expensive hotels. 'There are not many in London 
which charge at that rate. In the second one which I visited in Northumbaland 
Avenue, I learned by an inspection of the book that Francis H. Moulton, an 
American gentleman, had left only the day before, and on looking over the entries 
against him, I came upon the very items which 1 had seen in the duplicate bill. 
His letters were to be forwarded to 226 Gordon Square; so thither I travelled, 
and being fortunate enough to find the loving couple at home, I ventured to give 
them some paternal advice and to point out to them that it would be better in 
every way that they should make their position a little clearer both to the general 
public a^ to Lord St. Simon in.particiffar. I invited them to meet him here, and. 
as you see, I made him keep ffie appointment.” 
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“But with no very good tesult," I remarked. “Hij conduct was certainly not very 
gracious.” 

“Ah, Watson," said Holmes, smiling, “perhaps you would not be very gracious 
either, if, after all the trouUe of wooing and wedding, you found yourself deprived 
in an instant of wife and of fortune. I think that we may judge Lord St. Simon 
very mercifully and thank our stan that we are never likely to find ourselves in 
the same position. Draw your chair up and hand me my violin, for the only prob- 
lem we have still to solve is how to while away these bleak autumnal evenings.” 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE BERYL CORONET 

“Holmbs,” said 1 as 1 stood one morning in our bow-window looking down the 
street, “here is a madman coming along. It seems rather sad that his relatives 
should allow him to come out alone.” 

My friend rose lazily from his armchair and stood with his hands in the pockets 
of his dressing-gown, looking over my shoulder. It was a bright, crisp February 
morning, and the snow of the day before still lay deep upon the ground, shimmet- 
ing brightly in the wintry sun. Down the centre of Baker Street it had been 
ploughed into a brovra crumbly band by the traffic, but at either side and on the 
heaped-up edges of the foot-paths it s^ lay as white as when it fell. The gray 
pavement had been cleaned and saaped, but was still dangerously slippery, so 
that there were fewer passengers than usual. Indeed, from the direction of the 
Metropolitan Station no one was coming save the single gentleman whose eccentric 
conduct had drawn my attention. 

He was a man of about fifty, tall, portly, and imposing, with a massive, strongly 
marked face and a commanding figure. He was dressed in a sombre yet rich style, 
in black frock-coat, shining hat, neat brown gaiters, and well-cut pearl-gray trousers. 
Yet his actions were in absurd contrast to the dignity of his dress and features, 
for he was running hard, with occasional litBe springs, such as a weary man gives 
who is little accustomed to set any tax upon his legs. As he ran he jerk^ his hands 
up and down, waggled his head, and writhed his face into the most extraordinary 
contortioru. 

“What on earth can be the matter with him?” 1 asked. “He is looking np at the 
numbers of the houses.” 

“I believe that he is coming here,” said Holmes, rubbing his hands. 

“Here?" 

“Yes; I radier think he is coming to consult me professionally. I think that I 
recognize the symptoms. Hal did I not tdl you?” As be spoke, ffie man, puflbig 
and blowing, rushed at our door and pulled at our bell unbl the whole house 
resounded with the clanging;. 

A few moments later he was in our room, still puffing, still gesticulating, but 
with so fixed a look of grief and despair in his eyes that our smiles were tamed 
in an instant to horror and pity. For a whOe he could not get his words out, hot 
swayed his body and pluck^ at his hgir like one who has been driven to die 
extreme limits of his reason. Then, suddenly springing to his feet, he beat his head 
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against the vail with such force that we botii rushed upon him and tore him awap 
to the centre of the room. Sierlock Holmes pushed hto down into the easjHdbair 
and, sitting beside him, patted his hand and chatted with him in the easy, soothing 
tones which he knew so wdl how to employ. 

*Tou have come to me to teQ your stt^, have you not?” said he. "Yoa are 
fatigued with your haste. Pray wait until you have recover^ yourself, and dien I 
shall be most ^ppy to look into any little problem which you may submit to me.” 

The man sat for a minute or orore with a heaving chest, fighting against his 
emotion. Then he passed his handkerchief over his brow, set his lips tight, and 
turned his face towards us. 

‘*No doubt you think me mad?” said he. 

T see that you have had some great trouble,” responded Holmes. 

”God knows I havel— a trouble which is enough to unseat my reason, so sudden 
and so terrible is it. Public disgrace I might have faced, although I am a man 
whose character has never yet borne a stain. Private a£3iction also is the lot of every 
man; but the two coming together, and in so frightful a form, have been enough 
to shake my very soul. Besides, it is not I alone. The very noblest in the land may 
suffer unless some way be found out of this homble affair.” 

”Pray compose younelf, sir,” said Holmes, “and let me have a clear account of 
who you are and what it is that has befallen you.” 

“My name,” answered our visitor, “is probably familiar to your ears. I am 
Alexander Holder, of the banking firm of Holder & Stevenson, of Tbreadneedle 
Street." 

The name was indeed well known to us as belonging to the senior partner in the 
second largest private banking concern in the City of London. What could have 
happened, then, to bring one of the foremost citizens of London to this most 
pitiable pass? We waited, all curiosity, until with another effort he braced himself 
to tell his story. 

“I feel that time is of value," said he; “that is why I hastened here when the 
police inspector suggested that I should secure your codperation. I came to Baker 
Street by the Underground and hurried from there on foot, for the cabs go slowly 
through this snow. That is why I was so out of breath, for I am a man who takes 
very little exercise. I feel better now, and I will put the facts before you as shortly 
and yet as clearly as I can. 

“It is, of course, well known to you that in a successful banking business as 
much depends upon our being able to find remunerative investments for our funds 
as upon our increasing our connection and the number of our depositors. One of 
our most lucrative means of laying out money is in the shape of loans, where the 
security is unimpeachable. We have done a good deal in this direction during the 
last few years, and there are many noble families to whom we have advanced 
large sums upon the security of their pictures, libraries, or plate. 

“Yesterday morning I was seated in my office at the bank when a card was 
brought in to me by one of the clerks. I started when I s^ the name, for it was 
that of none v<ther than— well, perhaps even to you I had better say no more than 
that it was a name which is a household word all over the earth-one of the highest, 
noblest, most exalted names in England. I was overwhelmed by the honour and 
attempted, when he entered, to say so, but he plunged at once into business 
with the air of a man who wishes to hurry quickly through a disagreeable task. 
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*Mr. Hdder/ said ‘I have beeo infonsed that you are in the habit of 
advancing money/ 

^^Hie finn does so when the security u good,' I answered. 

•It is absolutdy essential to me/ said he, 'that I should have £50,000 at once. 
I could, of couise, borrow so trifling a sum ten times over from my hiends, but 
I much prefer to make it a matter of business and to carry out that business 
myself. In my position you can readily understand that it is unwise to pla^ one's 
self under obligations.' 

• 'For how long, may I ask, do you want this sum?’ I asked. 

'Next Monday I have a large sum due to me, and I dull then most certainly 
repay what you advance, with whatever interest you diink it right to charge. But 
it is very essential to me that the money should be paid at once.’ 

" ‘I should be happy to advance it without further parley from my own private 
purse, said I, 'were it not that the strain would be rather more than it could bear. 
If, on the other band, I am to do it in the name of the firm, then in justice to my 
partner I must insist that, even in your case, every businesslike precaution should 
be taken.’ 

“ ‘I should much prefer to have it so,’ said he, raising up a square, black morocco 
case which he had laid beside his chair. 'You have doubtless heard of the Beryl 
Coronet?' 

“ 'One of the most precious public possessions of the empird,' said I. 

'"Precisely.' He opened the case, and there, imbedded in soft, flesh-coloured 
velvet, lay the magnificent piece of jewellery which he had named. 'There ate 
thirty-nine enormous beryls,’ said he, 'and the price of the gold chasing is incalcu- 
lable. The lowest estimate would put the worth of the coronet at double the sum 
which I have asked. I am prepared to leave it with you as my security.' 

"I took the precious case into my hands and looked in some perplexity from it to 
my illustrious client. 

“ 'You doubt its value?' he asked. 

“ ‘Not at all. I only doubt — ’ 

• ‘The propriety of my leaving it. You may set your mind at rest about that. 
I should not dream of doing so were it not absolutely certain that I should be 
able in four days to reclaim it. It is a pure matter of form. Is the security suflicient?' 

'“Ample.' 

•‘You understand, Mr. Holder, that I am giving you a strong proof of die 
confidence which I have in you, founded upon all that I have heard of you. I 
rely upon you not only to be discreet and to refrain from all gossip upon the 
matter but, above all, to preserve this coronet with every possible precaution be- 
cause I need not say that a great public scandal would be caused if any harm were 
to befall it. Any injury to it would be almost as serious as its complete loss, for 
there are no b^ls in the world to match these, and it would be impossible to 
replace tiiem. I leave it wiUi you, however, wifo every confidence, and I shall 
call for it in person on Monday morning.' 

•Seeing diat my client was anxious to leave, I said no more; but, calling for my 
cashier, I ordered him to pay over fifty £1000 notes. When I was alone once moic^ 
however, with the precious case lying upon the table in front of mc^ I could not 
but thiidr with some misgivingt of die immense responsibility whi^ it entailed 
upon me. 'Tbeie could be no doubt diat; as it was a national posse ss ion, a hooiiiie 
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fftnfal would enme if aof nurfortime ibould occur to it I already regretted 
having ever comented to ti^ chaige of it However it was too hte to alter tbe 
maWnr oqw, SO I lodccd it up iu my private safe and tamed once more to my work. 

'’Wben evening came I fdt taat it would be an imprudence to leave so precious 
a thing in tire oflke bdiind me. Bankers' safes had been forced before now, and 
why sHould not mine be? If so^ bow tenible would be the position in wbidi I 
dumld €nd mysdfl I determined, tbesefoi:^ that for the next few days I would 
always carry tte case backward and forward with me, so that it might itever be 
leaUy out of my reach. With this intention, I called a cab and drove out to my 
house at Streatbam, carrying the jewd with me. I did not breathe freely unto I 
had taken it upstairs and locked it in the bureau of my dressing-room. 

“And now a word as to my household, Mr. Holmes, for I wish yon to thoroughly 
understand tiie situation. My groom and my page sleep out of die house, and 
may be set aside altogether. I have three maid-servants who have been with me 
a rnimber of years and whose absolute rdiability is quite above suspicion. Another, 
Lucy Pan, the second waiting-maid, has only been in my service a few months. 
She came with an excellent character, however, and has always given me satis- 
foction. She is a very pretty girl and has attracted admiren who have occasionally 
hung about the place. That is the only drawback which we have found to her, but 
we believe her to be a thoroughly good girl in every way. 

“So much for the servants. My family itself is so small that it wfll not take me 
long to describe it. I am a widower and have an only son, Arthur. He has been a 
disappointment to me, Mr. Holmes— a grievous disappointment. I have no doubt 
that I am myself to blame. People tell me that I have spoiled him. Very likely I 
have. When my dear wife died I felt that he was all I had to love. I could not 
bear to see the smile fade even for a moment from his foce. 1 have never denied 
him a wish. Perhaps it would have been better for both of us had I been sterner, 
but I meant it for the best. 

“It was naturally my intention that he should succeed me in my business, but 
he was not of a business turn. He was wfld, wayward, and, to spe^ the truth, I 
could not trust him in the handling of large sums of money. When he was young 
he became a member of an aristocratic club, and there, having charming manners, 
he was soon the intimate of a number of men with Imig purses and eqiensive 
habits. He learned to play heavily at cards and to squander money on foe turf, 
until he had again and again to come to me and implore me to give him an advance 
upon his allowance, that he might settle his debts of honour. He tried more than 
0^ to break away from the dangerous company whidi he was keeping, but each 
time tire iniuence of his friend. Sir George BumweD, was enou|d> to draw him 
back again. 

“And, indeed, I could not wonder taat such a man as Sir George Bumwdl should 
gain an inflnenoe over him, for he has frequently brought him to my house, and 
I have found myself that I could hardly resist tte fascination of his manner. He 
fa older than Arthur, a man of the world to bis finger-tips, me who had been 
everywhere, seen everything, a brilliant talker, and a man of great penmal beauty. 
Yet when I dunk of him in cold blood, far away from die gfamoor of bis presence^ 
I am oonvinoed from his cynicid qieech and look wbidi 1 have caught fo bis 
eyes that he fa one who dimld be deeply distrusted. So I diiiik, and so^ too^ thinb 
my litdefElary, who has a woman's qnidc inai^ into diaiacter. 
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•And now there is only she to be described. She is my niece; but when my 
brother died five years ago and left her alone in the world I adopted her, and 
have looM upon her ever since as my daughter. She is a sunbeam in my house- 
sw^ loving, beautiful, a wonderful manager and housekeepa, yet as and 
quiet and gentle as a woman could be. She is my right hand. I do not know what 
I could do without her. In only one matter has she ever gone against my wishes. 
TSvice my boy has asked her to many him, for he loves her devotedly, but eadh 
time she has refused him. I think that if anyone could have drawn him into the 
right path it would have been she, and that his marriage migdrt have t^hangt^d his 
whole life; but now, alasl it is too late— forever too late! 

"Now, Mr. Holmes, you know the people who live under my roof, and I shall 
continue with my miserable stor)'. 

“When we were taking coffee in the drawing-room that night after dinner, I 
told Arthur and Mary my experience, and of the precious treasure which we had 
under our roof, suppressing only the name of my client. Lucy Parr, who had brought 
in the coffee, had, I am sure, left the room; but I cannot swear that the door was 
closed. Mary and Arthur were much interested and wished to see the fiunous 
coronet, but I thought it better not to disturb it. 

• ‘Where have you put it?’ asked Arthur. 

• 'In my own bureau.’ 

• ‘Well, I hope to goodness the house won’t be burgled during the night,’ said he. 

“ ‘It is locked up,’ I answered. 

• ‘Oh, any old key will fit that bureau. When I was a youngster I have opened 
it myself with the key of the box-roum cupboard.’ 

•He often had a wild way of talking, so that I thought little of what he said. 
He follow^ me to my room, however, that night with a very grave face. 

• ‘Look here, dad,' said he with his eyes cast down, ‘can you let me have £200?’ 

“ ‘No, I cannotl’ I answered sharply. ‘I have been far too generous with you in 

money matters.’ 

“ *¥00 have been very kind,' said he, ‘but I must have this money, or dse I can 
never show my face inside the dub again.' 

• ‘And a very good thing, tool' I cried. 

•‘Yes, but you would not have me leave it a dishonoured man,’ said he. ‘I 
could not bear the disgrace. I must raise ^he money in some way, and if you will 
not let me have it, then I must try other means.’ 

•I was very angry, for this was the third demand during the month. 'You shall 
not have a farthing from me,' I cried, on which he bowed and left the room without 
another word. 

“When he was gone I unlocked my bureau, made sure that my treasure was 
safe, and locked it again. 'Then I started to go round the house to see that all 
was secure— a duty which I usually leave to Mary but which I thought it wdl to 
perform myself t^t night. As 1 came down the stain I saw Maty herself at the 
side window of the hall, which she closed and fastened as I approa^ed. 

•Tdl me, dad,’ said she, looking, I thought, a little disturbed, ‘did you ^e 
Lucy, the maid, have to go out to-night?’ 

•'Certainly not’ 

• ‘She came in just now by the back door. I have no doubt that she has only 
been to the side gate to see someone, but I think that it is hardly safe and should 
be stopped.’ 
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* Toa mast speak to her in the morning, or I wiD if you i^efer it Are yoa sore 
that everything is fastened?' 

" ‘Quite sare^ dad/ 

‘“llien, good-night’ I kissed her and went np to my bedroom again, where 
I was soon asleep. 

“I am endeavouring to tell you everything, Mr. Holnies, which may have any 
bearing upon the case, but I b^ that you will question me upon any point which 
1 do not nudce clear." 

"On the contrary, your statement is singularly ludd." 

"I come to a part of my story now in which I should wish to be particularly so. 
1 am not a very heavy sleeper, and the anxiety in my mind tended, no doubt 
to make me even less so than usual. About two in the morning, then, I was 
awakened by some sound in the house. It had ceased ere 1 was wide awake, but 
it had left an impression behind it as though a window had gently closed some- 
where. 1 lay listening with all my eara. Suddenly, to my horror, there was a distinct 
sound of footsteps moving softly in the next room. 1 slipped out of bed, all palpi- 
tating uidi fear, and peeped round the comer of my dressing-room door. 

“ ‘Arthuil’ 1 screamed, ‘you villaini you thiefl How dare you touch that coronet?’ 

"The gas was half uc, as I had left it, and my unhappy boy, dressed only in 
his shirt and trouuis vas itandmg beside the light, holding the coronet in his 
hands. He appeared fo be wrenching at it, or bending it with all his strength. 
At my cry he droppeii x*. tiom his grasp and turned as pale as death. I snatched it 
up and examined it. One of the gold comers, with three of the beryls in it, was 
niissiQg. 

* ‘You blackguardi’ I shouted, beside myself with rage. Ton have destroyed itf 
you have dishonoured me foreverl Where are the jewels which you have stolen?’ 

“ ‘StolenI’ he cned. 

“‘Yes, thiefl’ I roared, shaking him by the shoulder. 

“ ‘There are none missing. There cannot be any missing,’ said he. 

“ ‘There are three missing. And you know where they are. Must I call you a liar 
as well as a thief? Did I not see you trying to tear off another piece?’ 

" ‘You have called roe names enough,’ said he; ‘I will not stand it any longer. 
I shall not say another word about this business, since you have chosen to insnlt 
me. I will leave your house in the morning and make my own way in the world.' 

" ‘You shaU leave it in the hands of the police!’ I cried, half-mad with grief and 
rage. ‘1 shall have this matter probed to the bottom/ 

" ‘Yon shall learn nothing from me,’ said he with a passion such as 1 should not 
have thought was in his nature. ‘If you choose to call the police, let the police 
find what they can.' 

"By this time the whole house was astir, for I had raised my voice in my anger. 
Mary was the first to tush into my room, and, at the sig^t of the coronet and of 
Arthur’s face, she read the whole story and, wiffi a scream, fell down senseless 
on the ground. I sent tiie house-maid fm the police and put ^ investigation into 
their hands at once. When the inspector and a constaUe entered the house, Arthur, 
who had stood sullenly with his arms folded, asked me wheffier it was my intention 
to charge him with theft I answered that it had ceased to be a private matter, 
but had become a public one, sinoe the mined coronet was national property. I 
was determiKd that the law should have its way in everything. 
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*'At tess^* laid he, |yoa wiQ Dot have me anetted at once. It would he to your 
advaotage as wdl as mine if I might leave the house for five minutes.* 

* That you may get away, or perhaps diat yon may conceal what you have stolei^' 
said I. And then, realizing the dreadful position in which I was placed, I 
him to remember that not only my honour but diat of one who was far gmater 
than I was at stake; and that he threatened to raise a scandal which would convulse 
the nation. He might avert it all if he would but tell me what he had done with 
the three missing stones. 

" *You may as well hce the matter,’ said I; ‘you have been caught in tire ac^ 
and no confession could make your guilt more heinous. If you ^t make Such 
reparation as is in your power, by teQing us where the beryls are, all shall be for- 
given and forgotten.' 

“ ‘Keep your forgiveness for those who ask for it,' he answered, turning away 
from me with a sneer. I saw that he was too hardened for any words of mine to in- 
fluence him. There was but one way for it. I called in the inspector and gave him 
into custody. A search was made at once not only of his person but of his room 
and of every portion of the house where he could possibly have concealed the gems; 
but no trace of them could be found, nor would the wretched boy open his mouth 
for all our persuasions and our threats. This morning he was removed fo a cell, 
and I, after going through all the police formalities, have hunied round to you 
to implore you to use your skill in unravelling the matter. The police have openly 
confessed that they can at present make nothing of it. You may go to any expense 
which you think necessary. I have already offered a reward of £1000. My God, 
what shall I dol I have lost my honour, my gems, and my son in one night. Oh, 
what shall I dol” 

He put a hand on either side of his head and rocked himself to and fro, droning 
to himself like a child whose grief has got beyond words. 

Sherlock Holmes sat silent foi some few minutes, with his brows knitted and 
his eyes fixed upon the fire. 

“Do you receive much company?” he asked. 

“None save my partner with his family and an occasional friend of Arthur's. 
Sir George fiumwell has been several times lately. No one else, I think.” 

“Do you go out much in society?” 

"Arthur does. Mary and I stay at home. We neither of us care for it." 

“That IS unusual in a young girl.” 

"She is of a quiet nature. Besides, she .s not so very young. She is four-and* 
twenty." 

“This matter, from what you say, seems to have been a shodc to her also." 

“Terriblel She is even more affected than 1 .” 

"You have neither of you any doubt as to your son’s guilt?” 

"How can we have when I saw him ‘with my own eyes with the coronet in bis 
hands.” 

"I hardly consider that a conclusive proof. Was the remainder of the coronet 
at all injored?” 

“Yes, it was twisted.” 

"Do you not think, then, that he might have been trying to straighten it?” 

"God bless youl You are doing what you can for him and for me. But it is too 
heavy a tedc- What was he doing there at all? If his purpose were innooent, why 
did he not say so?” 
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^Pndsdy. And if it were guilty, wliy did he not invent a lie? His silence appean 
to me to cut both ways. There are several singular points about the case. What 
did the pdice think of the noise which awoke you from your sleep?” 

*1^ considered that it mi^t be caused by Arthur's dosing his bedroom door.” 

"A likdy storyl As if a man bent on felony would slam his door so as to wake a 
household. What did they say, then, of the disappearance of these gems?” 

They are still sounding the planking and probing the furniture tn the hope of 
finding them.” 

Tlave they thought of looking outside the house?” 

”Yes, they have shown extraordinary energy. The whole garden has already been 
minutdy examined.” 

"Now, my dear sir,” said Holmes, ”is it not obvious to you now that this matter 
reaOy strikes very much deeper than either you or the police were at fint inclined 
to think? It appeared to you to be a simple case; to me it seems exceedingly com- 
plex. Consider what is involved by your theory. You suppose that your son came 
down from his bed. went, at great risk, to your dressing-room, opened your bureau, 
took out your coronet, broke off by main force a small portion of it, went off to 
some other place, concealed three gems out of the thirty-nine, with such skill that 
nobody can find them, and then returned with the other thirty-six into the room 
in which he exposed himself to the greatest danger of being discovered. I ask you 
now, is such a theory tenable?” 

”Bot what other is there?” cried the banker with a gesture of despair. "If his 
motives were innocent, why does he not explain them?” 

”It is our task to find that out,” replied Holmes; ”so now, if you please, Mr. 
Holder, we will set off for Streatham together, and devote an hour to ^ncing r 
little more closely into details.” 

My friend insisted upon my accoinpanying them in their expedition, which I 
was eager enough to do, for my curiosity and sympathy were deeply stirred by the 
story to which we had listened. I confess that the guilt of the banker’s son ap- 
peared to me to be as obvious as it did to his unhappy father, but still I had such 
faith in Holmes’s judgment that 1 felt that there roust be some grounds for hope 
as long as he was dissatisfied with the accepted explanation. He hardly spoke a 
word the whole way out to the southern suburb, but sat with his chin upon his 
breast and his hat drawn over his eyes, sunk in the deepest thought. Our client 
appeared to have taken fresh heart at the little glimpse of hope which had been 
presented to him, and he even broke into a desultory chat wiUi me over his busi- 
ness affairs. A short railway journey and a shorter walk brought us to Fairbank, the 
modest residence of the great financier. 

Fairbank was a good-sized square house of white stone, standing back a little 
from the road. A double carriage-sweep, with a snow-clad lavm, stretched down in 
front to two large iron gates which closed the entrance. Chi the right side was a 
snull wooden thicket, which led into a narrow path between two neat hedges 
stretching from the road to the kitchen door, and forming the tradesmen’s en- 
trance. On the left ran a lane which led to the stables, and was not itself within 
the grounds at all, being a public, though little used, thoroughfare. Holmes left us 
standing at the door and walked slowly all round the house, across the front, down 
the tradesmen’s path, and so round by the garden behind into tire stable lane. So 
long was he that Mr. Holder and I went into the dining-room and waited by the 
fire nntlFhe should return. We were sitting there in silence when the door opened 
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and a young lady came in. She was ndier above the middle height, slim, with dadc 
hair and eyes, which seemed the dari«r against the abadnte pallor of her «lnn- I 
do not think that I have ever seen such deadly paleness in a woman’s face. Her 
lips, too, were bloodless, but her eyes were flu.<hed with crying. As die swept 
silently into the room she impressed me with a greater sense of grief than the 
banker had done in the morning, and it was the more striking in her as she was 
evidently a woman of strong character, with immense capacity for self-restraint. 
Disregarding my presence, she went straight to her unde and passed her hand 
over hu head with a sweet womanly caress. 

‘Tou have given orders that Ai^ur should be liberated, have you not, dad^ 
she asked. 

*7^0, no, my girl, the matter must be probed to the bottom.” 

"But 1 am so sure that he is innocent You know what woman’s instincts are. 
I know that he has done no harm and that you will be sorry for having acted so 
hanhly.” 

"Why is he silent, then, if he is innocent?” 

"Who knows? Perhaps because he was so angry that you should suspect him.” 

"How could I hdp suspecting him, when I actually saw him with the coronet 
in his hand?” 

“Oh, but he had only picked it up to look at it Oh, do, do take my word for it 
that he is innocent. Let the matter drop and say no more. It is so dreadful to 
think of our dear Arthur in prison!” 

"I shall never let it drop until the gems are found— never, Mary! Your affection 
for Arthur blinds you as to the awful consequences to me. Far from hushing the 
thing up, I have brought a gentleman down from London to inquire more deeply 
into it." 

"This gentleman?” she asked, facing round to me. 

"No, his friend. He wished us to leave him alone. He is round in the stable lane 
now." 

“The stable lane?" She raised her dark eyebrows. “What can he hope to find 
there? Ah! this, I suppose, is he. I trust, sir, that you will succeed in proving, what 
I feel sure is the truth, that my c.. 'Sin Arthur is innocent of this crime." 

“1 fully share your opinion, and I trust, with you, that we may prove it,” re- 
turned Holmes, going back to the mat to knock the snow from his shoes. “I believe 
I have the honour of addressing Miss Mary Holder. Might 1 ask you a question 
or two?” 

"Pray do, sir, if it may help to clear this horrible affair up.” 

“You heard nothing yourself last night?” 

“Nothing, until my uncle here began to speak loudly. I heard that, and I came 
down.” 

“You shut up the windows and doon the night before. Did you fasten all the 
windows?” 

"Yes.” 

"Were they all fastened this morning?” 

“Yes." 

“You have a maid who has a sweetheart? I think that you remarked to your 
uncle last night that she had been out to see him?” 

“Yea, and she was the giri who waited in the drawing-room, and who may have 
heard uncle’s remarks about the coronet.” 
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*1 Ke. You infer that she may have gone out to tell her iweedient, and tint 
tile two may have planned the n^bery.” 

‘Vttt what is tile good of all these vague tiieoifes,” cried the banker impetientiy, 
Vhen I have told you that I saw Arthur with tin coronet in his hands?” 

‘‘Wait a little, Mr. Holder. We must come badk to tint. About this girl. Miss 
Holder. You saw her return by the kitchen door, I presume?” 

"Yea; when I went to see if the door was festoied for the night I met her slipping 
in< I saw the man, too, in the gloom.” 

“Do you know him?” 

“Oh, yes! he is the green-grocer who brings our vegetables round. His name is 
Francis Prosper.” 

“He stood,” said Holmes, “to the left of the door— that is to say, farther up the 
path than is necessary to reach the door?” 

“Yes, he did.” 

“And he is a man with a wooden leg?” 

Something like fear sprang up in the young lad/s expressive black eyes. “Why, 
you are like a magician,” said she. “How do you know that?” She smiled, but there 
was no answering smile in Holmes’s thin, ea^er face. 

“I should be very glad now to go upstairs,” said he. “1 shall probably wish to 
go over the outside of the house again. Perhaps I had better take a look at the 
lower windows before I go up.” 

He walked swiftly round from one to the other, pausing only at the large one 
which looked from the hall onto the stable lane. This he opened and made a very 
careful examination of the sill with his powerful magnifying lens. “Now we shall 
go upstairs,” said he at last. 

The banker’s dressing-room was a plainly furnished little chamber, with a gray 
carpet, a large bureau, and a long mirror. Holmes went to the bureau first and 
looked hard at the lock. 

“Which key was used to open it?” he asked. 

“That which my son himself mdicated-that of the cupboard of tlie lumber- 
room.” 

“Have you it heie?” 

“That IS it on the dressing-table.” 

Sherlock Holmes took it up and opened the bureau. 

“It is a noiseless lock," said he. “It is no wonder that it did not wake you. 'This 
case, I presume, contains the coionet. We must have a look at it.” He opened the 
case, and taking out the diadem he laid it upon the table. It was a magnificent 
specimen of the jewdler’s art, and the thirty-six stones were the finet that I have 
ever seen. At one side of the coronet was a cracked edge, where a comer holding 
three gems had been tom away. 

“Now, Mr. Holder,” said Holmes, “here is the comer which corresponds to that 
which hu been so unfortunately lost. Might I beg that you will break it off.” 

*1116 banker recoiled in honor. “I should not dream of trying,” said he. 

“Then I will." Holmes suddenly bent his strength upon it, but without result 
“I feel it give a little,” said he; “but, though I am exceptionally strong in the fin- 
gers, it would take me all my time to break it. An ordinary man could not do it 
Now, what do you think would happen if I did break it, Mr. Holder? There would 
be a noise like a pistol shot. Do you tell me that all ^ happened within a few 
yards of 0 oar bed and that you heard nothing of it?” 



1 do DOt know what to think. It is aO to me.” 

”Bat perhaps it may grow lighter as \i*e go. What do you thirtk. Miss Holder?” 

*I oooless tiiat I still share my unde's peridexity.” 

”Yoar son had no shoes or slippers on when you saw him?” 

”He had nothing on save only his trousers arid shirt.” 

Thank you. We have certainly been favoured with extraordinary lock during 
this inquiry, and it will be entirely our own feult if we do not succeed in dearing 
the matter up. With your permission, Mr. Holder, I shall now continue my in- 
vestigations outside.” 

He went alone, at his own request, for he explained that any unnecessary foot- 
marks might make his task more difficult. For an hour or more he was at work, 
returning at last with his feet heavy with snow and his features as inscratable as 
ever. 

”I think that I have seen now all that there is to see, Mr, Holder,” said he; 
”I can serve you best by returning to my rooms.” 

”But the gems, Mr. Holmes. Where are they?” 

“I cannot tdl." 

The banker wrung his hands. ”I shall never see them again!” he cried. ”And 
my son? You give me hopes?” 

”My opinion is in no way altered.” 

Then, for God's sake, what was this darii business which was acted in my 
house last night?" 

"If you can caO upon me at my Baker Street rooms to-morrow morning be- 
tween nine and ten 1 shall be hai^y to do what I can to make it dearer. I under- 
stand that you give me carte blanche to act for you, provided only that 1 get back 
the gems, and that you place no limit on the sum I may draw.” 

”1 would give my fortune to have them bade.” 

"Very good. I shall look into the matter between this and then. Good-bye; it 
is just possible that I may have to come over here again before evening.” 

It was obvious to me that my companion's mind was now made up about the 
case, althougli what his condusions were was more than I could even dimly im- 
agine. Several times during our homeward journey I endeavoured to sound him 
upon the point, but be always glided awov to some other topic, until at last 1 
gave it over in despair. It was not yet three when we found ourselves in our room 
once more. He hurried to his ebrabex, and was down again m a few minutes 
dressed as a common loafer. With his coUai turned up, his shiny, seedy coat, his 
ted cravat, and his worn boots, he was a perfebt sample of the class. 

”1 think that this should do,” said he, glancing into the glass above the fire- 
place. "1 only wish that you could come with me, Watson, but I fear that it won't 
do, I may be on the trail in this matter, or I may be following a wiU-o'-ffie-wisp, 
but I shall soon know which it is. 1 hope that 1 may be back in a few hours.” He 
cut a slice of beef from the joint npon the sideboard, sandwiched it between two 
rounds of bread, and thrusting this rude meal into his pocket he started off upon 
his expedition. 

I bad just finished my tea when he letomed, evidently in excellent spirits, 
swinging an old dastic-suled boot in his hand. He chocked it down into a comer 
and hdped himsdf to a cup of tea. 

”I 01 ^ looked in as I passed," said he. *1 am going ligjit on.” 

•Where to?” 
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“Oh, to tiie other side of die West End. It may be some time before I get badu 
Don’t wait up fa me in care I should be fade.” 

“How ore you getting on?” 

“Oh, so so. Nothing to comptain (rf. I have been out to Streatham tinoe I saw 
you last, but I did not call at the house. It is a very sweet Utde ptd>lem, and I 
would not have missed it fa a good deal. However, I must not sit gossiping here, 
but must get these disreputable clothes off and return to my highly respectable 
self.” 

1 could see by his manner that he had stronger reasons fa satisfaction than 
his words alone would imply. His eyes twinkled, and there was even a touch of 
colour upon his sallow chedcs. He hastened upstairs, and a few minutes later I 
heard the dam of the hall door, which told me that he was off once more upon 
his congenial hunt. 

I waited until midnight, but there was no sign of his return, so I retired to 
my room. It was no uncommon thing fa him to be away for days and nights on 
end when he was hot upon a scent, so that his lateness caused me no surprise. I 
do not know at what hour he came in, but when I came down to breakfast in the 
morning diere he was with a cup of coffee in one hand and the paper in the other, 
as fresh and trim as possible. 

“You will excuse my beginning without you, Watson,” said he, "but you re* 
member that our client has rather an early appointment this morning.” 

"Why, it is after nine now,” I answered. "1 should not be surprised if that were 
he. I thought I heard a ring.” 

It was, indeed, our friend the financier. I was shocked by the change which 
had come over him, fa his face which was naturally of a broad and massive mould, 
was now pinched and fallen in, while his hair seemed to me at least a shade whiter. 
He entered with a weariness and lethargy which was even more painful than his 
violence of the morning before, and 4ie dropped heavily into the armchair which 
I pushed forward for him. 

“I do not know what I have done to be so severely tried," said he. “Only two 
days ago 1 was a happy and prosperous man, without a care in the world. Now I 
am left to a lonely and dishonoured age. One sorrow comes close upon the heels 
of another. My niece, Mary, has deserted me.” 

“Deserted you?" 

"Yes. Her bed this morning had not been slept in, her room was empty, and a 
note for me lay upoi the hall table. I had said to her last night, in sorrow and 
not in anger, that if she had married my boy all might have been well with him. 
Perhaps it was thoughtless of me to say so. It is to that remark that she refers in 
this note; 

“Mt dbakest Uncle: 

“I fed that I have brought trouble upon you, and that if I had acted 
differently this terrible misfortune might never have occuned. 1 cannot, 
with this thought in my mind, ever again be happy under your roof, and 
1 fed that I most leave you forever. Do not worry about my future, for 
that is provided for; and, above all, do not search for me, fa it will be fruit* 
less labour and an ill-service to me. In life or in death, I am ever 

"Your loving 
“Mart. 
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"What could die mean Iqr diat note, Mr. Holmes? Do yon think it points to 
taidde?*’ 

*No, no, nothing of the land. It is perhaps the best possiUe solution. 1 trust; 
Mr. Holder, that you are nearing the end of your troubles.* 

*HaI You say sol You have heard something, Mr. Holmes you have kamed 
somethingl Wbere are the gems?" 

"You would not think £1000 apiece an excessive sum for them?* 

*1 would pay ten.* 

“Ihat would be uimecessaiy. Three thousand will cover the matter. And there 
is a little reward, 1 fancy. Have you your chedc-book? Here is a pen. Better niaki» 
it out for £4000.* 

With a dazed face the banker made out the required check. Holmes walked 
over to his desk, took out a little triangular piece of gold with three gems in it; 
and threw it dovm upon the table. 

With a shridc of joy our client clutched it up. 

*You have itl* he gasped. *I am savedi I am savedl* 

The reaction of joy was as passionate as his grief had been, and be bugged his 
recovered gems to his bosom. 

"There is one other thing you owe, Mr. Holder,” said Sherlock Holmes rather 
sternly. 

“Owel" He caught up a pen. "Name the sum, and I will pay it.” 

"No, the debt is not to me You owe a very humble apology to that noble lad, 
your son, who has carried himself m this matter as I should be proud to see my 
own son do, should I ever chance to have one.” 

"Then it was not Arthur who took them?” 

"I told you yesterday, and I repeat tonlay, that it was not.” 

"You are sure of itl Tlien let us hurry to him at once to let him know that the 
truth is known." 

"He knows it already. When I had cleared it all up 1 had an interview witib 
him, and finding that he would not tdl me the story, I told it to him, on which 
he had to confess that I was right and to add the very few details wdiidh were not 
yet quite clear to me. Your news of this morning, however, may open hit lips.” 

“For heaven’s sake, tell me, then, what is this extraordinary mystcryl” 

"I will do so, and I will show you the st*^ by which I reached it. And let me 
say to you, first, that which it is hardest for me to say and for you to heat: there 
has be» an understanding between Sir George Bnmwdl and your niece Maty. 
They have now fled together.” 

"My Mary? Impossible!” 

"It is unfortunately more than possible; it is certain. Neither you nor your son 
knew die true character of this man when you admitted him into your family 
circle. He is one of the most dangerous men in England— a ruined gambler, an 
absolutely desperate villain, a man without heart or conscience. Your niece loaew 
nothing of such men. When he breathed his vows to her, as he had done to a 
hundred before her, she flattered herself that she alone had touched his heart 
The devil knows best what he said, but at least she became his tod and was in 
the habit of seeing him nearly every evening.” 

"I cannot, and I will not, bdieve it!” cried the banker widi an ashen face. 

"1 win tdl you, then, what occurred in your house last nif^t Your nieee^ when 
you had, as she thou^t, gone to your room, slipped down and talked to bn lover 
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tfnooi^ tlie window whidi leads into the stable lane. His footmarks had pressed 
through the snow, so long had he stood there. She told him of tiie coronet 
Hh widced hist for gold kindled at tiie news, and he bent her to his will. I have no 
doiibt tiiat die loved you, but them are women in whom the love of a lover ex- 
»^giiiA«i an oAer loves, and I think diat she must have been one. She had hardly 
listened to his instructions when she saw yon coming downstairs, on which she 
dosed die window rapidly and told you abwt one of die servants’ escapade with 
her wooden-legged lover, which was aU perfectly true. 

*Your boy, Arthur, went to bed after bis interview with you, but he slept badly 
on account id his uneasiness about his dub debts. In the middle of die night he 
heard a soft bead pass his door, so he rose and, looking out, was surprised to see 
his cousin walking very stealthily along the passage' until she disappeared into your 
dressing-room. Petrified with astonishment, the lad slipped on some dothes and 
waited there in the dark to see what would come of this strange affair. Presendy 
she emerged from the room again, and in the light of the passage-lamp your son 
saw that she earned the precious coronet in her bands. She passed down the stairs, 
and he, thrilling with horror, ran along and slipped behind the curtain near your 
door, whence he could see what passed in the hall beneath. He saw her stealthily 
open the window, band out the coronet to someone in the gloom, and then closing 
it once more hurry back to her room, passing quite close to where- he stood hid 
behind the curtain. 

*As long as she was on the scene he could not take auy action without a hor- 
rifaje exposure of the woman whom he loved. But the instant that she was gone 
he realized how crushing a misfortune this would be for you, and how all-important 
it was to set it right. He rushed down; just as he was, in his bare feet, opened the 
window, sprang out into the snow, and lan down the lane, where he could see a 
dark figure in the moonlight. Sir Qeorge Bumwell bied to get away, but Arthur 
caught him, and there was a struggle between them, your lad tugging at one side 
of the coronet, and his opponent at the other. In the scuffle, your son struck Sir 
Ceoige and cot him over the eye. Then something suddenly snapped, and your 
son, finding that he had Uie coronet in his hands, rushed back, closed the window, 
ascended to your room, and had just observed that the coronet had been twisted 
in the struggle and was endeavouring to straighten it when you appeared upon 
the scene.” 

“Is it possiUe?” gasped the banker. 

”You then roused his anger by calling him names at a moment when he felt 
that be had deserved your warmest thanks. He could not explain the true state 
of affairs without betraying one who certainly deserved littl»enough consideration 
at his hands. He took the more chivalrous view, however, and preserved her secret” 

“And that wps why she shrieked and fainted when she saw the coronet” cried 
Mr. Holder. ‘t5h, my GodI what a blind fool I have beeni And his asking to be 
allowed to go out for five minutest The dear fellow wanted to see if the missing 
piece were at the scene of the struggle. How cruelly I have misjudged himi” 

"When I arrived at the house,” continued Holmes, ”I at once went very care- 
fully round it to observe if there were any traces in the snow which might hdp 
me. I knew ttiat none had fallen since t^ evening before, and also that there 
had been a strong boat to preserve impressions. I passed idong the tradesmen’s 
path, but found it all tram^ded down and indistinguiriiabte. Just beyond it, how- 
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ever, at the far side of the kitchen door, a woman had stood and talked with a 
man, whose round impressions on one side showed that he had a wooden kg. I 
could even tell that they had been disturbed, for the woman had run swiftly 
to the door, as was shown by the deep toe and light bed mark!; , whik Wooden4eg 
had waited a litde, aod then had gone away. I thought at the Hmg that this might 
be the maid and her sweetheart, of whom you bad already spoken to me, and 
inquiry showed it was so. I passed round tiie prden without seeing anything more 
than random tracks, which I took to be the police; but when I got into the stable 
kne a very long and complex story was written in the snow in front of me. 

'There was a double line of tracks of a booted man, and a second donbk line 
which I saw with ddight belonged to a man with naked feet. 1 was at once con- 
vinced from what you had told me that the ktter was your son. The first had 
walked both ways, but the other had run swiftly, and as his tread was marked 
in places over the depression of the boot, it was obvious that he had passed after 
the other. I followed them up and found they led to the hall window, where Boots 
had worn all the snow away while waiting. Then I walked to the other end, which 
was a hundred yards or more down the kne. 1 saw where Boots had faced round, 
where the snow was cut up as though there had been a struggle, and, finally, where 
a few drops of blood had fallen, to show me that I was not mistaken. Boots had 
then run down the kne, and another little smudge of blood showed that it was he 
who had been hurt. When he came to the highroad at the other end, I found that 
the pavement had been cleared, so there was an end to that clue. 

"On entering the house, however, I examined, as you remember, the sill and 
framework of the hall window with my lens, and 1 could at once see that someone 
had passed out. I could distinguish the outline of an instep where the wet foot 
had been pkced in coming in. I was then beginning to be able to form an opinimi 
as to what had occurred. A man had waited outside the window; someone had 
brought the gems; the deed had been overseen by your son; he had punned the 
thief; had struggl^ with him; they had each tugged at the coronet, their united 
strength causing injuries which neither alone could have effected. He had returned 
with the prize, but had left a fragment in the grasp of his opponent. So far I was 
clear. The question now was, who was the man and who was it brought him the 
coronet? 

"It is an old maxim of mine that when you have excluded the impossible, what- 
ever remains, however improbable, must be the truth. Now, I knew that it was 
not you who had brought it down, so there only remained your niece and the 
maids. But if it were the maids, why should your son allow himself to be accused 
in their pkce? There could be no possible reason. As he loved his cousin, however, 
there was an excellent explanation why he should retain her secret— the more so 
as the secret was a disgraceful one. When 1 remembered that you bad seen her 
at that window, and how she had kinted on seeing the coronet again, my coor 
lecture became a certainty. 

"And who could it be who was her confederate? A lover evidently, for who die 
could outweigh the love and gratitude which she must fed to you? I knew Aat 
you went out little, and that your circle of friends was a very limited one. But 
atnmi g them was Sir George Bumwdl. I had heard of him before as beinf a man 
of evil reputation among women. It must have been he who wore those boots and 
the missing gems. Even diough he knew that Arffinr had tUaooveied him, 
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he might still flatter himself that he was saf^ for the lad could not say a word 
without eomptomising his own toOy. 

*Wdl, your own good sense will suggest what measures I took next. I went in 
the diape of a loafer to Sir George's house, managed to pick up an acquaintance 
with his valet, learned that his master had cut his head &e ni^t before, and, fi- 
nally, at the expense of six shillings, made all sure by buying a pair of his cast-oS 
shoes. With these I journeyed down to Streatham and saw that they exactly fitted 
die tracb." 

"I saw an ill-dressed vagabond in the lane yesterday evening,” said Mr. Holder. 

'Trecisely. It was I. I found that I had my man, so I came home and changed 
my dodies. It was a ddicate part which I had to play then, for I saw that a prose- 
cution must be avoided to avert scandal, and I knew tiiat so astute a villain would 
see that our hands were tied in the matter. I went and saw him. At first, of course, 
he denied everything. But when I gave him every particular that had occurred, 
he tried to bluster and took down a life-preserver from the wall. I knew my man, 
however, and I clapped a pistol to his head before he could strike. Then he became 
a little mote reasonable. I told him that we would give him a price for the stones 
he held— £1000 apiece. That brought out the fint signs of grief that he had shown. 
'Why, dash it alll’ said he, ‘I’ve let them go at six hundred for the threel’ I soon 
managed to get the address of the receiver who had them, on promising him that 
there would be no prosecution. Off 1 set to him, and after much chaffering I got 
our stones at £1000 apiece. Then I looked in upon your son, told him that all was 
right* ond eventually got to my bed about two o’clock, after what I may call a 
really hard day's work.” 

"A day which has saved England from a great public scandal,” said the banker, 
rising. “Sir, I cannot find words to thank you, but you shall not find me ungrateful 
for what you have done. Your skill has indeed exceeded all that I have heard of it. 
And now I must fly to my dear boy to apologize to him for the wrong which I 
have done him. As to what you tell me of poor Mary, it goes to my very heart. Not 
even your skill can inform me where she is now.” 

“I think that we may safely say,” returned Holmes, “that she is wherever Sir 
George Bumwell is. It is equally certain, too, that whatever her sms are, they will 
soon receive a more than sufficient punishment.” 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE COPPER BEECHES 

"To THE man who loves art for its own sake," remarked Sherlock Holmes, tossing 
aside the advertisement sheet of the Daily Telegraph, “it is frequently in its least 
important and lowliest manifestations that the keenest pleasure is to be derived. 
It is pleasant to me to observe, Wabon, that you have so far grasped this tmth 
that in these little records of our cases which you have been good enough to draw 
up, and, I am bound to say, occasionally to embellish, you have given prominence 
not so much to the many cratses calibres and sensational trials in which I have 
figured but rather to those incidents which may have been trivial in themselves, 
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but which have given room for those faculties of deduction and of logical syn- 
thesis which I have made my special province.” 

"And yet,” said I, smiling, "I cannot quite hold myself absolved from the char ge 
of sensationalism which has been urged against my records.” 

"You have erred, perhaps,” he observed, taking up a glowing cinder with the 
tongs and lighting with it the long cherry-wood pipe which was wont to replace 
his clay when he was in a disputatious rather than a meditative mood— "you have 
ened perhaps in attempting to put colour and life into each of your statements 
instead of confining yourself to the task of placing upon record that severe reasoning 
from cause to effect which is really the only notable feature about the thing.” 

"It seems to me that I have done you full justice in the matter,” I remarked with 
some coldness, for I was repelled by the egotism which I had more than once ob- 
served to be a strong factor in my Mend’s singular character. 

"No, it is not selfishness or conceit,” said he, answering, as was his wont; my 
thoughts rather than my words. "If I claim full justice for my art, it is because it is 
an impersonal thing— a thing beyond myself. Crime is common. Logic is tare. 
Therefore it is upon the logic rather than upon the crime that you should dwell. 
You have degraded what should have been a course of lectures into a series of 
tales." 

It was a cold morning of the early spring, and we sat after'break&st on either 
side of a cheery fire in the old room at Baker Street. A thick fog rolled down be- 
tween the lines of dun-coloured houses, and the opposing windows loomed like 
dark, shapeless blurs through the heavy yellow wreaths. Our gas was lit and shone 
on Me white cloth and glimmer of china and metal, for Me table had not been 
cleared yet. Sherlock Holmes had been silent all Me morning, dipping continuously 
into Me advertisement columns of a succession of papers until at last, having 
apparently given up his search, he had emerged in no very sweet temper to lecture 
me upon my literary shortcomings. 

"At Me same time,” he remarked after a pause, during which he had sat puffing 
at his long pipe and gazing down into Me fire, "you can hardly be open to a charge 
of sensationalism, for out of Mese cases which you have been so kind as to interest 
yourself in, a fair proportion do not treat of crime, in its legal sense, at all. The 
small matter in which I endeavoured to help Me King of Bohemia, Me singular 
experience of Miss Mary SuMerland, Me problem coimected wiM Me man wiM 
Me twisted lip, and Me incident of Me noUe bachelor, were all matters which are 
outside Me pale of Me law. But in avoiding the sensational, I fear Mat you may 
have border^ on Me trivial.” 

“The' end may have been so,” I answoed, "but Me meMods I hold to have been 
novel and of interest.” 

“Pshaw, my dear fellow, what do Me public, the gr«t unobservant public, who 
could hardly tell a weaver by his tooM or a compositor by his left Mumb, care 
about Me finer shades of analysis and deductioni But, inde^, if you ate trivial, 1 
cannot blame you, for Me days of the great cases are past. Man, or at least criminal 
man, has lost all enterprise and originality. As to my own little practice, it seems 
to be degenerating into an agency for recovering lost lead pencils and giving advice 
to young ladies from boarding-schools. I think that I have touched bottom at last, 
however. This note I had Mis mmning moks my zero^ioint, I fancy. Read iti” Bte 
tossed a crumpled lette across to me. 
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It W 18 dated from Montague Place upon the preceding evening, and ran thus: 
Dear Mr. Holmes: 

I am very amdous to consult you as to whether I should or should not 
accept a situation which has be^ offered to me as governess. I shall call 
at half-past ten to-monow if I do not inconvenience you. 

Yours faithfully, 
Violet Hunter. 


^^Do you know the young lady?*' I asked. 

"Notl.** 

‘'It is half-past ten now.** 

Tes, and I have no doubt that is her ring." 

"It may turn out to be of more interest than you think. You remember that the 
affair of the blue carbuncle, which appeared to be a mere whim at first, developed 
into a serious investigation. It may be so in this case, also." 

"Well, let us hope so. But our doubts will very soon be solved, for here, unless 
I am much mistaken, is the person in question." 

As he spoke the door opened and a young lady entered the room. She was plainly 
but neatly dressed, with a bright, quick face, freckled like a plover's egg, and with 
the brisk manner of a woman who has had her own way to make in the woild. 

"You will excuse my troubling you, I am sure," said she, as my companion rose 
to greet her, "but I have had a very strange experience, and as I have no parents or 
relations of any sort from whom I could ask advice, I thought that perhaps you 
would be kind enough to tell me what I should do." 

"Pray take a seat, Miss Hunter. 1 shall be happy to do anything that I can to 
serve you." 

I could see that Holmes was favourably impressed by the manner and speech 
of his new client. He looked her over” in his searching fashion, and then composed 
himself, with his lids drooping and his finger-tips together, to listen to her story. 

"I have been a governess for five years," said she, "in the family of Colonel 
Spence Munro, but two months ago the colonel received an appointment at Hali- 
te in Nova Scotia, and took his children over to America with him, so that I found 
myself without a situation. I advertised, and I answered advertisements, but with- 
out success. At last the little money which I had saved began to run short, and 1 
was at my wit’s end as to what I should do. 

There is a well-known agency for governesses in the West End called West- 
away*s, and there I used to call about once a week in order to see whether any- 
thing had turned up which might suit me. Westaway was the name of the founder 
of the business, but it is really managed by Miss S toper. She sits in her own little 
ofice, and the ladies who are seeking employment wait in an anteroom, and are 
then shown in one by one, when she consults her ledgers and sees whether she has 
anything which would suit them. 

"Well, when I called last week I was shovm into the little oflBce as usual, but 
I found that Miss Stoper was not alone. A prodigiously stout man with a very 
smiling face and a great heavy chin which rolled down in fold upon fold over his 
throat sat at her elbow with a pair of glasses on his nose, looking very earnestly 
at the ladies who entered. As I came in he gave quite a jump in his chair and turned 
quickly to Miss Stoper. 

" "That will do,* said he; 'I could not ask for anything better. Capital! capitall’ 
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He seemed quite rathusiastic and robbed bis hands tc^ether in the most gMn'ai 
fashion. He was such a comfortabledooking man that it was quite a pleasure to 
look at him. 

Too are looking for a situation, miss 7 * he asked. 

“Tes.sir.’ 

" ‘As governess?’ 

“‘Yes, sir.’ 

“ ‘And what salary do you ask?' 

“ ‘I had £4 a month in my last place with Colonel Spence Munro.’ 

“ ‘Oh, tut, tuti sweating— rank sweatingl’ he cried, throwing his fat hands out 
into the air like a man who is in a boiling passion. ‘How could anyone offer $0 
pitiful a sum to a lady with such attractions and accomplishments?' 

“‘My accomplishments, sir, may be less than you imagine,’ said I. ‘A little 
French, a little German, music, and drawing — ’ 

“ I'ut, tutI’ he cried. ‘Hiis is all quite beside the question. The point is, have 
you or have you not the beating and deportment of a lady? There it is in a nutshell. 
If you have not, you are not fitted for the rearing of a child who may some day 
play a considerable part in the history of the country. But if you have, why, then, 
how could any gendeman ask you to condescend to accept anything under the 
three figures? Your salary with me, madam, would commence at £100 a year.’ 

“You may imagine, Mr. Holmes, that to me, destitute as,,! was, such an offer 
seemed almost too good to be true. The gentleman, however, seeing perhaps the 
look of incredulity upon my face, opened a pocket-book and took out a note. 

“ ‘It is also my custom,’ said he, smiling in the most pleasant fashion until his 
eyes were just two little shining slits amid the white creases of his face, ‘to ad- 
vance to my young ladies half their salary beforehand, so that they may meet any 
little expenses of their journey and their wardrobe.’ 

“It seemed to me that I had never met so fascinating and so thoughtful a man. 
As I was already in debt to my tradesmen, the advance was a great convenience, and 
yet there was something unnatural about the whole transaction which made me 
wish to know a little more before I quite committed myself. 

“ ‘May I ask where you live, sir?’ said I. 

“ ‘Hampshire. Charming rural place. The Copper Beeches, five miles on the tar 
side of Winchester. It is the most lovely country, my dear young lady, and the 
dearest old country-hou-se.’ 

“ ‘And my duties, sir? I should be glad to know what they would be.’ 

“‘One child— one dear little romper just six years old. Oh, if you could see 
him killing cockroaches with a slipperl Smack! smacki smack! Three gone before 
you could wink!’ He leaned back in his chair and laughed his eyes into his head 
again. 

“1 was a little startled at the nature of |he chQd’s amusement, but the father’s 
laughter made me think that perhaps he was joking. 

“ ‘My sole duties, then,' 1 asked, 'are to take charge of a single child?’ 

“ 'No, no, not the sole, not the sole, my dear young lady,’ he cried. Tour duty 
would be, as I am sure your good sense would suggest, to obey any little commands 
my wife might give, provided always that they were such commands as a lady 
might with propriety obey. You sec no difficulty, heh?’ 

“ ‘I should be happy to make myself useful.' 

“ ‘Quite so. In dress now, for example. We arc faddy people, you know— faddy 
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but kind-hearted. If you were asked to wear any dress which we might give you, 
you would not object to our little whim. Heh?' 

“ ‘No,’ said I, considerably astonished at his words. 

" ‘Or to sit here, or sit there, that would not be offensive to you?’ 

“ ‘Oh, no.’ 

“ ‘Or to cut your hair quite short before you come to us?’ 

“1 could hardly believe my ears. As you may observe, Mr. Holmes, my hair is 
somewhat luxuriant, and of a rather peculiar tint of chestnut. It has been con- 
sidered artistic. I could not dream of sacrificing it in this offhand fashion. 

“ ‘1 am afraid that that is quite impossible,’ said I. He bad been watching me 
eagerly out of his small eyes, and I could see a shadow pass over his face as I spoke. 

“ ‘I am afraid that it is quite essential,’ said he. ‘It is a little fancy of my wife’s, 
and ladies’ fancies, you know, madam, ladies’ fancies must be consulted. And so 
you won’t cut your hair?’ 

“ ‘No, sir, 1 really could not,’ I answered firmly. 

“ ‘Ah, very well; then that quite settle, the matter. It is a pity, because in other 
respects you would really have done very nicely. In that case. Miss Stoper, I had 
best inspect a few more of your young ladies.’ 

‘The nunageress had sat all this while busy with her papers without a word to 
either of us, but she glanced at me now with so much annoyance upon her face 
that I could not help suspecting that she had lost a handsome commission through 
my refusal. 

“ ‘Do you desire your name to be kept upon the books?’ she asked. 

“ ‘If you please. Miss Stoper.’ 

“ ‘Well, really, it seems rather useless, since you refuse the most excellent offers 
in this fashion,' said she sharply. Tou can hardly expect us to exert ourselves to 
find another such opening for you. Good-day to you, Miss Hunter.’ She struck a 
gong upon the table, and I was shown put by the page. 

“Well, Mr. Holmes, when I got back to my lodgings and found little enough 
in die cupboard, and two or three bills upon the table, 1 began to ask myself 
whether I had not done a very foolish thing. After all, if these people had strange 
fads and expected obedience on the most extraordinary matters, they were at least 
ready to pay for their eccentricity. Very few governesses in England are getting 
£ioo a year. Besides, what use was my hair to me? Many people are improved by 
wearing it short, and perhaps 1 should be among the numba. Next day I was 
irKlined to think that 1 had made a mistake, and by the day after I was sure of it. 
I had almost overcome my pride so far as to go back to the agency and inquire 
whether the place was still open when 1 received this letter from the gentleman 
himsdf. I have it here, and 1 will read it to you: 

“The Copper Beeches, near Winchester. 

“Dbax Mrss Huntee: 

“Miss Stoper has very kindly given me your address, and I write from 
here to ask you whether you have reconsidered your decision. My wife is very 
anxious that you should come, for she has been much attracted by my de- 
scription of you. We are willing to give £30 a quarter, or £120 a year, so 
as to recompense you for any little inconvenience which our fads may cause 
you. They are not very exacting, after all. My wife is fond of a particular 
shade of electric blue, and would like you to wear sudi a dress indoors in 
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the morning. You need not, however, go to the expense of purchasing cme, 
as we have one belonging to my dear daughter Alice (now in Philadelphia), 
which would, I should think, fit you very well. Then, as to sitting here or 
there, or amusing yourself in any manner indicated, that need cause you no 
inconvenience. As regards your hair, it is no doubt a pHy, especially as I 
could not help remarking its beauty during our short interview, but I am 
afraid that I must remain firm upon this point, and I only hope that tibe 
increased salary may recompense you for the loss. Your duties, as far as 
the child is concern^, are very light. Now do try to come, and I shall meet 
you with the dog-cart at Winchester. Let me know your train. 

‘Tours faithfully, 
“jEPBito Rucastlb. 

*That is the letter which I have just received, Mr. Holmes, and my mind is 
made up that 1 will accept it. I thought, however, that before taking the final step 
I should like to submit the whole matter to your consideration.’’ 

''Well, Miss Hunter, if your mind is made up, that settles the question,” said 
Holmes, smiling. 

“But you would not advise me to refuse?” 

“I confess that it is not the situation which I should like to see a sister of mine 
apply for.” 

“What is the meaning of it all, Mr. Holmes?" 

“Ah, I have no data. I cannot tell. Perhaps you have yourself formed some 
opinion?” 

“Well, there seems to me to be only one possible solution. Mr. Rucasfle seemed 
to be a very kind, good-natured man. Is it not possible that his wife is a lunatic, 
that he desires to keep the matter quiet for fear she should be taken to an asylum, 
and that he humours her fancies in every way in order to prevent an outbreak?” 

“That is a possible solution— in fact, as matters stand, it is the most probable 
one. But in any case it does not seem to be a nice household for a young lady." 

“But the money, Mr. Holmes, the moneyl” 

“Well, yes, of course the pay is good— too good. That is what makes me uneasy. 
Why should they give you £120 a year, when they could have their pick for £40? 
There must be some strong reason behind.” 

“I thought that if I told you the circumstances you would understand afterwards 
if I wanted your help. I should feel so much stronger if I felt that you were at the 
back of me.” 

“Oh, you may carry that feeling away with you I assure you that your little 
problem promises to be the most interesting which has come my way for some 
months. There is something distinctly novel about some of the features. If you 
should find yourself in doubt or in danger — ” 

“Dangerl What danger do you foresee?" 

Holmes shook his head gravely. “It would cease to be a danger if we could de- 
fine it,” said he. “But at any time, day or night, a telegram would bring me down 
to your help.” 

“That is enough." She rose briskly from her chair with the anxiety all swept from 
her face. “I shall go down to Hampshire quite easy in my mind now. I shall write 
to Mr. Rucastle at once, sacrifice my poor hair to-night, and start for Winchester 
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toinonow " With a few grateful words to Holmes she bade us both goodnaight and 
busAed ofi upon her way. 

“At least," said I as we heard her quick, firm steps descending the stairs, “she 
seems to be a young lady who is very well able to take care of herself.” 

“And she would need to be," said Holmes gravely. “I am much mistaken if we 
do not hear from her before many days are past.” 

It was not very long before my friend’s prediction was fulfilled. A fortnight 
went by, daring whidi I frequently found my thoughts turning in her direction 
and wondering what strange side-alley of human experience this lonely woman 
had strayed into. The unusual salary, the curious conditions, the light duties, all 
pointed to somediing abnormal, though whether a fad or a plot, or whether the 
man were a philanthropist or a villain, it was quite beyond my powers to deter- 
mine. As to Holmes, I observed that he sat frequently for half an hour on end, 
with knitted brows and an abstracted air, but he swept the matter away with a 
wave of his hand when I mentioned it. ‘l^ta! datal ^tat” he cried impatiently. 
“I can’t make bricks without clay.” And yet he would always wind up by muttering 
that no sister of his should ever have accepted such a situation. 

The telegram which we eventually received came late one night just as I was 
thinking of turning in and Holmes was settling down to one of those all-night 
chemical researches which he frequently indulged in, when I would leave him 
stooping over a retort and a test-tube at night and find him in the same position 
when I came down to breakfast in the morning. He opened the yellow envelope, 
and then, glancing at the message, threw it across to me. 

“Just look up the trains in Bradshaw,” said he, and turned back to his chemical 
stores. 

The summons was a brief and urgent one. 


Please be at the Black Swan Hotel at Winchester at midday to-morrow 
[it said]. Do cornel I am at my wit's end. 


Hunter. 


“Will you come with me?” asked Holmes, glancing up. 

“I should wish to.” 

"Just look it up, then.” 

“There is a train at half-past nine,” said I, glancing over my Bradshaw. “It is 
due at Winchester at 1 1:30.” 

“That will do very nicely. Then perhaps I had better postpone my analysis of 
the acetones, as we may need to be at our best in the morning.” 

By deven o’clock the next day we were well upon our way to the old English 
capital. Holmes had been buried in the morning papers all the way down, but 
afto we had passed the Hampshire border he threw them down and began to 
admire the scenery. It was an ideal spring day, a light blue sky, flecked with little 
fleecy white dou^ drifting across from west to east. The sun was shining very 
brightly, and yet there was an exhilarating nip in the air, which set an edge to a 
man's energy. AD over the countryside, away to the rolling hills around Aldershot, 
the little red and gray roofs of the farm-steadings peeped out from amid &e light 
green of the new foliage. 

“Are they not fresh and beautiful?” I cried with all the enthusiasm of a man 
fresh from die fogs of Baker Street. 
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But Holmes shook his head gravely. 

you know^ Watson,” said he, "that it is one of the curses of a mind with a 
turn like mine that I must look at everything with reference to my own special 
subject. You look at these scattered houses, and you are impressed by their beauty. 
I look at them, and the only thought which comes to me is a feeling of their isola- 
tion and of the impunity with w^hich crime may be committed there.” 

"Good heavensi*' I cried. "Who would associate crime with these dear old home- 
steads?” 

"They always fill me with a certain horror. It is my belief, Watson, founded 
upon my experience, that the lowest and vilest alleys in London do not present 
a more dreadful record of sin than does the smiling and beautiful countryside.” 

"You horrify mel” 

"But the reason is very obvious. The pressure of public opinion can do in the 
town what the law cannot accomplish. There is no lane so vile that the scream of a 
tortured child, or the thud of a drunkard’s blow, does not beget sympathy and 
indignation among the neighbours, and then the whole machinery of justice is 
ever so close that a word of complaint can set it going, and there is but a step 
between the crime and the dock. But look at these lonely houses, each in its own 
fields, filled for the most part with poor ignorant folk who know little of the 
law. Think of the deeds of hellish cruelty, the hidden wickedness which may go 
on, year in, year out, in such places, and none the wiser. HadM:his lady who appeals 
to us for help gone to live in Winchester, I should never have had a fear for her. 
It is the five miles of country which makes the danger. Still, it is clear that she 
is not personally threatened.” 

"No. If she can come to Winchester to meet us she can get away.” 

"Quite so. She has her freedom.” 

"What can be the matter, then? Can you suggest no explanation?” 

"I have devised seven separate explanations, each of which would cover the facts 
as far as we know them. But which of these is correct can only be determined 
by the fresh information which we shall no doubt find waring for us. Well, there 
is the tower of the cathedral, and we shall soon learn all that Miss Hunter has 
to tell.” 

The Black Swan is an inn of repute in the High Street, at no distance from 
the station, and there we found the young lady waiting for us. She had engaged 
a sitting-room, and our lunch awaited us upon the table. 

"I am so delighted that you have come," she said earnestly. "It is so very kind 
of you both; but indeed I do not know what 1 should do. Your advice will be aL 
together invaluable to me.” 

"Pray tell us what has happened to you.” 

"1 will do so, and I must be quick, for 1 have promised Mr. Rucastle to be 
back before three. I got his leave to come into town this morning, though he little 
knew for what purpose.” 

"Let us have everything in its due order.” Holmes thrust his long thin legs out 
towards the fire and composed himself to listen. 

"In the first place, I may say that I have met, on the whole, with no actual 
ill-treatment from Mr. and Mrs. Rucastle. It is only fair to them to say that. But I 
cannot understand them, and I am not easy in my mind about them.” 

"What can you not understand?” 

"Their reasons for their conduct. Bu| you shall have it all just as it occurred. 
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When I came down, Mr. Rucastle met me here and drove me in his dog-cart to 
the Copper Beeches. It is, as he said, beautifully situated, but it is not beautiful in 
itsdf, for it is a large square block of a house, whitewadied, but all stained and 
streaked with damp and bad weather. There are grounds round it, woods on three 
sides, and on the fourth a field which slopes down to the Southampton highroad, 
which curves past about a hundred yards tom ttie front door. This ground in front 
belongs to the house, but the woo^ all round are part of Lord Southerton’s pre- 
serves. A clump of copper beeches immediately in front of the haU door has given 
its name to the place. 

“I was driven over by my employer, who was as amiable as ever, and was intro- 
duced by him that evening to his wife and the child. There was no truth, Mr. 
Holmes, in the conjecture which seemed to us to be probable in your rooms at 
Baker Street. Mrs. Rucastle is not mad. I found her to be a sQent, pale-faced 
woman, much younger than her husband, not more than thirty, I should think, 
while he can hardly be less than forty-five. From their conversation I have priiered 
that they have bem married about seven years, that he was a widower, and that 
his only child by the first wife was the daughter who has gone to Philadelphia. 
Mr. Rucastle told me in private that the reason why she had left them was that 
she had an unreasoning aversion to her stepmother. As the daughter could not 
have been less than twenty, I can quite imagine that her position must have been 
uncomfortable with her father's young wife. 

"Mn. Rucasde seemed to me to be colourless in mind as well as in feature. She 
impressed me neither favourably nor the reverse. She was a nonentity. It was easy 
to see that she was passionately devoted both to her husband and to her little son. 
Her light gray eyes wandered continually from one to the other, noting every little 
want and forestalling it if possible. He was kind to her also in his bluff, boisterous 
fashion, and on the whole they seemed to be a happy couple. And yet she had some 
secret sorrow, this woman. She would often be lost in deep tbou^t, with the sad- 
dest look upon her face. More than once I have surprised her in tean. I have 
thought sometimes that it was the disposition of her' child which weighed upon 
her mind, for I have never met so utterly spoiled and so ill-natured a little creature. 
He is small for his age, with a head which is quite disproportionately large, his 
whole life appears to be spent in an alternation between savage fits of passion 
and ^oomy intervals of sulking. Giving pain to any creature weaker than himself 
seems to be his one idea of amusement, and he shows quite remarkable talent in 
planning ftie capture of mice, little birds, and insects. But I would rather not talk 
about the creature, Mr. Holmes, and, indeed, he has little to do with my story.” 

”1 am glad of all details,” remarked my friend, ”whether they seem to you to be 
relevant or not.” 

”I shall try not to miss anything of importance. The one unpleasant thing about 
die house, which struck me at once, was the appearance and conduct of the serv- 
ants. There are only two, a man and his wife. Toller, for that is his name, is a 
rough, uncouth man, with fizzled hair and whiskers, and a perpetual smell of 
drink. Twice since I have been with them he has been quite drunk, and yet Mr. 
Rucastle seemed to take no notice of it. His wife is a very tall and strong woman 
widi a sour face, as silent as Mrs. Rucasde and much less amiable. They are a most 
unpleasant couple, but fortunately I spend most of my time in the nursery and 
my own room, which are next to each other in one comer of the buflding. 

”For two days after my arrival at the Copper Beeches my life was very quiet; on 
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the third, Mrs. Rucastle came down just after breakfast and whispered something 
to her husband. 

‘"*Oh, yes/ said he, turning to me, Ve are very much obliged to you. Miss 
Hunter, for falling in with our whims so far as to cut your hair. I assure you that 
it has not detracted in the tiniest iota from your appearance. We shall now see 
how the electric-blue dress will become you. You will find it laid out upon the 
bed in your room, and if you would be so good as to put it on we should both be 
extremely obliged.' 

nrhe dress which I found waiting for me was of a peculiar shade of blue. It was 
of excellent material, a sort of beige, but it bore unmistakable signs of having been 
worn before. It could not have been a better fit if I had been measured for it. Both 
Mr. and Mrs. Rucastle expressed a delight at the look of it, which seemed quite 
exaggerated in its vehemence. They were waiting for me in the diawing-room, 
which is a very large room, stretching along the entire front of the house, with 
three long windows reaching down to the floor. A chair had been placed close to 
the central window, with its back turned towards it. In this I was asked to sit, 
and then Mr. Rucastle, walking up and down on the other side of the room, began 
to tell me a series of the funniest stories that I have ever listened to. You cannot 
imagine how comical he was, and I laughed until I was quite weary. Mrs. Rucastle, 
however, who has evidently no sense of humour, never so iquch as smiled, but 
sat with her hands in her lap, and a sad, anxious look upon her face. After an hour 
or so, Mr. Rucastle suddenly remarked that it was time to commence the duties 
of the day, and that I might change my dress and go to little Edward in the 
nursery. 

'Two days later this same performance was gone through under exactly siiliilar 
circumstances. Again I changed my dress, again I sat in the window, and again 1 
laughed very heartily at the funny stories of which my employer had an immense 
repertoire, and which he told inimitably. Then he handed me a yellow-backed 
novel, and moving my chair a little sideways, that my own shadow might not fall 
upon the page, he begged me to read aloud to him. I read t-T about ten minutes, 
beginning in the heart of a chapter, and then suddenly, in the niddle of a sentence, 
he ordered me to cease and to change my dress. 

“You can easily imagine, Mr. Holmes, how curious I Vecame as to what the 
meaning of this extraordinary perfonnance could possibly be. They were always 
very careful, I observed, to tOm my face away from the window, so that I became 
consumed with the desire to see what was going on behind my back. At first it 
seemed to be impossible, but 1 soon devised a means. My hand-mirror had been 
broken, so a happy thought seized me, and I concealed a piece of the glass in my 
handkerchief. On the next occasion, in the midst of my laughter, I put my hand- 
kerchief up to my eyes, and was able with a little management to see all that there 
was behind me, I confess that I was disappointed. There was nothing. At least 
that was my first impression. At the second glance, however, I perceived that there 
was a man standing in the Southampton Road, a small bearded man in a gray 
suit, who seemed to be looking in my direction. The road is an important highway, 
and there are usually people there. TTiis man, however, was leaning against the 
railings which bordered our field and was looking earnestly up. I lowered my hand- 
kerchief and glanced at Mrs. Rucastle to find her eyes fixed upon me with a most 
searching gaze. She said nothing, but I am convinced that she had divined that 
I had a mirror in my hand and had seen what was behind me. She rose at once. 
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'there is an impertinent fellow upon the road there who 
stares up at Miss Hunter/ 

friend of your$> Miss Hunter?* he asked. 

** I know no one in these parts/ 

'Deu mel How very impertinenti Kindly turn round and motion to him to go 
away/ 

^ Purely it would be better to take no notice.* 

no, we should have him loitering here always. Kindly turn round and 
wave him away like that* 

did as I was told, and at the same instant Mn. Rucastle drew down the blind. 
Tbat was a week ago, and from that time I have not sat again in the window, nor 
have I worn the blue dress, nor seen the man in the rOad.** 

**Pray continue,** said Holmes. *Tour narrative promises to be a most interesting 
one.** 

“You will find it rather disconnected, I fear, and there may prove to be little 
relation between the different incidents of which I speak. On the very first day 
that I was at the Copper Beeches, Mr. Rucastle took me to a small outhouse which 
stands near the kitchen door. As we approached it I heard the sharp rattling of a 
chain, and the sound as of a large animal moving about. 

“‘Look in here!* said Mr. Rucastle, showing me a slit between two planks, ‘Is 
he not a beauty?' 

“I looked through and was conscious of two glowing eyes, and of a vague figure 
huddled up in the darkness. 

“‘Don’t be frightened,* said my employer, laughing at the start which I had 
given. ‘It's only Carlo, my mastiff. I call him mine, but really old Toller, my 
groom, is the only man who can do anything with him. We feed him once a day, 
and not too much then, so tbat he is always as keen as mustard. Toller lets him 
loose every night, and God help the trespasser whom he lays his fangs upon. For 
goodness' sake don't you ever on any pretext set your foot over the threshold at 
night, for it*s as much as your life is worth/ 

“The warning was no idle one, for two nights later I happened to look out of my 
bedroom window about two o'clock in the morning. It was a beautiful moonlight 
night, and the lawn in front of the house was silvered over and almost as bright as 
day. I was standing, rapt in the peaceful beauty of the scene, when I was aware 
that something was moving under the shadow of tlie copper beeches. As it emerged 
into the moonshine I saw what it was. It was a giant dog, as large as a calf, tawny 
tinted, with hanging jowl, black muzzle, and huge projecting bones. It walked 
slowly across the lawn and vanished into the shadow upon the other side. That 
dreadful sentinel sent a chill to my heart which I do not think that any burglar 
could have done. 

“And now I have a very strange experience to tell you. I had, as you know, cut 
off my hair in London, and I had placed it in a great coil at the bottom of my 
trunk. One evening, after the child was in bed, I began to amuse myself by eX' 
amining the furniture of my room and by rearranging my own little things. There 
was an old chest of drawers in the room, the two upper ones empty and open, the 
lower one locked. I had filled the first two with my linen, and as I had still much 
to pack away I was naturally annoyed at not having the use of the third drawer. 
It struck me that it might have been fastened by a mere oversight, so I took out 
my bunch of keys and tried to open it. The very first key fitted to perfection, and I 
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ditew the drawer open. Thett was only one tiling in it, but I am sure that you 
would never guess what it was. It was my coil of hair. 

*"1 took it up and examined it. It was of the same peculiar tint, and the same 
thickness. But then the impossibility of the thing obtruded itself upon me. How 
could my hair have been lo^ed in Ae drawer? With trembling hands I undid my 
trunk, turned out the contents, and drew from the bottom my own hair. I laid the 
two tresses together, and I assure you that tiiey were identical. Was it not ex- 
traordinary? Puzzle as I would, I could make nothing at all of what it meant. I re- 
turned the strange hair to the drawer, and I said nothing of the matter to the 
Rucasfles as I felt that 1 had put myself in the wrong by opening a drawer which 
they had locked. 

""I am naturally observant, as you may have remarked, Mr. Holmes, and I soon 
had a pretty good plan of the whole house in my head. There was one wing, how- 
ever, which appeared not to be inhabited at all. A door which faced that which led 
into the quarters of the Tollers opened into this suite, but it was invariably locked. 
One day, however, as I ascended the stair, I met Mr. Rucastle coming out through 
this door, his keys in his hand, and a look on his face which made him a very dif- 
ferent pierson to the round, jovial man to whom I was accustomed. His cheeks 
were red, his brow was all crinkled with anger, and the veins stood out at his 
temples with passion. He locked the door and hurried past me without a word or a 
look. % 

*This aroused my curiosity; so when 1 went out for a walk in the grounds with 
my charge, I strolled round to the side from which I could see the windows of this 
part of the house. There were four of them in a row, three of which were simply 
dirty, while the fourth was shuttered up. They were evidently all deserted. As I 
strolled up and down, glancing at them occasionally, Mr. Rucastle came out to me, 
looking as meny and jovial as ever. 

"‘Ahl' said he, ‘you must not think me rude if I passed you without a word, my 
dear young lady. I was preoccupied with business matters.' 

“I assured him that I was not offended. ‘By the way,' said I, ‘you seem to have 
quite a suite of spare rooms up there, and one of them has the shutters up.' 

“He looked surprised and, as it seemed to me, a little startled at my remark. 

“ Thotography is one of my hobbies/ said he. ‘I have made my dark room up 
there. But, dear me! what an observant young lady we have come upon. Who would 
have believed it? Who would have ever believed it?' He spoke in a jesting tone, but 
there was no jest in his eyes as he looked at me. I read suspicion there and annoy- 
ance, but no jest. 

“Well, Mr. Holmes, from the moment that I understood that there was some- 
thing about that suite of rooms which I was not to know, I was all on fire to go over 
them. It was not mere curiosity, though I have my share of that. It was more a 
feeling of duty-a feeling that some good might come from my penetrating to this 
place. They talk of woman’s instinct; perhaps it was woman's instinct which gave 
me that feeling. At any rate, it was there, and I was keenly on the lookout for any 
chance to pass the forbidden door. 

“It was only yesterday that the chance came. I may tell you that, besides Mr. 
Rucastle, both Toller and his wife find something to do in these deserted rooms, 
and I once saw him carrying a large black linen bag with him through the door. 
Recently he has been drinking hard, and yesterday evening he was very drunk; and 
when I came upstain there was the key in the door. I have no doubt at all that be 
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had left it there. Mr. and Mn. Rucastle were both downstairs, and the child was 
with them, so that I had an admirable opportunity. 1 turned the key gently in the 
lock, opened the door, and slipped through. 

niiere was a little passage in front of me, unpapered and uncarpeted, which 
turned at a right angle at the farther end. Round this comer were three doors in 
a line, the first and third of which were open. They each led into an empty room, 
dusty and cheerless, with two windows in the one and one in the other, so thick 
with dirt that the evening light glimmered dimly through them. The centre door 
was closed, and across the outside of it had been fastened one of the broad bars 
of an iron bed, padlocked at one end to a ring in the wall, and fastened at the 
other with stout cord. The door itself was locked as well, and the key was not 
there. This barricaded door corresponded clearly with the shuttered window out- 
side, and yet I could see by the glimmer from beneath it that the room was not 
in darkness. Evidently there was a skylight which let in light from above. As I 
stood in the passage gazing at the sinister door and wondering what secret it might 
veil, I suddenly heard the sound of steps within the room and saw a shadow pass 
backward and forward against the little slit of dim light which shone out from 
under the door. A mad, unreasoning terror rose up in me at the sight, Mr. Holmes. 
My oventning nerves failed me suddenly, and I turned and ran— ran as though 
some dreadful hand were behind me clutching at the skirt of my dress. I rushed 
down the passage, through the door, and straight into the arms of Mr. Rucastle, 
who was waiting outside. 

“ ‘So,’ said he, smiling, ‘it was you, then. I thought that it must be when I saw 
the door open.’ 

“ ‘Oh, I am so frightenedl’ I panted. 

“ ‘My dear young ladyl my dear young lady!’— you cannot think how caressing 
and soothing his manner was— ‘and what has frightened you, my dear young lady?’ 

"But his voice was just a little too coaxing. He overdid it. I was keenly on ray 
guard against him. 

"‘I was foolish enough to go into the empty wing/ I answered. ‘But it is so 
lonely and eerie in this dim light that I was frightened and ran out again. Oh, 
it is so dreadfully still in therel’ 

" ‘Only that?’ said he, looking at me keenly. 

" ‘Why, what did you think?’ 1 asked. 

" ‘Why do you think that I lock this door?' 

“ ‘I am sure that I do not know.' 

" ‘It is to keep people out who have no business there. Do you see?' He was 
still smiling in the most amiable manner. 

" ‘I am sure if I had known — ' 

“ ‘Well, then, you know now. And if you ever put your foot over that threshold 
again'— here in an instant the smile hardened into a grin of rage, and he glared 
down at me with the face of a demon— ‘I'll throw you to the mastiff.' 

“I was so terrified that I do not know what I did. I suppose that I must have 
rushed past him into my room. I remember nothing until I found myself lying 
on my bed trembling all over. Then I thought of you, Mr. Holmes. I could not 
live there longer without some advice. I was frightened of the house, of the man, 
of the woman, of the servants, even of the child. They were all horrible to me. 
If I could only bring you down -all would be well. Of course I might have fled 
from the house, but my curiosity was almost as strong as my fears. My mind was 
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soon made up. I would send you a wire. 1 put on my hat and cloak, went down 
to the office, which is about half a mile from the house, and then returned, feel- 
ing very much easier. A horrible doubt came into my mind as 1 approach^ the 
door lest the dog might be loose, but I remembered that Toller had drunk himself 
into a state of insensibility that evening, and I knew that he was the only one in 
the household who had any influence with the savage creature, or who would ven- 
ture to set him free. 1 slipped in in safety and lay awake half the night in my joy 
at the thought of seeing you. I had no difficulty in getting leave to come into Win- 
chester this morning, but I must be back before three o'clock, for Mr. and Mrs. 
Rucastle are going on a visit, and will be away all the evening, so that I must look 
after the child. Now I have told you all my adventures, Mr. Holmes, and I should 
be very glad if you could tell me what it all means, and, above all, what I should do." 

Holmes and I had listened spellbound to this extraordinary story. My friend 
rose now and paced up and down the room, his hands in his pockets, and an ex- 
pression of the most profound gravity upon his face. 

“Is Toller still drunk?" he asked. 

“Yes. I heard his wife tell Mrs. Rucastle that she could do nothing with him." 

“That is well. And the Rucastles go out to-night?" 

“Yes." 

“Is there a cellar with a good strong lock?" 

“Yes, the wine-cellar." 

“You seem to me to have acted all through this matter like a very brave and 
sensible girl, Miss Hunter. Do you think that you could perform one more feat? 
I should not ask it of you if I did not think you a quite exceptional woman " 

“I will try. What is it?" 

“We shall be at the Copper Beeches by seven o'clock, my friend and I. The 
Rucastles will be gone by that time, and Toller will, we hope, be incapable. There 
only remains Mrs. Toller, who might give the alarm. If you could send her into 
the cellar on some errand, and then turn the key upon her, you would facilitate 
matters immensely." 

“I will do it." 

“Excellentl We shall then look thoroughly into the affair. Of course there is 
only one feasible explanation. You have been brought there to personate someone, 
and the real person is imprisoned in this chamber. That is obvious. As to who 
this prisoner is, I have no doubt that it is the daughter. Miss Alice Rucastle, if 
I remember right, who was said to have gone to America. You were chosen, doubt- 
less, as resembling her in height, figure, and the colour of your hair. Hers had 
been cut off, very possibly in some illness through which she has passed, and so, 
of course, yours had to be sacrificed also. By a curious chance you came upon her 
tresses, l^e man in the road was undoubtedly some friend of hers— possibly her 
fianc^— and no doubt, as you wore the girl's dress and were so like her, he was con- 
vinced from your laughter, whenever he saw you, and afterwards from your gesture, 
that Miss Rucastle was perfectly happy, and that she no longer desired his atten- 
tions. The dog is let loose at night to prevent him from endeavouring to com- 
municate with her. So much is fairly clear. The most serious point in the case is 
the disposition of the child." 

“What on earth has that to do with it?” I ejaculated. 

“My dear Watson, you as a medical man are continually gaining light as to the 
tendencies of a child by the study of the parents. Don't you see that the convene 
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is equally valid. I have frequently gained my first real insight into the character 
of parents by studying their childten. This child’s disposition is abnormally cruel, 
meidy for cruelty’s sake, and whether he derives this from his smiling father, as 
I should suspect, or from his mother, it bodes evil for the poor girl who is in their 
power.” 

am sure that you are right, Mr. Holmes,” cried our client. ”A thousand things 
come back to me which make me certain that you have hit it. Oh, let us lose not 
an instant in bringing help to this poor creature.” 

”We must be circumspect, for we are dealing with a very cunning man. We 
can do nothing until seven o’clock. At that hour we shall be with you, and it will 
not be long before we solve the mystery.” 

We were as good as our word, for it was just seven when we reached the Copper 
Beeches, having put up our trap at a wayside public-house. The group of trees, with 
their dark leaves shining like burnished metal in the light of the setting sun, were 
sufficient to mark the house even had Miss Hunter not been standing smiling on 
the door-step. 

”Have you managed it?” asked Holmes. 

A loud thudding noise came from somewhere downstairs. "That is Mrs. Toller 
in the cellar,” said she. ”Her husband lies snoring on the kitchen mg. Here are 
his keys, which are the duplicates of Mr. Rucastle’s.” 

”You have done well indeedl” cried Holmes with enthusiasm. "Now lead the 
way, and we shall soon see the end of this black business.” 

We passed up the stair, unlocked the door, followed on down a passage, and 
found ourselves in front of the barricade which Miss Hunter had described. Holmes 
cut the cord and removed the transverse bar. Then he tried the various keys in 
the lock, but without success. No sound came from within, and at the silence 
Holmes's face clouded over. 

"I tmst that we are not too late,” said he. “I think, Miss Hunter, that we had 
better go in without you. Now, Watson, put your shoulder to it, and we shall see 
whether we cannot make our way in.” 

It was an old rickety door and gave at once before our united strength. Together 
we mshed into the room. It was empty. There was no furniture save a little pallet 
bed, a small table, and a basketful of linen. The skylight above was open, and the 
prisoner gone. 

"There has been some villainy here,” said Holmes; "this beauty has guessed 
Miss Hunter's intentions and has carried his victim off.” 

"But how?” 

"Through the skylight. We shall soon see how he managed it.” He swung him- 
self up onto the roof. “Ah, yes,” he cried, "here's the end of a long light ladder 
against the eaves. That is how he did it.” 

"But it is impossible,” said Miss Hunter; "the ladder was not there when the 
Rucastles went away.” 

"He has come back and done it. I tell you that he is a clever and dangerous 
man. 1 should* not be very much surprised if this were he whose step I hear now 
upon the stair. I think, Watson, that it would be as well for you to have your pistol 
ready.” 

The words were hardly out of his mouth before a man appeared at the door 
of the room, a very fat and burly man, with a heavy stick in his hand. Miss Hunter 
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screamed and shrunk against the wall at the sight of him, but Sherlock Holmes 
sprang forward and confronted him. 

“You villainl" said he, “where’s your daughter?” 

The fat mar* cast his eyes round, and then up at the open skylight. 

“It is for me to ask you that,” he shrieked, thievesi Spies and thievesi I 
have caught you, have I? You are in my power. I'll serve youl” He turned and 
clattered down the stairs as hard as he could go. 

“He's gone for the dogl” cried Miss Hunter. 

“I have my revolver,” said I, 

“Better close the front door,” cried Holmes, and we all rushed down the stairs 
together. We had hardly reached the hall when we heard the baying of a hound, 
and then a scream of agony, with a horrible worrying sound which it was dreadful 
to listen to. An elderly man with a red face and shaking limbs came staggering 
out at a side door. 

“My GodI” he cried, “Someone has loosed the dog. It's not been fed for two 
days. Quick, quick, or it'll be too latel” 

Holmes and I rushed out and round the angle of the house, with Toller hurrying 
behind us. There was the huge famished brute, its black muzzle buried in Ru- 
castle's throat, while he writhed and screamed upon the ground. Running up, 1 
blew its brains out, and it fell over with its keen white teeth still meeting in the 
great creases of his neck. With much labour we separated ihan and carried him, 
living but horribly mangled, into the house. We laid him upon the dxawing-xoom 
sofa, and having dispatched the sobered Toller to bear the news to his wife, I did 
what I could to relieve his pain. We were all assembled round him when the door 
opened, and a tall, gaunt woman entered the room. 

•“Mrs. Toller!” cried Miss Hunter. 

“Yes, miss. Mr. Rucastlc let me out when he came back before he went up 
to you. Ah, miss, it h a pity you didn't let me know what you were planning, for 
I would have told you that your pains were wasted,” 

“Hal” said Holmes, looking keenly at her. "It is clear that Mn, Toller knows 
more about this mattci than anyone ehe.” 

“Yes, six, I do, and I am ready enough to tell what I know ” 

“Then, prav, sit down, and let us hear it, for theie are several points on which 
I must confess that I am still in tlie dark ” 

“I will soon make it clear to you,” said she; “and I'd have done so before now 
if I c*ould ha’ got out from the cellar. If there's police-court business over this, 
you'll remember that I was the one that stood your friend, and that 1 was Miss 
Alice's friend too. 

“She was never happy at home. Miss Alice wasn't, from the time that her father 
married again. She was slighted like and bad no say in anything, but it never 
really became bad for her until after she met Mr. Fowler at a friend's house. As 
well as I could learn. Miss Alice had rights of her own by will, but she was so quiet 
and pabent, she was, that she never said a word about them, but just left every- 
thing in Mr. Rucastle's hands. He knew he was safe with her, but when there was 
a chance of a husband coming forward, who would ask for all that tiic law would 
give him, then her father thought it time to put a stop on it. He wanted her to 
sign a paper, so that whether she married or not, he could use her money. When 
she wouldn't do it, he kept on worrying her until she got brain-fever, and for six 
weeks was at death's door. Then she got better at last, all worn to a shadow, and 
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with her beautiful hair cut off; but that didn’t make no change m her young man, 
and he stuck to her as true as man could be.” 

”Ah,” said Holmes, think that what you have been good enough to tell us 
makes the matter fairly clear, and that I can deduce all that remains. Mr. Rucastle 
then, 1 presume, took to this system of impnsonment?” 

Tes, sir.” 

”And brought Miss Hunter down from London in order to get rid of the dis- 
agreeable persistence of Mr. Fowler.” 

“That was it, sir." 

“But Mr. Fowler being a persevering man, as a good seaman should be, blockaded 
the house, and having met you succeeded by certain arguments, metallic or other- 
wise, in convincing you that your interests were the same as his.” 

“Mr. Fowler was a very kind-spokcn, free-handed gentleman,” said Mrs. Toller 
serenely. 

“And in this way he managed that your good man should have no want of drink, 
and that a ladder should be ready at the moment when your master had gone out.” 

“You have it, sir, just as it happened.” 

“I am sure we owe you an apology, Mrs Tollei,” said Holmes, “for you have 
certainly cleared up everything which puzzled us. And here comes the country sur- 
geon and Mrs. Rucastle, so I think, Watson, that we had best escort Miss Hunter 
back to Winchester, as it seems to me that our locus standi now is rather a ques- 
bonable one.” 

And thus was solved the mystery of the sinister house with the copper beeches 
in front of the door. Mr. Rucastle survived, but was always a broken man, kept 
alive solely through the care of his devoted wife. They still live with their old 
servants, who probably know so much of Rucastle's past life that he finds it diffi- 
cult to part from them. Mr. Fowler and Miss Rucastle were mamed, by special 
license, in Southampton the day after their flight, and he is now the holder of a 
government appointment in the island of Mauritius As to Miss Violet Hunter, 
my fnend Holmes, rather to my disappointment, manifested no further interest 
in her when once she had ceased to be the centre of one of his problems, and she 
IS now the head of a private school at Walsall, where I believe that she has met 
with considerable success 
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MEMOIRS OF SHERLOCK HOLMES 




SILVER BLAZE 


“I Aji afraid, Watson, that I shall have to go," said Holmes as we sat down togethe*' 
to our breakfast one morning. 

“Gol mere to?” 

To Dartmoor; to King’s Pyland." 

I was not surprised. Indeed, my only wonder was that he had not already been 
mixed up in this extraordinary case, which was the one topic of conversation through 
the length and breadth of England. For a whole day my companion had rambled 
about the room with his chin upon his chest and his brows knitted, charging and 
recharging his pipe with the strongest black tobacco, and absolutely deaf to any 
of my questions or remarks. Fresh editions of every paper had been sent up by 
our news agent, only to be glanced over and tossed down into a comer. Yet, silent 
as he was, I knew perfectly well what it was over which he was brooding. There 
was but one problem before the public which could challenge his powers of analy- 
sis, and that was the singular disappearance of the favourite for the Wessex Cup, 
and the tragic murder of its trainer. When, therefore, he suddenly announced his 
intention of setting out for the scene of the drama, it was only what I had both 
expected and hoped for. 

“1 should be most happy to go down with you if I should not be in the way," 
said I. 

"My dear Watson, you would confer a great favour upon me by coming. And 
I think that your time will not be misspent, for there are points about the case 
which promise to make it an absolutely unique one. We have, 1 think, just tune 
to catch our train at Paddington, and I will go further into the matter upon our 
journey. You would oblige me by bringing with you your very excellent field-glass.” 

And so it happened that an hour or so later I found myself in the comer of a 
first-class carnage flying along en route for Exeter, while Sherlock Holmes, with 
his sharp, eager face framed m his ear-flapped travdling-cap, dipped rapidly into 
the bundle of fresh papers which he had procured at Paddington. We had left 
Reading far behind us before he thrast the last one of them under the seat and 
offered me his cigar-case. 

"We are going well,” said he, looking out of the window and glancing at his 
watch. "Our rate at present is fifty-three and a half miles an hour." 

"I have not observed the quarter-mile posts,” said I. 

“Nor have I. But the telegraph posts upon this line are sixty yards apart, and 
the calculation is a simple one. I presume that you have looked into this matter 
of the murder of John Straker and the disappearance of Silver Blaxe?" 

“1 have seen what the Telegraph and the Chronicle have to say." 

"it is one of those cases where the art of the reasoner should be used rather 
for the sifting of details than for the acquiring of fresh evidence. The tragedy 
has been so uncommon, so complete, and of such personal importance to so many 
people that we are suffering from a plethora of surmise, conjecture, and hypothesis. 
The difficulty is to detach the framework of fact-of absolute undeniable fact- 
from the embellishments of theorists and reporters. Then, having established our- 
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selves upon this sound basis, it is our duty to see what inferences may be drawn 
and what arc the special points upon which the whole mystery turns. On Tuesday 
evening I received telegrams from both Colonel Ross, the owner of the horse, and 
from Inspector Gregory, who is looking after the case, inviting my cooperation.'’ 

""Tuesday cveningl” I exclaimed. ""And this is Thursday morning. Why didn't 
you go down yesterday?" 

""Because I made a blunder, my dear Watson—which is, I am afraid, a more 
common occurrence than anyone would think who only knew me through your 
memoirs. The fact is that I could not believe it possible that the most remarkable 
horse in England could long remain concealed, especially in so sparsely inhabited 
a place as the north of Dartmoor. From hour to houi yesterday I expected to hear 
that he had been found, and that his abductor was the murderer of John Straker. 
When, however, another morning had come and I found that beyond the arrest of 
young Fitzroy Simpson nothing had been done, I felt that it was time for me to 
take action. Yet in some ways I feel that yesterday has not been wasted." 

""You have formed a theory, then?" 

""At least I have got a grip of the essential facts of the case. I shall enumerate 
them to you, for nothing clears up a case so much as stating it to another person, 
and I can hardly expect your cooperation if I do not show you the position from 
which we start." 

I lay back against the cushions, puffing at my cigar, while Holmes, leaning for- 
ward, with his long, thin forehnga checking oS the poinb upon the palm of his 
left hand, gave me a sketch of the events which had led to our journey. 

""Silver Blaze," said he, ""is from the Somomy stock and holds as brilliant a rec- 
ord as his famous ancestor. He is now in his fifth year and has brought in turn 
each of the prizes of the turf to Colonel Ross, his fortunate owner. Up to the 
time of the catastrophe he was the first favourite for the Wessex Cup, the bet- 
ting being three to one on him. He has always, however, been a prime favourite 
with the racing public and has never yet disappointed them, so that even at those 
odds enormous sums of money have been laid upon him. It is obvious, therefore, 
that there were many people who had the strongest interest in preventing Silver 
Blaze from being there at the fall of the flag next Tuesday. 

'"The fact was, of course, appreciated at King's Pyland, where the colonel's 
training-stable is situated. Every precaution was taken to guard the favourite. The 
trainer, John Straker, is a retired jockey who rode in Colonel Ross's colours before 
he became too heavy for the weighing-chair. He has served the colonel for five 
years as jockey and for seven as trainer, and has always shown himself to be a 
zealous and honest servant. Under him were three lads, for the establishment was 
a small one, containing only four horses in all. One of these lads sat up each night 
in the stable, while the others slept in the loft. All three bore excellent characters. 
John Straker, who is a married man, lived in a small villa about two hundred 
yards from the stables. He has no children, keeps one maidservant, and is com- 
fortably ofiF. The country round is very lonely, but about half a mile to the north 
there is a small cluster of villas which have been built by a Tavistock contractor 
for the use of invalids and othera who may wish to enjoy the pure Dartmoor air. 
Tavistock itself lies two miles to the west, while across &e moor, also about two 
miles distant, is the larger training establishment of Mapleton, which belongs to 
Lord Backwater and is managed by Silas Brown. In every other direction the moor 
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is a complete wilderness, inhabited only by a few roaming gypsies* Such was the 
general situation last Monday night when the catastrophe occurred. 

“On that evening the horses had been exercised and watered as usual, and the 
stables were locked up at nine o'clock. Two of the lads walked up to the trainer's 
house, where they had supper in the kitchen, while the third, Ned Hunter, re^ 
mained on guard. At a few minutes after nine the maid, Edith Baxter, carried down 
to the stables his supper, which consisted of a dish of curhed mutton. She took 
no liquid, as there was a water-tap in the stables, and it was the rule that the lad 
on duty should drink nothing else. The maid carried a lantern with her, as it was 
very dark and the path ran across the open moor. 

“Edith Baxter was within thirty yards of the stables when a man appeared out 
of the darkness and called to her to stop. As she stepped into the circle of yellow 
light thrown by the lantern she saw that he was a person of gentlemanly bearing, 
dressed in a gray suit of tweeds, with a cloth cap. He wore gaiters and carried a 
heaw stick with a knob to it. She was most impressed, however, by the extreme 
pallor of his face and by the nervousness of his manner. His age, she thought, 
would be rather over thirty than under it. 

“ 'Can you tell me where I am?' he asked. ‘I had almost made up my mind to 
sleep on the moor when I saw the light of your lantern.’ 

“ ‘You are close to the King's Pyland training stables,' said she. 

“ ‘Oh, indeedi What a stroke of luck!' he cried. ‘I understand that a stable-boy 
sleeps there alone every night. Perhaps that is his supper which you are carrying 
to him. Now I am sure that you would not be too proud to earn the price of a new 
dress, would you?' He took a piece of white paper folded up out of his waistcoat 
pocket. ‘See that the boy has this to-night, and you shall have the prettiest frock 
that money can buy.' 

“She was frightened by the earnestness of his manner and ran past him to the 
window through which she was accustomed to hand the meals. It was already 
op)ened, and Hunter was .seated at the small table inside. She had begun to tell 
him of what had happened when the stranger came up agam. 

“ ‘Good-evening,’ said he, looking through the window. ‘I wanted to have a word 
with you.' The girl has sworn that as he spoke she noticed the corner of the little 
paper packet protruding from his closed hand. 

“ ‘What business have you here?' asked the lad. 

“ ‘It's business that may put something into your pocket, said the other. You ve 
two horses in for the Wessex Cup-Silver Blaze and Bayard. Let me have the 
straight tip and you won’t be a loser. Is it a fact that at the weights Bayard could 
give the other a hundred yards in five furlongs, and that the stable have put their 

money on him?' , , 

“ ‘So, you're one of those damned toutsi' cried the lad. 1 11 show you how we 
serve them in King's Pyland.' He sprang up and rushed across the stable to unloose 
the dog. The girl fled away to the house, but as she rail she looked back and saw 
that the stranger was leaning through the window. A minute later, however, wh^ 
Hunter rushed out with the hound he was gone, and though he ran all round t c 

buildings he failed to find any trace of him." 

“One moment,” I asked. “Did the stable-boy, when he ran out with the dog, 

leave the door unlocked behind him?” 

‘TExcellent, Watson, excellentl” murmured my companion. “The importance of 
the point struck me so forcibly that I sent a special wire to Dartmoor yesterday 
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to dear the matter up. The boy locked the door before he left it. The window, I 
may add, was not large enough for a man to get through. 

"*Hunter waited until his fellow-grooms had returned, when he sent a message 
to the trainer and told him what had occurred. Straker was excited at hearing the 
account, although he docs not seem to have quite realized its true significance. 
It left him, however, vaguely uneasy, and Mrs. Straker, waking at one in the morn- 
ing, found that he was dressing. In reply to her inquiries, he said that he could 
not sleep on account of his anxiety about the horses, and that he intended to walk 
down to the stables to see that all was well. She begged him to remain at home, 
as she could hear the rain pattering against the window, but in spite of her en- 
treaties he pulled on his large mackintosh and left the house. 

“Mrs. Straker awoke at seven in the morning to finci that her husband had not 
yet returned. She dressed herself hastily, called the maid, and set off for the stables. 
The door was open; inside, huddled together upon a chair. Hunter was sunk in a 
state of absolute stupor, the favourite’s stall was empty, and there were no signs 
of his trainer. 

“The two lads who slept in the chaff-cutting loft above the harness-room were 
quickly aroused. They had heard nothing during the night, for they are both sound 
sleepers. Hunter was obviously under the influence of some powerful drug, and as 
no sense could be got out of him, he was left to sleep it off while the two lads and 
the two women ran out in search of the absentees. They still had hopes that the 
trainer had for some reason taken out the horse for early exercise, but on ascending 
the knoll near the house, from which all the neighbouring moors were visible, 
they not only could see no signs of the missing favourite, but they perceived some- 
thing which warned them that they were ni the presence of a tragedy. 

“About a quarter of a Uiile fiom the stables John Straker's overcoat was flap- 
ping from a furze-bush. Immediately beyond there was a bowl-shaped depression 
in the moor, and at the bottom of this was found the dead body of the unfortunate 
trainer. His head had been shattered by a savage blow from some heavy weapon, 
and he was wounded on the thigh, where there was a long, clean cut, inflicted 
evidently by some very sharp instrument. It was clear, however, that Straker had 
defended himself vigorously against his assailants, for in his right hand he held a 
small knife, which was clotted with blood up to the handle, while in his left he 
clasped a red and black silk cravat, which was recognized by the maid as having 
been worn on the preceding evening by the stranger who had visited the stables. 
Hunter, on recovering from his stupor, was also quite positive as to the ownership 
of tlie cravat He was equally certam that the same stranger had, while standing 
at the window, drugged his curried mutton, and so deprived the stables of their 
watchman. As to the missing horse, there were abundant proofs in the mud which 
lay at the bottom of the fatal hollow that he had been there at the time of the 
struggle. But from that morning he has disappeared, and although a large reward 
has been offered, and all the gypsies of Dartmoor are on the alert, no news has 
come of him. Finally, an analysis has shown that the remains of his supper left 
by the stable-lad contained an appreciable quantity of powdered opium, while the 
people at the house partook of die same dish on the same night without any ill 
effect. 

“Those are the main facts of the case, stripped of all surmise, and stated as 
baldly as possible. I shall now recapitulate what die police have done in the matter. 

“Inspector Gregoiy, to whom the case has been committed, is an extremely com- 
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petent officer. Were he but gifted with imagination he might rise to great heights 
in his profession. On his arrival he promptly found and anested the man upon 
whom suspicion naturally rested. There was little difficulty in finding him» for he 
inhabited one of those villas which I have mentioned. His name^ it appears, was 
Fitzroy Simpson. He was a man of excellent birth and education, who had squan* 
dered a fortune upon the turf, and who lived now by doing a little quiet and 
genteel book-making in the sporting clubs of London. An examination of his 
betting-book shows that bets to the amount of five thousand pounds had been 
registered by him against the favourite. On being arrested he volunteered the state- 
ment that he had come down to Dartmoor in the hope of getting some informa- 
tion about the King's Pyland horses, and also about Desborough, the second fa- 
vourite, which was in charge of Silas Brown at the Mapleton stables. He did not 
attempt to deny that he had acted as described upon the evening before, but 
declared that he had no sinister designs and had simply wished to obtain first- 
hand information. When confronted with his cravat he turned very pale and was 
utterly unable to account for its presence in the hand of the murdered man. His 
wet clothing showed that he had been out in the storm of the night before, and 
his stick, which was a penang-lawyer weighted with lead, was just such a weapon 
as might, by repeated blows, have inflicted the terrible injuries to which the trainer 
had succumbed. On the other hand, there was no wound upon his person, while 
the state of Straker's knife would show that one at least of his assailants must 
bear his mark upon him. There you have it all in a nutshell Watson, and if you 
can give me any light I shall be infinitely obliged to you.'' 

I had listened with the greatest interest to the statement which Holmes, with 
characteristic clearness, had laid before me. Though most of the facts were familiar 
to me, I had not sufficiently appreciated their relative importance, nor their con- 
nection to each other. 

"Is it not possible," I suggested, "that the incised wound upon Strakcr may 
have been caused by his own knife in tlie convulsive struggles which follow any 
brain injury^" 

"It is more than possible; it is probable," said Holmes. "In that case one of the 
main points in favour of the accused disappears." 

"And yet,” said I, "even now I fail to understand what the theory of the police 
can be." 

“I am afraid that whatever theory we state has very grave objections to it,^' re- 
turned my companion. “The police imagine, I take it, that this Fitzroy Simpson, 
having drugged the lad, and having in some way obtained a duplicate key, opened 
the stable door and took out the horse, with the intention, apparently, of kidnap- 
ping him altogether. His bridle is missing, so that Simpson must have put this on. 
Then, having left the door open behind him, he was leading the horse away over 
the moor when he was either met or overtaken by the trainer. A row naturally en- 
sued, Simpson beat out the trainer's brains with his heavy stick without receiving 
any injury from the small knife which Straker used in self-defence, and then the 
thief either led the horse on to some secret hiding-place, or else it may have bolted 
during the struggle, and be now wandering out on the moors. That is the case as 
it appears to the police, and improbable as it is, all other explanations are more 
improbable still. However, I shall very quickly test the matter when I am once 
upon the spot, and until then I cannot really see how we can get much further 
than our present position." 
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It was evening before we reached the little town of Tavistock, which lies, like 
the boss of a shield, in the middle of the huge circle of Dartmoor. Two gentlemen 
were awaiting us in the station— the one a tall, fair man with lion-like hair and 
beard and curiously penetrating light blue eyes; the other a small, alert person, 
very neat and dapper, in a frock<oat and gaiters, with trim little side-whiskers and 
an eyeglass. The latter was Colonel Ross, the well-known sportsman; the other, 
Inspector Gregory; a man who was rapidly making his name in the English detec- 
tive service. 

**1 am delighted that you have come down, Mr. Holmes,” said the colohel. ‘The 
inspector here has done all that could possibly be suggested, but I wish to leave no 
stone unturned in trying to avenge poor Straker and in recovering my horse.” 

‘‘Have there been any fresh developments?” asked Holmes. 

“I am sorry to say that we have made very little progress,” said the inspector. 
"We have an open carriage outside, and as you would no doubt like to see the 
place before the light fails, we might talk it over as we drive.” 

A minute later we were all seated in a comfortable landau and were rattling 
through the quaint old Devonshire city. Inspector Gregory was full of his case 
and poured out a stream of remarks, while Holmes threw in an occasional question 
or interjection. Colonel Ross leaned back with his arms folded and his hat tilted 
over his eyes, while I listened with interest to the dialogue of the two detectives. 
Gregory was formulating his theory, which was almost exactly what Holmes had 
foretold in the train. 

The net is drawn pretty close round Fitzroy Simpson,” he remarked, "and I 
believe myself that he is our man. At the same time I recognize that the evidence 
is purely circumstantial, and that some new development may upset it.” 

"How about Straker's knife?” 

"We have quite come to the conclusion that he wounded himself in his fall.” 

"My friend Dr. Watson made that suggestion to me as we came down. If so, 
it would tell against this man Simpson.” 

"Undoubtedly. He has neither a knife nor any sign of a wound. The evidence 
against him is certainly very strong. He had a great interest in the disappearance 
of the favourite. He lies under suspicion of having poisoned the stable-boy; he 
was undoubtedly out in the storm; he was armed with a heavy stick, and his cravat 
was found in the dead man’s hand. I really think we have enough to go before a 
jury.” 

Holmes shook his head. "A clever counsel would tear it all to rags,” said he. 
"Why should he take the horse out of the stable? If he wished to injure it, why 
could be not do it there? Has a duplicate key been found in his possession? What 
chemist sold him the powdered opium? Above all, where could he, a stranger to 
the district, hide a horse, and such a horse as this? What is his own explanation 
as to the paper which he wished the maid to give to the stable-boy?” 

"He says that it was a ten-pound note. One was found in his purse. But your 
other di£5culties are not so formidable as they seem. He is not a stranger to the 
district. He has twice lodged at Tavistock in the summer. The opium was probably 
brought from London. The key, having served its purpose, would be hurled away. 
The horse may be at the bottom of one of the pits or old mines upon the moor.” 

"What does he say about the cravat?” 

"He acknowledges that it is his and dedares that he had lost it. But a new ele- 
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X 

mcnt has been introduced into the case which may account for his leading the horse ^ 
from the stable/' 

Holmes pricked up his ears. 

'"We have found traces which show that a party of gypsies encamped on Mon^ 
day night within a mile of the spot where the murder took place. On Tuesday 
they were gone. Now, presuming that there was some understanding between Simp* 
son and these gypsies, might he not have been leading the horse to them when 
he was overtaken, and may they not have him now?” 

""It is certainly possible/' 

""Ihe moor is being scoured for these gypsies. I have also examined every stable 
and outhouse in Tavistock, and for a radius of ten miles/' 

“There is another training-stable quite close, I understand?” 

“Yes, and that is a factor which we must certainly not neglect. As Desborough, 
their horse, was second in the betting, they had an interest in the disappearance 
of the favourite. Silas Brown, the trainer, is known to have had large bets upon the 
event, and he was no friend to poor Straker. We have, however, examined the 
stables, and there is nothing to connect him with the affair.” 

“And nothing to connect this man Simpson with the interests of the Mapleton 
stables?” 

“Nothing at all/' 

Holmes leaned back in the carriage, and the conversation ceased. A few minutes 
later our driver pulled up at a neat little red-brick villa wifh overhanging eaves 
which stood by the road. Some distance off, across a paddock, lay a long gray-tiled 
outbuilding. In every other direction the low curves of the moor, bpnze-coloured 
from the fading ferns, stretched away to the sky-line, broken only by the steeples 
of Tavistock, and by a cluster of houses away to the westward which marked the 
Mapleton stables. We all sprang out with the exception of Holmes, who continued 
to lean back with his eyes fixed upon the sky in front of him, entirely absorbed 
in his own thoughts. It was only when I touched his arm that he roused himself 
with a violent start and stepped out of the caniage. 

“Excuse me,” said he, turning to Colonel Ross, who had looked at him in some 
surprise. “I was day-dreaming.” There was a gleam in his eyes and a suppressed 
excitement in his manner which convinced me, used as I was to his ways, that 
his hand was upon a clue, though I could not imagine where he had found it. 

“Perhaps you would prefer at once to go on to the scene of the crime, Mr. 
Holmes?” said Gregory. 

“I think that I should prefer to stay here a little and go into one or two questions 
of detail. Straker was brought back here, I presume?” 

“Yes, he lies upstairs. The inquest is to-morrow/' 

“He has been in your service some years, Colonel Ross?” 

“I have always found him an excellent servant.” 

“I presume that you made an inventory of what he had in his pockets at the 
time of his death, Inspector?” 

“I have the things themselves in tlie sitting-room if you would care to see them.” 

“I should be very glad.” We all filed into the front room and sat round the central 
table while the inspector unlocked a square tin box and laid a small heap of things 
before us. There was a box of vestas, two inches of tallow candle, an A D P brier- 
root pipe, a pouch of sealskin with half an ounce of long-cut Cavendish, a silver 
watch with a gold chain, five sovereigns in gold, an aluminum pencil-case, a few pa- 
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pers» and an ivory-handled knife with a very ddicate, inflexible blade marked Weiss 
& Co., London. 

^This is a very singular knife/’ said Holmes, lifting it up and examining it 
minutely. **1 presume, as I see blood-stains upon it, that it is the one which was 
found in the dead man’s grasp. Watson, this knife is surely in your line?" 

^'It is what we call a cataract knife," said I. 

thought so. A very delicate blade devised for very delicate work. A strange 
thing for a man to carry with him upon a rough expedition, especially as it would 
not shut in his pocket." 

"The tip was guarded by a disc of cork which we found beside his body," said 
the inspector. "His wife tdls us that the knife had lain upon the dressing-table, 
and that he had picked it up as he left the room. It was a poor weapon, but perhaps 
the best that he could lay his hands on at the moment." 

“Very possibly. How about these papers?” 

“Three of them are receipted hay-dealers’ accounts. One of them is a letter of 
instructions from Colonel Ross. This other is a milliner’s account for thirty-seven 
pounds fifteen made out by Madame Lesurier, of Bond Street, to William Derby- 
shire. Mrs. Straker tdls us that Derbyshire was a friend of her husband’s, and that 
occasionally his letters were addressed here." 

“Madame Derbyshire had somewhat expensive tastes," remarked Holmes, glanc- 
ing down the account. “Twenty-two guineas is rather heavy for a single costume. 
However, there appears to be nothing more to learn, and we may now go down to 
the scene of the crime." 

As we emerged from the sittmg-room a woman, who had been waiting in the 
passage, took a step forward and laid her hand upon the inspector’s sleeve. Her 
face was haggard and thin and eager, stamped wi^ the print of a recent horror. 

“Have you got them? Have you found them?" she panted. 

“No, Mrs. Straker. But Mr. Holmes here has come from London to help us, and 
we shall do all that is possible." 

“Surely I met you in Plymouth at a garden-party some little time ago, Mrs. 
Straker?" said Holmes. 

“No, sir; you are mistaken." 

“Dear mcl Why, I could have sworn to it. You wore a costume of dove-coloured 
silk with ostrich-feather trimming." 

“I never had such a dress, sir," answered the lady. 

“Ah, that quite settles it/’ said Holmes. And with an apology he followed the 
inspector outside. A short walk across the moor took us to the hollow in which 
the body had been found. At the brink of it was the furze-bush upon which the coat 
had been hung. 

“There was no wind that night, I undentand," said Holmes. 

“None, but very heavy rain.” 

“In that case the overcoat was not blown against the furze-bush, but placed 
there.” 

“Yes, it was laid across the bush." 

“You fill me with interest. I perceive that the ground has been trampled up a 
good deal. No doubt many feet have been here since Monday night." 

“A piece of matting has been laid here at the side, and we have all stood upon 
that." 

“Excellent.’’ 
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**In this bag I have one of the boots which Straker wore, one of Fitrrojr Simp- 
ion’s shoes, and a cast horseshoe of Silver Blaze.” 

T4jr dear Inspector, you surpass yourself!” Holmes took the bag, and, descend- 
ing into the hollow, he pushed the matting into a more central position. Then 
stretching himself upon his face and leaning his chin upon his hands, he made a 
careful study of the trampled mud in front of him. “Hullor said he suddenly. 
’What’s this?” It was a wax vesta, half burned, which was so coated with mud 
that it looked at first like a little chip of wood. 

cannot think how I came to overlook it,” said the inspector with an expres- 
sion of annoyance. 

”It was invisible, buried in the mud, I only saw it because I was looking for it.” 

"Whatl you expected to find it?” 

”1 thought it not unlikely.” 

He took the boots from the bag and compavred the impressions of each of them 
with marks upon the ground. Then he clambered up to ^e rim of the hollow and 
crawled about among the ferns and bushes. 

’‘I am afraid that there arc no more tracks,” said the inspector. have ex- 
amined the ground very carefully for a hundred yards in each direction.” 

”IndeedI” said Holmes, rising. should not have the impertinence to do it again 
after wliat you say. But I should like to take a little walk over the moor before it 
grows dark that I may know my ground to-morrow, and I think that I shall put 
this horseshoe into my pocket for luck.” ^ 

Colonel Ross, who had shown some signs of impatience at my companion’s quiet 
and systematic method of work, glanced at his watch. ’"I wish you would come back 
with me, Inspector,” said he. “There are several points on which I should like your 
advice, and especially as to whether we do not owe it to the public to remove our 
horse’s name from the entnes for the cup.” 

“Certainly not,” cried Holmes with decision. “I should let the name stand.” 

The colonel bowed. “I am very glad to have had your opinion, sir,” said he. “You 
will find us at poor Straker's house when you have finished your walk, and we can 
drive together into Tavistock.” 

He turned back with the inspector, while Holmes and I walked slowly across the 
moor. The sun was beginning to sink behind the stable of Mapleton, and the long, 
sloping plain in front of us was tinged with gold, deepening into nch, ruddy browns 
where the faded ferns and brambles caught the evening light. But the glories of the 
landscape were all wasted upon my companion, who was sunk in the deepest 
thought. 

“It’s this way, Watson,” said he at last. “We may leave the question of who 
killed John Straker for the instant and confine ourselves to finding out what has 
become of the horse. Now, supposing that he broke away during or after the 
tragedy, where could he have gone to? The horse is a very gregarious creature. If 
left to himself his instincts would have been either to return to King’s Pyland oi 
go over to Mapleton. Why should he run wild upon the moor? He would surely 
have been seen by now. And why should gypsies kidnap him? These people always 
clear out when they hear of trouble, for they do not wish to be pestered by the po- 
lice. They could not hope to sell such a horse. They would run a great risk and gain 
nothing by taking him. Surely that is clear.” 

“Where is he, then?” 

“I have already said that he must have gone to King’s Pyland or to Mapleton. 
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He if not at King's Pyland. Therefore he is at Mapleton. Let us take that as a work- 
ing hypothesis and see what it leads us to. this part of the moor, as die inspeetor 
remariced, is very hard and dry. But it hdls away towards MajdetDn, and you can 
see from here that there is a long hollow over yonder, which must have bm very 
wet on Monday night. If our supposition is correct, then the horse must have 
crossed that, and there is the point where we should look for his tracks.'' 

We had been walking brisldy during this conversation, and a few more minutes 
brought us to the hollow in question. At Holmes's request I walked down the bank 
to the nght, and he to the left, but I had not taken fifty paces before I heard him 
give a shout and saw him waving his hand to me. The track of a horse was plainly 
outlined in the soft earth in front of him, and the shoe which he took frw his 
pocket exactly fitted the impression. 

“See the value of imagination,” said Holmes. “It is the one quality which Greg- 
ory lacks. We imagined what might have ‘happened, acted upon the supposition, 
and find ourselves justified. Let us proceed.” 

We crossed the manhy bottom and passed over a quarter of a mile of dry, hard 
turf. Again the ground sloped, and again we came on the tracks. Then we lost them 
for half a mile, but only to pick them up once more quite close to Mapleton. It 
was Holmes who saw them first, and be stood pointing with a look of triumph 
upon his face. A man's track was visible beside the horse's. 

“The horse was alone before,” I cried. 

“Quite so. It was alone before. Hullo, what is this?" 

The double track turned sharp off and took the direction of King's Pyland. 
Holmes whistled, and we both followed along after it. His eyes were on the trail, 
but I happened to look a little to one side and saw to my surprise the same tracks 
coming back again in the opposite direction. 

“One for you, Watson," said Holmes when I pointed it out. “You have saved 
us a long walk, which would have brought us back on our own traces. Let us follow 
the return track." 

We had not to go far. It ended at the paving of asphalt which led up to the gates 
of the Mapleton stables. As we approached, a groom ran out from them. 

"We don't want any loiterers about here," said he. 

“I only wished to ask a question," said Holmes, with his finger and thumb in his 
waistcoat pocket. “Should I be too early to see your master, Mr. S»las Brown, if I 
were to call at five o'clock to-morrow morning?” 

“Bless you, sir, if anyone is about he will be, for he is always the first stirring. 
But here he is, sir, to answer your questions for himself. No, sir, no, it is as much 
as my place is worth to let him see me touch your money. Afterwards, if you like." 

As Sherlock Holmes replaced the half-crown which he had drawn from his 
pocket, a fierce-looking elderly man strode out from the gate with a hunting-crop 
swinging in his hand. 

“What's this, Dawsonl” he cried. “No gossipingl Go about your businessl And 
you, what the devil do you want here?” 

“Ten minutes' talk with you, my good sir,” said Holmes in the sweetest of voices. 

“I've no time to talk to every gadabout. We want no strangers here. Be off, or 
you may find a dog at your heels.” 

Holmes leaned forward and whispered something in the trainer’s ear. He started 
violently and flushed to the temples. 

"It's a liel” he shouted. “An infernal lie!” 
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^cry good. Shall we argue about it here in public or talk it over in your 
parlour?” 

“Oh, come in if you wish to.” 

Holmes smiled. “I shall not keep « you more than a few minutes, Watson," said 
he. “Now, Mr. Brown, I am quite at your disposal.” 

It was twenty minutes, and the reds had all faded into grays before Holmes and 
the trainer reappeared. Never have I seen such a change as had been brought about 
in Silas Brown in that short time. His face was ashy pale, beads of perspiration 
shone upon his brow, and his hands shook until the hunting-crop wagged like a 
branch in the wind. His bullying, overbearing manner was all gone too, and he 
cringed along at my companion’s side like a dog with its master. 

“Your instructions will be done. It shall all be done,” said he, 

“There must be no mistake,” said Holmes, looking round at him. The other 
winced as he read the menace in his eyes. 

**Oh, no, there shall be no mistake. It shall be there. Should I change it first or 
not?" 

Holmes thought a little and then burst out laughing. “No, don’t,” said he, “I 
shall write to you about it. No tricks, now, or — ” 

“Oh, you can trust me, you can trust me!” 

“Yes, I think I can. Well, you shall hear from me to-morrow.” He turned upon 
his heel, disregarding the trembling hand which the other^ held out to him, and 
we set off for King’s Pyland. 

“A more perfect compound of the bully, coward, and sneak than Master Silas 
Brown I have seldom met with,” remarked Holmes as we trudged along together. 

“He has the horse, then?” 

“He tried to bluster out of it. but I described to him so exactly what his actions 
had been upon that morning that he is convinced that 1 was watching him. Of 
course you observed the peculiarly square toes in the impressions, and that his 
own boots exactly corresponded to them. Again, of course no subordinate would 
have dared to do such a thing, I described to him how, when according to his cus- 
tom he was the first down, he perceived a strange horse wandering over the moor. 
How he went out to it, and his astonishment at recognizing, from the white fore- 
head which has given the favourite its name, that chance had put in his power 
the only horse which could beat the one upon which he had put his money. Then 
I described how his first impulse had been to lead him back to King’s Pyland, and 
how the devil had shown him how he could hide the horse until the race was over, 
and how he had led it back and concealed it at Mapleton. When I told him every 
detail he gave it up and thought only of saving his own skin.” 

“But his stables had been searched?” 

“Oh, an old horse-faker like him has many a dodge.” 

“But are you not afraid to leave the horse in his power now, since he has every 
interest in injuring it?” 

“My dear fellow, he will guard it as the apple of his eye. He knows that his only 
hope of mercy is to produce it safe.” 

“Colond Ross did not impress me as a man who would be likely to show much 
mercy in any case.” 

“TTie matter does not rest with Colonel Ross. I follow my own methods and tdl 
as much or as little as I choose. That is the advantage of being unofficial. I don’t 
know whether you observed it, Watson, but the colonel’s manner has been just a 
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trifle cavalier to me. 1 am inclined now to have a little amusement at his expense. 
Say nothing to him about the horse."* 

“Certainly not without your permission/* 

“And of course this is all quite a minor point compared to the question of who 
killed John Straker/' 

“And you will devote yourself to that?** 

“On the contrary, we both go back to London by the night train/* 

I was thunderstruck by my friend's words. We had only been a few hours in 
Devonshire, and that he should give up an investigation which he had begun so 
brilliantly was quite incomprehensible to me. Not a word more could I draw from 
him until we were back at the trainer's house. The colonel and the inspector were 
awaiting us in the parlour. 

“My friend and 1 return to town by the night-express/' said Holmes. "We have 
had a charming little breath of your beautiful Dartmoor air/* 

The inspector opened his eyes, and the colonel's lip curled in a sneer. 

“So you despair of arresting the murderer of poor Straker,** said he. 

Holmes shrugged his shoulders ‘'ITicre are certainly grave difficulties in the 
way/' said he. “I have every hope, however, that your horse will start upon Tuesday, 
and I beg that you will have your jockey in readiness. Might I ask for a photograph 
of Mr. John Straker?" 

Tbe inspector took one from an envelope and handed it to him. 

“My dear Gregory, you anticipate all my wants. If I might ask you to wait here 
for an instant, I have a question which I should like to put to the maid.** 

“I must say that I am rather disappointed in our London consultant/* said 
Colonel Ross bluntly as my friend lef? room “I do not see that we are any 
further than when he came.” 

“At least you have his assurance that youi horse will mn," said L 
“Yes, 1 have his assurance,** said the colond with a shrug of his shoulders. “I 
should prefer to have the horse." 

I was about to make some reply m defence of my friend when he entered the 
room again. 

“Now, gentlemen,*’ said he, “I am quite ready for Tavistock *' 

As we stepped into the carriage one of the stable-lads held the door open for us. 
A sudden idea seemed to occur to Holmes, for he leaned forward and touched the 
lad upon the sleeve. 

“You have a few sheep in the paddock," he said. “Who attends to them?” 

“I do, sir." 

“Have you noticed anything amiss with them of late?*’ 

“Well, sir, not of much account, but three of them have gone lame, sir.** 

I could see that Holmes was extremely pleased, for he chuckled and rubbed his 
hands together. 

“A long shot, Watson, a very long shot,** said he, pinching my arm. “Gregory, 
let me recommend to your attention this singular epidemic among the sheep. 
Drive on, coachman!” 

Colonel Ross still wore an expression which showed the poor opinion which he 
had formed of my companion*s ability, but I saw by the inspector's face that his 
attention had been keenly aroused. 

“You consider that to be important?" he asked. 

“Exceedingly so.” 
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"Is there any point to which you would wish to draw my attention?" 

“To the cunous incident of the dog in the night'tune.” 

“The dog did nothing in the night-time." 

*That was the cations incident,” remarked Sherlock Holmes. 

Four days later Holmes and I were again in the train, bound for Winchester to 
see Ae race for the Wessex Cup. Colonel Ross met us by appointment outside the 
station, and we drove in his diag to the course beyond the town. His face was 
grave, and his manner was cold in the extreme. 

"I have seen nothing of my horse," said he. 

“I suppose that you would know him when you saw him?" asked Holmes. 

The colonel was very angry. “I have been on the turf for twenty years and nevar 
was asked such a question as that before," said he. “A child would know Silver 
Blaze with his white forehead and his mottled off-foreleg.” 

“How is the betting?” 

“Well, that is the curious part of it. You could have got fifteen to one yesterday, 
but the price has become shorter and shorter, until you can hardly get three to one 
now." 

“Hum!" said Holmes. “Somebody knows something, that is clear." 

As the drag drew up in the enclosure near the grandstand I ^anced at the card 
to see the entries. 

Wessex Plate [it ran] 50 sovs. each b ft with 1000 sovs. added, for four 

and five year olds Second, £300. Third, £200. New course (one mile and 

five furlongs). 

1. Mr. Heath Newton’s The Negro. Red cap. Cinnamon jacket. 

2. Colonel Wardlaw’s Pugilist. Pink cap. Blue and black jacket. 

3. Lord Backwater's Desborough. Yellow cap and sleeves. 

4. Colonel Ross's Silver Blaze. Black cap. Red jacket. 

$. Duke of Balmoral's Iris. Yellow and black stripes. 

6. Lord Singleford's Rasper. Purple cap. Black sleeves. 

“We scratched our other one and put all hopes on your word,” said the colonel. 
“Why, what is that? Silver Blaze favourite?" 

“Five to four against Silver Blazel” roared the ring. "Five to four against Silver 
Blazel Five to fifteen against Desborough! rive to four on the field!” 

"There are the numbers up," I cried. “They are all six there." 

"All six there? Then my horse is running,” cried the colonel in great agitation. 
"But I don't see him. My colours have not passed.” 

“Only five have passed. This must be he.” 

As I spoke a powerful bay horse swept out from the weighing enclosure and 
cantered past us, bearing on its back the well-known black and red of die colonel. 

“That’s not my horse,” cried the owner. That beast has not a white hair upon 
its body. What is this that you have done, Mr. Holmes?” 

"Well, well, let us see how he gets on," said my friend imperturbably. For a fw 
minutes he gazed through my field-glass. “Capitall An excdlent start!" he cried 
suddenly. “There they are, coming round the curvel” 

From our drag we had a superb view as they came up the straight. The six 
horses were so close together that a carpet could have covoed tiiem, but halfway 
up the yellow of the Mapleton stable showed to the front. Before they reached us, 
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however^ Desborough's bolt was shot, and the colonel’s hotse, coming away with 
a rush, passed the post a good six lengths before its rival, the Duke of Balmoral’s 
Iris making a bad third. 

’’It’s my race, anyhow,” gasped the colonel, passing his hand over his eyes. ’’I 
confess that I can make neither head nor tail of it. Don’t you think that you have 
kept up your mystery long enough, Mr. Holmes?” 

"Certainly, Colonel, you shall know everything. Let us all go round and have a 
look at the horse together. Here he is,” he continued as we made our way into the 
weighing enclosure, where only owners and their friends find admittance. ”You 
have only to wash his face and his leg in spirits of wine, and you will find that he 
is the same old Silver Blaze as ever.” 

*Tou take my breath awayl” 

"1 found him in the hands of a faker and took the liberty of running him just' 
as he was sent over.” 

“My dear sir, you have done wonden. The horse looks very fit and well. It 
never went better in its life. I owe you a thousand apologies for having doubted 
your ability. You have done me a great service by recovering my horse. You would 
do me a greater still if you could lay your hands on the murderer of John Straker.” 

“I have done so,” said Holmes quietly. 

The colonel and I stared at him in amazement. “You have got himl Wliere is he, 
then?” 

“He is here.” 

“Herel Where?” 

“In my company at the present moment.” 

The colonel flushed angrily. “I quite recognize that I am under obligations to 
you, Mr. Holmes,” said he, “but 1 must regard what you have just said as either 
a very bad joke or an insult.” 

Sherlock Holmes laughed. “I assure you that I have not associated you with the 
crime, Colonel,” said he. “The real murderer is standing immediately behind you.” 
He stepped past and laid his hand upon the glossy neck of the thoroughbred. 

“The horse!” cried both the colonel and myself. 

“Yes, the horse. And it may lessen his guilt if I say that it was done in self- 
defence, and that John Straker was a man who was entirely unworthy of your con- 
fidence. But there goes the bell, and as I stand to win a little on this next race, 
I shall defer a lengthy explanation until a more fitting time.” 

We had the comer of a Pullman car to ourselves that evening as we whirled 
back to London, and I fancy tluit the journey was a short one to Colonel Ross as 
well as to myself as we listened to our companion’s nanative of the events which 
had occurred at the Dartmoor training-stables upon that Monday night, and the 
means by which he had unravelled them. 

“I confess,” said he, “that any theones which I had formed from the newspaper 
reports were entirely enoneous. And yet there were indications there, had they not 
been overlaid by other details which concealed their true import. I went to Devon- 
shire with the conviction that Fitzroy Simpson was the true culprit, although, of 
course, I saw that the evidence against him was by no means complete. It was while 
I was in the carriage, just as we reached the trainer’s house, that the immense 
significance of the curried mutton occurred to me. You may remember that I was 
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distrait and remained sitting after you had all alighted. I vm marvelling in my 
own mind how 1 could possibly have overlooked so obvious a due.** 

confess/' said the colonel, "that even now I cannot see how it helps us.** 

"It was the first link in my chain of reasoning. Powdered opium is no means 
tasteless. The flavour is not disagreeable, but it is perceptible. Were it mixed 
with any otdinaiy dish the eater would undoubtedly detect it and would probably 
eat no more. A curry was exactly the medium which would disguise this taste. By 
no possible supposition could this stranger, Fitzroy Simpson, have caused curry to 
be served in the trainer's family that night, and it is surdy too monstrous a coinci- 
dence to suppose that he happened to come along with powdered opium upon the 
very night when a dish happened to be served which would disguise the flavour. 
That is unthinkable. Therefore Simpson becomes eliminated from the case, and 
our attention centres upon Straker and his wife, the only two people who could 
have chosen curried mutton for supper that night. The opium was added after the 
dish was set aside for the stable-boy, for the othen had the same for supper with 
no ill effects. Which of them, then, had access to that dish without the maid seeing 
them? 

"Before deciding that question I had grasped the significance of the silence of 
the dog, for one true inference invariably suggests others. The Simpson incident 
had shown me that a dog was kept in the stables, and yet, though someone had 
been in and had fetched out a horse, he had not barked enough to arouse the 
two lads in the loft. Obviously the midnight visitor was someone whom the dog 
knew well. 

"I was already convinced, or almost convinced, that John Straker went down to 
the stables in the dead of the night and took out Silver Blaze. For what purpose? 
For a dishonest one, obviously, or why should he drug his own stable-boy? And 
yet I was at a loss to know why. There have been cases before now where trainers 
have made sure of great sums of money by laying against their own horses through 
agents and then preventing them from winning by fraud. Sometimes it is a pulling 
jockey. Sometimes it is some surer and subtler means. What was it here? I hoped 
that ^e contents of his pockets might help me to form a conclusion. 

"And they did so. You cannot have forgotten the singular knife which was found 
in the dead man's hand, a knife which certainly no sane man would choose for a 
weapon. It was, as Dr. Watson told us, a form of knife which is used for the most 
delicate operations known in surgery. And it was to be used for a delicate opera- 
tion that night. You must know, with your wide experience of turf matters, Colond 
Ross, that it is possible to make a slight nick upon the tendons of a horse's ham, 
and to do it subcutaneously, so as to leave absolutely no trace. A horse so treated 
would develop a slight lameness, which would be put down to a strain in exercise 
or a touch of rheumatism, but never to foul play." 

"Villain! Scoundrel!" cried the colonel 

"We have here the explanation of why John Straker wished to take the horse 
out on to the moor. So spirited a creature would have certainly roused the soundest 
of sleepers when it felt Ae prick of the knife. It was absolutely necessary to do it 
in the open air." 

“I have been blind!" cried the colonel. "Of course that was why he needed the 
candle and struck the match." 

"Undoubtedly. But in examining his belongings I was fortunate enough to dis- 
cover not only the method of the crime but even ib motives. As a man of the 
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world. Colonel, you know that men do not carry other people’s bills about in their 
pockets. We have most of us quite enough to do to settle our own. I at once con* 
eluded that Straker was leading a double life and keeping a second establishment. 
The nature of the bill showed that there was a lady in the case, and one who had 
expensive tastes. Liberal as you are with your servants, one can hardly expect that 
they can buy twenty-guinea walking dresses for their ladies. I questioned Mrs. 
Straker as to the dress without her knowing it, and, having satisfied myself that 
it had never reached her, I made a note of the milliner’s address and felt that 
by calling there with Straker’s photograph I could easily dispose of the mythical 
Derbyshire. 

“From that time on all was plain. Straker had led out the horse to a hollow 
where his light would be invisible. Simpson in his flight had dropped his cravat, 
and Straker had picked it up— with some idea, perhaps, that he might use it in 
securing the horse’s leg. Once in the hollow, he had got behind the horse and 
had struck a light; but the creature, frightened at the sudden glare, and with the 
strange instinct of animals feeling that some mischief was intended, had lashed 
out, and the steel shoe had struck Straker full on the forehead. He had already, 
in spite of the rain, taken off his overcoat in order to do his delicate task, and so, 
as he fell, his knife gashed his thigh. Do I make it clear?” 

“WonderhiH” cried the colonel. "Wonderful! You might have been therel” 

"My final shot was, I confess, a very long one. It struck me that so astute a 
man as Straker would not undertake this delicate tendon-nicking without a little 
practise. What could he practise on? My eyes fell upon the sheep, and 1 asked a 
question which, rather to my surprise, showed that my surmise was conect. 

"When I returned to L^ondon I called upon the milliner, who had recognized 
Straker as an excellent customer of the name of Derbyshire, who had a very dash- 
ing wife, with a strong partiality for expensive dresses. I have no doubt that this 
woman had plunged him over head and ears in debt, and so led him into this 
miserable plot.” 

"You have explained all but one thing,” cried the colonel "Where was the 
horse?” 

"Ah, it bolted, and was cared for by one of your neighbours We must have an 
amnesty in that direction, I think. Tliis is Clapham Junction, if 1 am not mistaken, 
and we shall be in Victoria in less than ten minutes. If you care to smoke a cigar 
in our rooms, Colonel, I shall be happy to give you any other details which might 
interest you.” 


THE YELLOW FACE 

[In publishing these short sketches based upon the numerous cases in 
which my companion's singular gifts have made us the listeners to, and even- 
tually the actors in, some strange drama, it is only natural that I should 
dwell rather upon his successes than upon his failures. And this not so much 
for the sake of his reputation— for, indeed, it was when he was at his wit's 
end that his energy and his versatility were most admirable— but because 
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where he failed it happened too often that no one else succeeded, and that 
the tale was left forever without a conclusion. Now and again, however, it 
chanced that even when he ened the truth was still discovered. I have noted 
of some half dozen cases of the kind; the adventure of the Musgrave Ritual 
and that which I am about to recount are the two which present the strongest 
features of interest.] 

Sherlock Holmes a man who seldom took exercise for exercise's sake. Few 
men were capable of greater muscular eflfort, and he was undoubtedly one of the 
finest boxer? of his weight that I have ever seen; but he looked upon aimless 
bodily exertion as a waste of energy, and he seldom bestirred himself save where 
there was some professional object to be served. Then he was absolutely untiring 
and indefatigable. That he should have kept himself in training under such cir- 
cumstances is remarkable, but his diet was usually of the sparest, and his habits 
were simple to the verge of austerity. Save for the occasional use of cocaine, he 
had no vices, and he only turned to the drug as a protest against the monotony of 
existence when cases were scanty and the papers uninteresting. 

One day in early spring he had so far relaxed as to go for a walk with me in the 
Park, where the first faint shoots of green were breaking out upon the elms, and 
the sbeky spear-heads of the chestnuts were just beginning to burst into their five- 
fold leaves. For two hours we rambled about together, in sitencc for the most part, 
as befits two men who know each other intimately. It was nearly five before we 
were back in Baker Street once more. 

"Beg pardon, sir,” said our page-boy as he opened the door. "There's been a 
gentleman here asking for you, sir.” 

Holmes glanced reproachfully at me. "So much for afternoon walksi” said he. 
"Has this gentleman gone, then?” 

"Yes, sir.” 

"Didn't you ask him in?” 

'Tes, sir, he came in'.” 

“How long did he wait?” 

"Half an hour, sir. He was a very restless gentleman, sir, a-walkin’ and a-stanipin' 
all the bme he was here. I was waibn' outside the door, sir, and 1 could hear him. 
At last he outs into the passage, and he .ties, ‘Is that man never goin' to come?' 
Those were his very words, sir. ‘You’ll only need to wait a little longer,' says I. 
‘Then I'll wait in the open air, for I feel half choked,' says he. '111 be back before 
long.’ And with that he ups and he outs, and all I could say wouldn't hold him 
back.” 

“Well, well, you did your best,” said Holmes as we walked into our room. "It's 
very annoying, though, Watson. I was badly in need of a case, and this looks, from 
the man's impatience, as if it were of im^oitancc. Hullol that's not your pipe on 
the table. He must have left his behind him. A nice old brier with a good long 
stem of what the tobacconists call amber. I wonder how many real amber mouth- 
pieces there are in London? Some people think that a fly in it is a sign. Well, he 
must have been disturbed in his mind to leave a pipe behind him which he evi- 
dently values highly.” 

"How do you know that he values it highly?” I asked. 

"Well, I should put the original cost of the pipe at seven and sixpence. Now it 
has, you see, been twice mended, once in the wooden stem and once in the amber. 
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Each of these mends, done, as you observe, with silver bands, must have cost more 
than the pipe did originally. The man must value the pipe highlyiiwhen he prefers 
to patch it up rather than buy a new one with the same money.'* 

‘‘Anything dse?" I asked, for Holmes was turning the pipe al^ut in his hand and 
staring at it in his peculiar pensive way. 

He held it up and tapp^ on it with his long, tnin forefinger, as a professor 
might who was lecturing on a bone. 

“Pipes are occasionally of extraordinary interest," said he. “Nothing has more 
individuality, save perhaps watches and bootlaces. The indications here, however, 
are neither very maiked nor very important. The owner is obviously a muscular 
man, left-handed, with an excellent set of teeth, careless in his habits, and with 
no need to practise economy." 

My friend threw out the information in a very ofiFhand way, but I saw that he 
cock^ his eye at me to see if I had followed his reasoning. 

“You think a man must be well-to-do if he smokes a seven-shilling pipe?" said L 

“This is Grosvenor mixture at eightpence an ounce," Holmes answered, knock- 
ing a little out on his palm. “As he mi^t get an excellent smoke for half the price, 
he has no need to practise economy." 

“And the other points?” 

“He has been in the habit of lighting his pipe at lamps and gas-jets. You can 
see that it is quite chaned all down one side. Of course a match could not have 
done that. Why should a man hold a match to the side of his pipe? But you cannot 
light it at a lamp without getting the bowl charred. And it is dl on the right side 
of the pipe. From that I gather that he is a left-handed man. You hold your own 
pipe to the lamp and see how naturally you, being right-handed, hold the left side 
to the flame. You might do it once the other way, but not as a constancy. This has 
always been held so. Then he has bitten through his amber. It takes a muscular, 
energetic fellow, and one with a good set of teeth, to do that. But if I am not mis- 
taken I hear him upon the stair, so we shall have something more interesting than 
his pipe tp study." 

An instant later our door opened, and a tall young man entered the room. He 
was well but quietly dressed in a dark gray suit and carried a brown wideawake 
in his hand. 1 should have put him at about thirty, though he was really some 
years older. 

“I beg your pardon,” said he with some embarrassment, “I suppose I should have 
knocked. Yes, of course I should have knocked. The fact is that I am a little upset, 
and you must put it all down to that." He passed his hand over his forehead like a 
man who is half dazed, and then fell rather than sat down upon a chair. 

“I can see that you have not slept for a night or two," said Holmes in his easy, 
genial way. “That tries a man's nerves more than work, and more even than pleas- 
ure. May 1 ask how I can help you?" 

“I wanted your advice, sir. I don't know what to do, and my whole life seems to 
have gone to pieces.” 

“You wish to employ me as a consulting detective?” 

“Not that only. 1 want your opinion as a judicious man— as a man of the world. I 
want to know what I ought to do next. I hope to God you'll be able to tell me." 

He spoke in little, sharp, jerky outbursts, and it seemed to me that to speak at 
all was very painful to him, ^d that his will aD through was overriding his 
inclinations. 


192 



‘It's a very delicate things” said he. “One does not like to speak of one's domestic 
affairs to strangers. It seems dreadful to discuss the conduct of one's wife with two 
men whom I have never seen before. It's horrible to have to do it. But I've got to 
the end of my tether, and I must have advice." 

"My dear Mr. Grant Munro— ” began Holmes. 

Our visitor sprang from his chair. "What!” he cried, "you know my name?" 

"If you wish to preserve your incognito," said Holmes, smiling, "I would suggest 
that you cease to write your name upon the lining of your hat, or else that you turn 
the crown towards the person whom you are addressing. I was about to say that my 
friend and I have listened to a good many strange secrets in this room, and that 
we have had the good fortune to bring peace to many troubled souls. 1 trust that 
we may do as much for you. Might I beg you, as time may prove to be of im- 
portance, to furnish me with the facts of your case without further delay?" 

Our visitor again passed his hand over his forehead, as if he found it bitterly 
hard. From every gesture and expression I could see that he was a reserved, self- 
contained man, with a dash of pride in his nature, more likely to hide his wounds 
than to expose them. Then suddenly, with a fierce gesture of his closed hand, 
like one who throws reserve to the winds, he began: 

“The facts are these, Mr. Holmes ” said he. “I am a married man and have been 
so for three years. During that time my wife and I have Iqved each other as fondly 
and lived as happily as any two that ever were joined. We have not had a dif- 
ference, not one, in thought or word or deed. And now, since last Monday, there 
has suddenly sprung up a barrier between us, and I find that there is something in 
her life and in her thoughts of which I know as little as if she were the woman 
who brushes by me in the street. We are estranged, and I want to know why. 

"Now there is one thing that I want to impress upon you before I go any further, 
Mr. Holmes. EflSe loves me. Don't let there be any mistake about that. She loves 
me with her whole heart and soul, and never more than now. I know it. I feel it. 
I don't want to argue about that. A man can tell easily enough when a woman 
loves him. But there's this secret between us, and we can never be the same until 
it is cleared." 

“Kindly let me have the facts, Mr. Munro," said Holmes with some impatience. 

“ril tell you what I know about Effie'^ history. She was a widow when I met her 
first, though quite young— only twenty-fcve. Her name then was Mrs. Hebron. She 
went out to America when she was young and lived in the town of Atlanta, where 
she married this Hebron, who was a lawyer with a good practice. They had one 
child, but the yellow fever broke out badly in the place, and both husband and 
child died of it. I have seen his death certificate. This sickened her of America, 
and she came back to live with a maiden aunt at Pinner, in Middles^. 1 may 
mention that her husband had left her comfortably off, and that she had a capital 
of about four thousand five hundred pounds, which had been so well invested by 
him that it returned an average of seven ptT cent. She had only been six months 
at Pinner when I met her; we fell in love with each other, and we married a few 
weeks afterwards. 

"I am a hop merchant myself, and as I have an income of seven or eight hundred, 
we found ourselves comfortably off and took a nice eighty-pound-a-year villa at 
Norbury. Our little place was very countrified, considering that it is so close to 
town. We had an inn and two houses a little above us, and a single cottage at the 
other side of the field which faces us, and except those there were no houses until 
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you got halfway to the station. My business took me into town at certain seasons, 
but in summer I had less to do, and then in our country home my wife and I were 
just as happy as could be wished. I tell you that there never was a shadow between 
us until this accursed affair began. 

"There's one thing I ought to tell you before I go further. When we married, my 
wife made over all her property to me— rather against my will, for I saw how 
awkward it would be if my business affairs went wrong. However, she would have 
it so, and it was done. Wdl, about six weeks ago she came to me. 

" said she, ‘when you took my money you said that if ever I wanted any 
I was to ask you for it.’ 

" ‘Certainly,’ said I. ‘It’s all your own.’ 

" ‘Well,’ said she, ‘I want a hundred pounds.’ 

**I was a bit staggered at this, for I had imagined it was simply a new dress or 
something of the kind that she was after. 

“ ‘What on earth for?’ 1 asked. 

“ ‘Oh,’ said she in her playful way, ‘you said that you were only my banker, and 
bankers never ask questions, you know.’ 

" ‘If you really mean it, of course you shall have the money,’ said I. 

" ‘Oh, yes, I really mean it.’ 

" ‘And you won*^ tell me what you want it for?’ 

" ‘Some day, perhaps, but not just at present, Jack.’ 

‘‘So I had to be content with that, though it was the first time that there had 
ever been any secret between us. I gave her a check, and 1 never thought any more 
of the matter. It may have nothing to do with what came afterwards, but I thought 
it only right to mention it. 

"Well, I told you just now that there is a cottage not far from our house. There 
is just a field between us, but to reach it you have to go along the road and then 
turn down a lane. Just beyond it is,^ nice little grove of Scotch firs, and I used to 
be very fond of strolling down there, for trees are always a neighbourly kind of 
thing. The cottage had been standing empty this eight months, and it was a pity, 
for it was a pretty two-storied place, with an old-fashioned porch and a honeysuckle 
about it. I have stood many a time and thought what a neat little homestead it 
would make. 

"Well, last Monday evening 1 was taking a stroll down that way when 1 met an 
empty van coming up the lane and saw a pile of carpets and things lying about on 
the grass-plot beside the porch. It was clear that the cottage had at last been let. 
I walked past it, and then stopping, as an idle man might, 1 ran my eye over it 
and wondered what sort of folk they were who had come to live so near us. And as 
I looked I suddenly became aware that a face was watching me out of one of the 
upper windows. 

"I don’t know what there was about that face, Mr. Holmes, but it seemed to 
send a chill right down my back. I was some little way off, so that I could not 
make out the features, but there was something unnatural and inhuman about the 
face. That was the impression that I had, and I moved quickly forward to get a 
nearer view of the person who was watching me. But as I did so the face suddenly 
disappeared, so suddenly that it seemed to have been plucked away into the dark- 
ness of the room. I stood for five minutes thinking the business over and trying 
to analyze my impressions. I could not tell if the face was that of a man or a 
woman. It had been too far from me for that. But its colour was what had im- 
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pressed me most. It was of a livid chalky white, and with something set and rigid 
about it which was shockingly unnatural. So disturbed was I that I determined 
to see a little more of the new inmates of the cottage. I approached and knocked 
at the door, which was instantly opened by a tall, gaunt woman with a harsh, for- 
bidding face. 

" *What may you be wantin'?' she asked in a Northern accent. 

“ ‘I am your neighbour over yonder,' said I, nodding towards my house. 'I see 
that you have only just moved in, so I thought that if I could be of any help to 
you in any — ' 

“ *Ay, we'll just ask ye when we want ye,' said she, and shut the door in my 
face. Annoyed at the churlish rebuff, I turned my back and walked home. All 
evening, though 1 tried to think of other things, my mind would still turn to the 
apparition at the window and the rudeness of the woman. I determined to say 
nothing about the former to my wife, for she is a nervous, highly strung woman, 
and I had no wish that she should share the unpleasant impression which had 
been produced upon myself. I remarked to her, however, before I fell asleep, that 
the cottage was now occupied, to which she returned no reply, 

**1 am usually an extremely sound sleeper. It has been a standing jest in the 
family that nothing could ever wake me during the night. And yet somehow on 
that particular night, whether it may have been the slight excitement produced 
by my little adventure or not I know not, but 1 slept much more lightly than 
usual. Half in my dreams I was dimly conscious that something was going on 
in the room, and gradually became aware that my wife had dressed herself and 
was slipping on her mantle and her bonnet. My lips were parted to murmur out 
some sleepy words of surprise or remonstrance at this untimely preparation, when 
suddenly my half-opened eyes fell upon her illuminated by the candle-light, 
and astonishment held me dumb. She wore an expression such as I had never 
seen before— such as I should have thought her incapable of assuming. She was 
deadly pale and breathing fast, glancing furtively towards I'iC bed as she fastened 
her mantle to see it she had disturbed me, llien, thinking hat I was still asleep, 
she slipped noiselessly from the room, and an instant later i beard a sharp creak- 
ing which could only come from the hinges of the front d yor, I sat up in bed and 
rapped my knuckles against the rail to n ike certain that I was truly awake. Then 
I took my watch from under the pillow . It was three m the morning. What on 
this earth could my wife be doing out on the country road at three in the morning? 

had sat for about twenty minutes turning the thing over in my mind and 
trying to find some possible explanation. The more I thought, the more extraor- 
dinary and inexplicable did it appear. I was still puzzling over it when I heard 
the door gently close again, and her footsteps coming up the stairs. 

“ ‘Where in the world have you been, Rffie?' 1 asked as she entered. 

“She gave a violent start and a kind of gasping cry when I spoke, and that cry 
and start troubled me more than all the rest, for there was something indescribably 
guilty about them. My wife had always been a woman of a frank, open nature, 
and it gave me a chill to sec her slinking into her own room and crying out and 
wincing when her own husband spoke to her. 

“ ‘You awake, Jack!' she cried with a nervous laugh. ‘Why, I thought that nothing 
could awake you.' 

“ ‘Where have you been?' I asked, more sternly. 

“‘I don't wonder that you are surjirised,' said she, and I could sec that her 
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fingers were trembling as she undid the fastenings of her mantle. *Why, I never 
remember having done such a thing in my life before. The fact is that 1 felt as 
though I were choking and had a perfect longing for a breath of fresh air. I really 
think that I should have fainted if I had not gone out. I stood at the door for a 
few minutes, and now 1 am quite myself again.' 

''All the time that she was telling me this story she never once looked in my 
direction, and her voice was quite unlike her usual tones. It was evident to me 
that she was saying what was false. 1 said nothing in reply, but turned my face 
to the wall, sick at heart, with my mind filled with a thousand venomous doubts 
and suspicions. What was it that my wife was concealing from me? Where had 
she been during that strange expedition? I felt that I should have no peace until I 
knew, and yet I shrank from asking her again after once she had told me what was 
false. All the rest of the night 1 tossed and tumbled, framing theory after theory, 
each more unlikely than the last. 

''I should have gone to the City that day, but I was too disturbed in my mind 
to be able to pay attention to business matters. My wife seemed to be as upset 
as myself, and I could see from the little questioning glances which she kept shoot- 
ing at me that she understood that I disbelieved her statement, and that she was 
at her wit's end what to do. We hardly exchanged a word during breakfast, and 
immediately afterwards 1 went out for a walk that I might think the matter out 
in the fresh morning air. 

"I went as far as the Crystal Palace, spent an hour in the grounds, and was back 
in Norbury by one o'clock. It happened that my way took me past the cottage, 
and 1 stopped for an instant to look at the windows and to see if I could catch a 
glimpse of the strange face which had looked out at me on the day before. As I 
stood there, imagine my surprise, Mr. Holmes, when the door suddenly opened 
and my wife walked out. 

"1 was struck dumb with astonishment at the sight of her, but my emotions 
were nothing to those which showed themselves upon her face when our eyes met. 
She seemed for an instant to wish to shrink back inside the house again; and then, 
seeing how useless all concealment must be, she came forward, with a very white 
face and frightened eyes which belied the smile upon her lips. 

" 'Ah, Jack,' she said, 'I have just been in to see if I can be of any assistance 
to our new neighbours. Why do you look at me like that. Jack? You are not angry 
with me?' 

‘So,' said I, ‘this is where you went during the night.' 

“ 'What do you mean?' she cried. 

"'You came here. I am sure of it. Who arc these people that you should visit 
them at such an hour?' 

" *I have not been here before.' 

" 'How can you tdl me what you know is false?' I cried. Tour very voice changes 
as you speak. When have I ever had a secret from you? I shall enter that cottage, 
and I shall probe the matter to the bottom.' 

"‘No, no. Jack, for God's sake!’ she gasped in uncontrollable emotion. Then, 
as I approached the door, she seized my sleeve and pulled me back with convulsive 
stxen^. 

" ‘I implore you not to do this. Jack,' she cried. T swear that I will tell you every- 
thing some day, but nothing but misery can come of it if you enter that cottage.' 
Then, as I tried to shake her off, she clung to me in a frenzy of entreaty. 
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“'Trust me, /ackr she cricd.^TTrust me only this once. You will never have 
cause to regret it. You know that I would not have a secret from you if it were 
not for your own sake. Our whole lives arc at stake in this. If you come home 
with me all will be well. If you force your way into that cottage all is over between 
us.' 

“There was such earnestness, such despair, in her manner that ucr words ar- 
rested me, and I stood irresolute before the door. 

“ 'I will trust you on one condition, and on one condition only,' said I at last. 
'It is that this mystery comes to an end from now. You are at liberty to preserve 
your secret, but you must promise me that there shall be no more nightly visits, 
no more doings which are kept from my knowledge. I am willing to forget those 
which are past if you will promise that there shall be no more m the future. 

“ 'I was sure that you would trust me,' she cried with a great sigh of relief. 'It 
shall be just as you wish. Come away— oh, come away up to the house/ 

“Still pulling at my sleeve, she led me away from the cottage. As we went I 
glanced back, and there was that yellow livid face watching us out of the upper 
window. What link could there be between that creature and my wife? Or how 
could the coarse, rough woman whom I had seen the day before be connected 
with her? It was a strange puzzle, and yet I knew that my mind could never know 
ease again until I had solved it. 

“For two days after this I stayed at home, and my wife appeared to abide loyally 
by our engagement, for, as far as I know, she never stirred out of the house. On 
the third day, however, I had ample evidence that her solemn promise was not 
enough to hold her back from this secret influence which drew her away from her 
husband and her duty. 

“I had gone into town on that day, but I r^^tumed by the 2:40 instead of the 
3:36, which is my usual train. As I entered the house the maid ran into the hall 
with a startled face. 

“ 'Where is your mistress?' I asked. 

“ ‘I think that she has gone out for a walk,' she answered. 

“My mind was instantly tuled with suspicion. I rushed ipstairs to make sure 
that she was not in the house. As I did so I happened to f ance out of one of the 
upper windows and saw the maid with whom I had ju.**! been speaking running 
across the field in the direction of the cottage. Then of course I saw exactly what 
it all meant. My wife had gone over there and had asked the servant to call her if 
1 should return. Tingling with anger, I rushed down and hurried across, determined 
to end the matter once and forever. I saw my wife and the maid hurrying back 
along the lane, but I did not stop to speak with them. In the cottage lay the secret 
which was casting a shadow over my life. I vowed that, come what might, it 
should be a secret no longer. I did not rv<“n knock when I reached it, but turned 
the handle and rushed into the passage. 

“It was all still and quiet upon the ground floor. In the kitchen a kettle was 
singing on the fire, and a large black cat lay coiled up in the basket; but there 
was no sign of the woman whom I had seen before. I ran into the other room, 
but it was equally deserted. Then I rushed up the stairs only to find two other 
rooms empty and deserted at the top. ITicre was no one at all in the whole house. 
The furniture and pictures were of the most common and vulgar description, save 
in the one chamber at the window of which I had seen the strange face. That 
was comfortable and elegant, and all my suspicions rose into a fierce, bitter flame 

197 



when 1 saw that on the mantelpiece stood a copy of a fulMength photograph of 
my wife, which had been taken at my request only three months ago. 

stayed long enough to make certain that the house was absolutely empty. 
Then I left it, feeling a weight at my heart such as 1 had never had before. My 
wife came out into the hall as I entered my house; but I was too hurt and angry 
to speak with her, and, pushing past her, I made my way into my study. She fol- 
lowed me, however, before I could close the door. 

" T am sorry that I broke my promise, Jack,^ said she, hut if you knew all the 
circumstances I am sure that you would forgive me.’ 

" Tell me everything, then,’ said I. 

** ‘1 cannot, Jack, I cannot,’ she cried. 

'' 'Until you tell me who it is that has been living in that cottage, and who it 
is to whom you have given that photograph, there can never be any confidence 
between us,’ said I, and breaking away from her I left the house. That was yes- 
terday, Mr. Holmes, and I have not seen her since, nor do I know anything more 
about this strange business. It is the first shadow that has come betw'een us, and 
it has so shaken me that I do not know what I should do for the best. Suddenly 
this morning it occurred to me that you were the man to advise me, so 1 have 
hurried to you now, and I place myself unreservedly in vour hands. If there is 
any point whicii I have not made clear, pray question me about it. But, above 
all, tell me quickly what I am to do, for this misery is more than I can bear ” 

Holmes and I had listened with the utmost interest to this extraordinary state- 
ment, which had been delivered m the jeiky, broken fashion of a man who is 
under the influence of extreme emotion. My companion sat silent now for some 
time, with his chin upc.ii his hand, lost m thought. 

''I ell me,” said he it last, "could sou swear tnat this was a man’s face which 
you saw at the window^’' 

"Each time liiat I saw it i was isonic distance away from it so that it is hnpos^ 
sible for me to say/ 

"You appear, however to have been disagreeably mipressed by it ” 

"It .seemed to be of an unusual coloui and to have a strange ngidity about the 
features. When i approached it vanished with a |erk ” 

"How long IS it since your wife asked you for a hundred pounds?” \ . ' 

"Nearly two months.” 

"Have you ever seen a photograph of her first husband?” 

"No, there was a great fire at Atlanta very shortly after his death, and all her 
papers were destroyed.** 

"And yet she had a certificate of death. You say that you saw it.” 

"Yes, she got a duplicate after the fire ” 

"Did you ever meet anyone who knew her in America?” 

"No.” 

"Did she ever talk of revisiting the place?” 

"No.” 

"Or get letters from it?” 

"No.” 

“Thank you. I should like to think over the matter a little now. If the cottage 
is now permanently deserted we may have some difficulty. If, on the other hand, 
as I fancy is more likely, the inmates were warned of your coming and left before 
you entered yesterday, ttien they may be back now, and we should clear it all up 
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easfly. Let me advise you, then, to retum to Norbury and to examine the win- 
dows of the cottage again. If you have reason to believe that it is inhabited, do 
not force your way in, but send a wire to my friend and me. We shall be with 
you within an hour of receiving it, and we shall then very soon get to the bottom 
of the business.” 

“And if it is still empty?” 

“In that case I shall come out to-morrow and talk it over with you. Good«bye, 
and, above all, do not fret until you know that you teally have a cause for it.” 

“I am afraid that this is a bad business, Watson,” said my companion as he 
returned after accompanying Mr. Grant Munro to the door. “What do you make 
of It?” 

“It had an ugly sound,” I answered. 

“Yes. There’s blackmail in it, or 1 am much mistaken.” 

“And who is the blackmailei?” 

“Well, It must be the cicature who lives in the only comfortable room in the 
place and has her photogiaph above his fireplace. Upon my word, Watson, there 
IS something very attractixe about that lind face at the window, and I would not 
have missed the case for wodds.” 

“You have a theory?” 

“Yes, a provisional one. But I slull oe surpnsed if it docs not turn out to be 
coirec*^, I’hijs woman’s first husband is in that cottage ” 
do vou think so?’ 

"How e].^e can we explain hei ^^eiL^iea aaxiet)' that her second one should not 
entei i^ TIjc facts, as 1 reaii rhcni, are something like Ih*" Tins woman was mar- 
ned in Amenca Hei husband developed some hateful qualities, or sliall we say 
he contracted ^omc loaUisoine and became a lep^. o** ars imbecile? She 

flics from hin> or la:.r, returns to Eiijgi.anc!, changes her name, and starts her life, 
as she afresh Sh: has been manied three yem and beheves that her posi 

pon IS iditt u*e, sfinni her husband the deatii certificate of some man 

whose uam i,ac ha.s assumed, w'heii i>uddenly h^r wheieab<.j.rcs is discovered by 
ner first hasb uid, or. wc m. suppose, bv some unscrupulous woman who has at- 
tached nerscif to the invalid wntc to the wue and th/ealen to come and 

exp tier She ask*^ tor a hundred po*mds and endeavours to buy tliem off. Tliey 
come m suite of it, and when the husband mention* casually to the wife that 
there are newcomers in the cottage, she knows in some way that they arc her pur- 
suers. She waits until her husband is asleep, and then she ru^lies down to endeavour 
to persuade them to leave her in peace. Having no success, she goes again next 
morning, and her husband meets her, as he has told us, as she comes out She 
promises him then not to go there again, but two days afterwards the hope of 
getting rid of those dreadful neighbours was too strong for her, and she made 
another attempt, taking down with her the photograph which had probably been 
demanded from her. In the midst of this interview the maid rushed m to say that 
the master had come home, on which the wife, knowing that he would come 
straight down to the cottage, hurried the inmates out at the back door, into the 
grove of fir-trees, probably, which was mentioned as standing near. In this way he 
found the place deserted. I shall be very much surprised, however, if it is still 
so when he reconnoitres it this evening. What do you think of my theory?” 

“It is all surmise.” 

“But at least it covers all the facto. When new facts come to our knowledge 
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which cannot be covered by it, it will be time enough to reconsider it. We can do 
nothing more until we have a message from our friend at Norbury." 

But we had not a very long time to wait for that. It came just a$ we had finished 
our tea. 


The cottage is still tenanted [it said]. Have seen the face again at the 
window. Will meet the seven-o’clock train and will take no steps until you 
aiTtve. 

He was waiting on the platform when we stepped out, and we could see in the 
light of the station lamps that he was very pale, £^d quivering with agitation. 

*They are still there, Mr. Holmes, said he, laying his hand hard upon my 
friend’s sleeve. ""1 saw lights in the cottage as 1 came down. We shall settle it now 
once and for all.” 

*‘What is your plan, then?” asked Holmes as he walked down the dark treedined 
road. 

am going to force my way in and see for myself who is in the hou^e. I wish 
you both to be there as witnesses.” 

"'You are quite determined to do this in spite of your wife’s warning that it is 
better that you should not solve the mystery?” 

"Yes, I am determined.” 

”Wcll, I think that you are in the right. Any truth is better than indefinite 
doubt. We had better go up at once. Of course, legally, we are putting ourselves 
hopelessly in the wrong; but I think that it is worth it.” 

It was a very dark night, and a thin rain began to fall as we turned from the 
highroad into a narrow lane, deeply rutted, with hedges on either side. Mr. Grant 
Munro pushed impatiently forward, however, and we stumbled after him as best 
we could. 

•"There are the lights of my housej” he murmured, pointing to a glimmer among 
the trees. "And here is the cottage which I am going to enter/' 

We turned a corner in the lane as he spoke, and there was the building close 
beside us. A yellow bar falling across the black foreground showt^i that the door 
was not quite closed, and one window in the upper story wa. bwghtl^ jlluininated. 
As we looked, we saw a dark blur moving across the blind. 

"There is that creaturel” cried Grant Munro. "You can see h , youi .elves tlut 
someone is there. Now follow me, and we shall soon know all.'* 

We approached the door, but suddenly a woman appeared out of the shado>\ 
and stood in the golden track of the lamplight. I could not see her face in the 
darkness, but her arms were thrown out in an attitude of entreaty. 

"For God's sake, don't, Jackl” she cried. "I had a presentiment that you would 
come this evening. Think better of it, dear! Trust me again, and you will never 
have cause to regret it.” 

"1 have trusted you too long, Effie,” he cried sternly. "Leave go of me! I must 
pass you. My friends and I arc going to settle this matter once and foreverl” He 
pushed her to one side, and we followed closely after him. As he threw the door 
open an old woman ran out in front of him and tried to bar his passage, but he 
thrust her back, and an instant afterwards we were all upon the stairs. Grant 
Munro rushed into the lighted room at the top, and we entered at his heels. 

It was a cosy, wcll-fumished apartment, with two candles burning upon the 
table and two upon the mantelpiece. In the comer, stooping over a desk, there sat 
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what appeared to be a little girl. Her face was turned away as we entercdt but we 
could see that she was dressed in a red frock, and that she had long white |}ovei 
on. As she whisked round to us, I gave a cry of surprise and honor. The face which 
she turned towards us was the strangest livid tint, and the features were ab- 
solutely devoid of any expression. An instant later the mystery was explained. 
Holmes, with a laugh, passed his hand behind the child's car, a mask peeled of 
from her countenance, and there was a little coal-black negress, with all her white 
teeth flashing in amusement at our amazed faces. I burst out laughing, out of 
sympathy with her merriment; but Grant Munro stood staring, with his hand 
clutching his throat. 

•'My GodI'" he cried. "What can be the meaning of this?" 

“I will tell you the meaning of it," cned the lady, sweeping into the room with 
a TTOud, set face. ‘Tou have forced me, against my own judgment, to tell you, 
and now we must both make the best of it. My husband died at Atlanta. My child 
survived.” 

'Tour chjld?" 

She drew a large silver locket horn her bosom. “You have never seen this open.” 

“I understood that it did not open." 

She touched a spring, and the front hinged back. There was a portrait within 
of a man strikingly handsome and intelhgenMooking, bub bearing unmistakable 
signs upon his features of his African descent. 

"That IS John Hebron, of Atlanta,” said the lady, "and a nobler man never 
walked the earth. I cut myself off from my race in order to wed him, but never 
once while he lived did I for an instant regret it. It was our misfortune that our 
only child took after his people rather than mine. It is often so in such matches, 
and little Lucy is darker hi than ever her father was. But dark or fair, she is my 
own dear little girlie, and her mothci's pet.” The little creature ran across at the 
words and nestled up against the lady's dress, "When I left her in America,” she 
continued, "it was only because her health was weak, and the change might have 
done her harm. She was given to the care of a faithful Scotch woman who had 
once been our servant. Never for an instant did I dream of disowning her as my 
child But when chance threw you in my way, Jack, and I learned to love you, I 
feared to tell you about my child. God forgive me, I feared that I should lose 
you, and I had not the courage to tell you. I had to choose between you, and in my 
weakness I turned away from my own little girl. For three years I have kept her 
existence a secret from you, but I heard from the nurse, and I knew that all was 
well with her. At last, however, there came an overwhelming desire to see the 
child once more. I struggled against it, but in vain. Though I knew the danger, 1 
determined to have the child over, if it were but for a few weeks. I sent a hundred 
pounds to the nurse, and I gave her instructions about this cottage, so that the 
mi^t come as a neighbour, without my appearing to be in any way connected 
with her. 1 pushed my precautions so far as to order her to keep the child in the 
house during the daytime, and to cover up her little face and hands so Ihat even 
those who might see her at the window should not gossip about there being a 
black child in the neighbourhood. If I had been less cautious I might have been 
mofe wise, but I was half crazy with fear that you should learn the truth. 

"It was you who told me fint that the cottage was occupied. I should have waited 
for the morning, but I could not sleep for excitement, and so at last I slipped 
out, knowing how difficult it is to awite you. But you saw me go, and that was 
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tfw beginning of my bonbles. Next day you had my secret at your mercy, but 
yon nobly nfnined from pursuing your advantage. Three days later, however, the 
nurse and diild only just escaped from the back door as you rushed in at the front 
one. And now bHiiiht you at last know aU, and I ask you what is to become of us, 
my child and me?" She clasped her hands and waited for an answer. 

It was a long ten minutes before Grant Munro broke the silence, and when his 
answer came it was one of which I love to think. He Ufted the little child, kissed 
her, and then, still carrying her, he held his other hand out to his wife and turned 
towards the door. 

*We can talk it over more comfortably at home,” said he. “I am not a very good 
man, Effie, but I think that I am a better one than you have given me credit for 
being.” 

Holmes and I followed them down the lane, and my friend plucked at my 
sleeve as we came out. 

“I think,” said he, "that we shall be of more use in London than in Norbury.” 

Not another word did he say of the case until late that night, when he was turn- 
ing away, with his lighted candle, for his bedroom. 

"Watson,” said he, "if it should ever strike you that I am getting a little over- 
confident in my powers, or giving less pains to a case than it deserves, kindly whis- 
per *Norbury' in my ear, and I shall be infinitely obliged to you.” 


THE STOCK BROKER’S CLERK 

Sboktly after my marriage I had bought a connection in the Paddinglor. distnrt 
Old Mr. Farquhar, from whom I purchased it, had at one time an e!>.cellciit gen 
eral practice; but his age, and an affliction of the nature of St Vitu&V dance from 
which be suffered, had very much thinned it. The public not unnutv.ally goe* 
on the principle that he who would heal others must himself be whou ?nd Ic^oks 
askance at the curative powers of the man whose own case is bey()nd the reach 
of his drugs. Thus as my predecessor weakened his practice declined, until when 
1 purchased it from him it had sunk from twelve hundred to little more than three 
hundred a year. I had confidence, however, in my own youth and energy and was 
convinced that in a very few yean the concern would be as flourishing as ever. 

For three months after taking over the practice I was kept very closely at work 
and saw little of my friend Sherlock Holmes, for I was too busy to visit Baker 
Street, and he seldom went anywhere himself save upon professional business. I 
was surprised, therefore, when, one morning in June, as I sat reading the British 
Medical Jourmd after breakfast, 1 heard a ring at the bell, followed by the high, 
somewhat strident tones of my old companion's voice. 

“Ah, my dear Watson,” said he, striding into the room, “I am very delighted 
to see youl I trust that Mrs. Watson has entirely recovered from all the little ex- 
citements connected with our adventure of the Sign of Four.” 

"Thank you, we are both very well,” said I, shaking him warmly by the hand. 

"And# hope, also,” he continued, sitting down in the rocking-chair, “that the 
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cares of medical practice have not entirely obliterated the interest which you used 
to take in our litde deductive problems*"" 

“On the contrary/" I answered, “it was only last night that I was looking over 
my old notes, and classifying some of our past results."" 

“1 trust that you don't consider your collection closed/" 

“Not at all. I should wish nothing better than to have some more of such 
experiences." 

“To-day, for example?” 

“Yes, to-day, if you like.” 

“And as far off as Birmingham?” 

“Certainly, if you wish it.” 

“And the practice?” 

“I do my neighbour's when he goes. He is always ready to work off the debt.” 

“Hal nothing could be better/' said Holmes, leaning back in his chair and looking 
keenly at me from under his half<loscd lids. “I perceive that you have been unwell 
lately. Summer colds arc always a little trying.” 

“1 was confined to the house by a severe chill for three days last week. I thought, 
however, that I had cast off every trace of it ” 

“So you have. You look remarkably robust/' 

“How, then, did you know of it?” 

“My dear fellow, you know my methods.'' 

“You deduced it, then?” 

“Certainly.” 

“And from what?” 

“From your slippers.” 

I glanced down at the new patent-leathers which I was wearing. “How on earth 
' I began, but Holmes answered my question before it was asked. 

“i'onr slippers are new,” he said. *Tou could not have had them more than 
a few w'eeks, ITie soles which you are at this moment presenting to me are slightly 
scorciied. For a moment I thought they might have got wet and been burned in 
the drying. But neai the instep there is a small circular wafer of paper with the 
shopman's hieroglyphics upon it. Damp would of course have removed this. You 
had, then, been sitting with your feet outstretched to the fire, which a man would 
hardly do even in so wet a June as this if he were in his full health.” 

Like all Holmes's reasoning the thing seemed simplicity itself when it was once 
explained. He read the thought upon my features, and his smile had a tinge of 
bitterness. 

“I am afraid that I rather give myself away when I explain,” said he. “Results 
without causes are much more impressive. You arc ready to come to Binningham, 
then?" 

“Certainly. What is the case?” 

“You shall hear it all in the train. My client is outside in a four-wheeler. Can 
you come at once?” 

“In an instant.” I scnbbled a note to my neighbour, rushed upstain to explain 
the matter to my wife, and joined Holmes upon the doorstep. 

“Your neighbour is a doctor,” said he, nodding at the brass plate. 

“Yes, he bought a practice as I did.” 

“An old-established one?” 

“Just the same as mine. Both have'^been ever since the houses were buOt^ 
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^Ahl then you got bold of the best of the two " 
think I did. But how do you know?"* 

"^By the steps^ my boy. Yours are worn diree inches deeper than his. But this 
gentleman in the cab is my client, Mr. Hall Pycroft. Allow me to introduce you 
to him. Whip your horse up, cabby, for we have only just time to catch our train.” 

The man whom I found myself facing was a well-built, fresh-complexioned 
young fellow, with a frank, honest hot and a slight, crisp, yellow moustacbe. He 
wore a very shiny top-hat and a neat suit of sober black, which made him look 
what he was— a smart young City man, of the class who have been labelled cockneys, 
but who give us our crack volunteer regiments, and who turn out more 6ne 
athletes and sportsmen than any body of. men in these islands. His round, ruddy 
face was naturally full of cheeriness, but the comers of his mouth seemed to me to 
be pulled down in a half-comical distress. It was not, however, until we were in 
a first-class carriage and well started upon our journey to Birmingham that I was 
able to learn what the trouble was which had driven him to Sherlock Holmes. 

‘We have a clear run here of seventy minutes,” Holmes remarked. “I want you, 
Mr. Hall Pycroft, to tell my friend your very interesting experience exactly as you 
have told it to me, or with more detail if possible. It will be of use to me to hear 
the succession of events again. It is a case, Watson, which may prove to have some- 
thing in it, or may prove to have nothing, but which, at least, presents those unusual 
and outri features which are as deai to you as they are to me. Now, Mr. Pycroft, 
I shall not interrupt you again.” 

Our young companion looked at me with a twinkle in his eye. 

“Tlic worst of the story is,” said he, "tliat 1 show myself up as such a confounded 
. fool. Of coune it may work out all right, and I don't see that I could have done 
otherwise; but if I have lost my crib and get nothing in exchange I shall feel what 
a soft Johnny I have been. Vm not very good at telling a story, Dr. Watson, but 
it is like this with me: 

“I used to have a billet at Coxon & Woodhouse's, of Draper Gardens, but they 
were let in early in the spring through the Venezuelan loan, as no doubt you 
remember, and came a nasty cropper. I have been with them five years, and old 
Coxon gave me a ripping good testimonial when the smash came, but of course we 
clerks were all turned adrift, the twenty-seven of us. I tried here and tried there, 
but there were lots of other chaps on the same lay as myself, and it was a perfect 
frost for a long time. I had been taking three pounds a week at Coxon's, and I had 
saved about seventy of them, but I soon worked my way through that and out 
at the other end. I was fairly at the end of my tether at last, and could hardly find 
the stamps to answer the advertisements or the envelopes to stick them to. I had 
^ worn out my boots paddling up ofEce stairs, and I seemed just as far from getting 
a billet as ever. 

**At last I saw a vacancy at Mawson & Williams’s, the great stock-broking firm 
in Lombard Street. I dare say E, C. is not much in your line, but I can tell you 
that this is about the richest house in London. The advertisement was to be 
answered by letter only. I sent in my testimonial and application, but without the 
least hope of getting it. Back came an answer by return, saying that if I would 
appear next Monday I might take over my new duties at once, provided that my 
appearance was satisfactory. No one knows how these things are worked. Some 
people sav that the manager just plunges his hand into the heap and takes the 
first that wmes. Anyhow it was my innings that time, and I don’t ever wish to 
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fed better pleased. The screw was a pound a week rise, and tiie duties just about 
the same as at Coxon's. 

*And now 1 come to the queer part of the business. I was in diggings out 
Hampstead way, 17 Potter's Terrace. Well, I was sitting doing a smoke that veiy 
evening after I had been promised the appointment, when up came my landlady 
with a card which had 'Arthur Pinner, Financial Agent,' printed upon it. I had 
never heard the name before and could not imagine what he wanted with me, but 
of course I asked her to show him up. In he walked, a middle-^sized, dark-haiied, 
dark-eyed, black-bearded man, with a touch of the sheeny about his nose. He had 
a brisk kind of way with him and spoke sharply, like a man who knew the value of 
time, 

" ‘Mr. Hall Pycroft, I believe?' said he. 

" 'Yes, sir,' I answered, pushing a chair towards him. 

'Lately engaged at Coxon & Woodhouse's?' 

"'Yes, sir.' 

" ‘And now on the staff of Mawson's.' 

"'Quite so.' 

" 'Well,' said he, 'the fact is that I have heard some really extraordinary stories 
about your financial ability. You remember Parker, who used to be Coxon's 
manager. He can never say enough about it.' 

"Of course 1 was pleased to hear this. I had always been pretty sharp in the 
office, but I had never dreamed that I was talked about in the City in this fashion. 

" 'You have a good memory?' said he. 

" 'Pretty fair,' I answered modestly. 

" 'Have you kept in touch with the market while you have been out of work?' 
he asked. 

" 'Yes. I read the stock-exchange list every morning.' 

" Now that shows real application 1 ' he cried. 'That is the way to prosperl You 
won't mind my testing you, will you? Let me see. How are Aynhires?' 

" ‘A hundred and six and a quarter to a hundred and five and seven-eighths.' 

And New Zealand consolidated?' 

" 'A hundred and four.' 

" 'And British Broken Hills?' 

" 'Seven to seven-and-six,' 

" VV'onderfuII' he cried with his hands up. ‘This quite fits in with all that I 
had heard. My boy, my boy, you are very much too good to be a clerk at Mawson'sl' 

"This outburst rather astonished me, as you can think. 'Well,' said I, 'other peo- 
ple don't think quite so much of me as you seem to do, Mr. Pinner. I had a hard 
enough fight to get this berth, and I am very glad to have it.' 

" ‘Pooh, man; you should soar above it. You are not in your true sphere. Now, 
I'll tell you how it stands with me. What I have to offer is little enough when 
measured by your ability, but when compared with Mawson’s it's light to dark. 
Let me see. When do you go to Mawson's?' 

" ‘On Monday.' 

" 'Ha, ha! I think I would risk a little sporting flutter that you don't go there at 
all.' 

" 'Not go to Mawson's?' 

" 'No, sir. By that day you will be the business manager of the Franco-Midland 
Hardware Company, Limited, with a hundred and thirty-four branches in the 
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towns and villages of France, not counting one in Brussels and one in San Remc * 
This took my breath away. ‘I never heard of it/ said I 
^ 'Very likdy not It has been kept very quiet, for the capital was all privately 
subscnbed, and it's too good a thing to let the public into My brother, Harry 
Pinner, is promoter, and )Oins the board after allotment as managing director He 
knew 1 was in the swim down here and asked me to pick up a good man cheap 
A young, pushing man with plenty of snap about him Parker spoke of you, and 
that brought me here to-night We can only offer you a beggarly five hundred to 
start with ' 

** ‘Five hundred a year!' I shouted 

“'Only that at the beginning but you are to hi*\e an over-nding commission 
of one per cent on all business done by your agents, and you may take my word 
for it that this will come to more than your salary ' 

“ 'But I know nothing about hardware 
“ *1 ut, my boy, you know about figures 

“My head buzzed, and 1 could hardly sit ‘‘tili i ' r i> chair Bui suddenl a little 
chill of doubt came upon int 

“1 must be frank with you ' said 1 Mawsor (v ly gisfs me two bundled, but 
Mawson is safe Nrw really, I know little about companv Hiat — ’ 

' Ah, smart, snurn' ht ento in a k»nd ot oc^tas’ d UfUgiit ‘You m ^try 
nnn lor us You ai^e not t > o tilkeu o\cr and quitt n^ht too Noa, here s a 

for i hundrtu pound> xiio \( l t* nd t at wc c-m d o lou \ )ust suy 

d at/' vour ooeket n mv met upon rlan 
*"]aat i< very handsome said 1 suouM Hik tr ^ris n'^ li t < 

Be lu buniHipadiT U nu)rro\\ i* one bt 1 j tmtt .r m\ po^rt 
htr< wii^^h vou wip take to nn bz 'thv.f Ti oi wi! fini him ^t ia6n Corpjnti 
Strict, whirr tnc <cmpou.s office. jt the comp'^n^ ire Situated Or 

must tonfiiiTi vou^ (Lnc hut oar i wd be d! mfit 

“^Rcadv I hqrd]> kn ii )W to expuss nn SJar lud \ii Pinnei, >aiOi ^ 

"'Not u a]» uu hov ^fH! lfci\c 01 i\ gor youi lucre a^r or u i 

small things men funiiditu hic*. 1 must arnu?r :iith ^ou \ou hav^ p* 
of piper beside }0u tlare Kindi/ wntc upon »t 1 am pcrlcctlv willing to a t i 
business manager to tfir* eianca Midland Hardvsare Ooinpam Limited ai a 
minimum salary of i<;oo ' ' 

“I did as he asked, and he put the paper in his pocket 

“ There is one other detail,' said he 'Wliat do you intend to do about Mawson's^' 
“I had forgotten all about Mawson's m my ]oy Til write and resign/ said I 
“'Precisely what I don't want you to do I had a row o\er you with Mawson's 
manager I had gone up to ask him about you, and he was very offensive, accused 
me of coaxing you away from the service of the firm, and that sort of thing At 
last I fairly lost my temper “If you want good men you should pay them a good 
price/' said I 

“He would rather have our small price than your big one,” said he 
“ ‘ "111 lay you a fiver,” said I, “that when he has my offer you'll never so much 
as hear from him again ” 

“ ‘ “Donel” said he “We picked him out of the gutter, and he won't leave us 
so easily ” Those were his very words ' 

“'Thq^ impudent scoundrel!' I cned 'I've never so much as seen him in my 
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life. Why should I consider him in any way? I shall certainly not write if you 
would rather I didn’t/ 

" "Goodl That’s a promise/ said he, rising from his chair. ‘Well, Tm delighted 
to have got so good a man for my brother. Here's your advance of a hundred 
pounds, and here is the letter. Make a note of the address, i26b Corporation Street, 
and remember that one o'clock to-morrow is your appointment. Good-night, and 
may you have all the fortune that you deservel’ 

“That’s just about all that passed between us, as near as I can remember. You 
can imagine, Dr. Watson, how pleased I was at such an extraordinary bit of good 
fortune. 1 sat up half the night hugging myself over it, and next day 1 was oflE to 
Birmingham in a train that would take me in plenty time for my appointment. 
1 took my things to a hotel in New Street, and then I made my way to the address 
which had been given me. 

“It was a quartei of an hour before my time, but I thought that would make 
no difference. ti 26 b was a passage between two large shops, which led to a winding 
stone stair, from which there w'ere many flats, let as offices to companies or 
professional men. Tlie names of the ooriipant.s were painted at the bottom on the 
wall, but there was nu such name as the FrancoMidland Hardw'are Company, 
Limited. 1 stood for a few immites with my heart in !r»y boots, wondering whether 
the whole thing was an elaborate hoax or not. when up came a man and addressed 
me. He was ver^' like the chap I had seen the night befc^e, the same figure and 
voice, blit he v as clean shaven and iu$ hair was lighter. 

“'Ak vou Mr. Hall Pycroft/’ be asked. 

sSaid i. 

**'Ob' 1 was expe<tina, wj, Dut you are ;t trifle befort your time. ! had a note 
from rnv brother tins inornnig in which he sang your praises joudly.' 

“ i was lUst loukmg for the offices when you came/ 

have not got our name up \et, for we only secured these temporary 
premises Sast weel' Come uo with me, and we wdi talk the matter over.' 

"1 followed him to rtu rop cf a very lofty stair, and there, right under the 
slates, w'C'V x coapic of coipry, uusU- iittk* rooms, uncarpeted and uncurtained, 
into which he ied me. I had thought of a great office with shining tables and rows 
of clerks, such as i was u:jed to, and I daresay 1 starcti rattier straight at the two 
deal chairs and one little table, which with a ledger and a waste-paper basket, 
made up the whole furniture. 

“ *L)on’t be disheartened, Mr. Pycroft/ said my new acquaintance, seeing the 
length of my face. *Rome was not built in a day, and we have lots of money at 
our backs, though we don’t cut much dash yet in offices. Pray sit down, and let 
me have your letter.’ 

“I gave it to him, and he read it over very carefully. 

“ ‘You seem to have made a vast imptession upon my brother Arthur,' said he, 
‘and I know that he is a pretty shrewd judge. He swears by London, you know; 
and I by Birmingham; but this time I shall follow his advice. Pray consider your- 
self definitely engaged/ 

“ ‘What are my duties?' I asked. 

“ ‘You will eventually manage the great depot in Paris, which will pour a flood 
of English crockery into the shops of a hundred and thirty-four agents in France. 
The purchase will be completed in a week, and meanwhile you will remain in 
Birmingham and make yourself useful.' 
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“•Howr' 

‘Tor answer, he took a big red book out of a drawer. 

* ‘Hiis is a directory of Paris,’ said be, ‘with the trades after the names of the 
people. I want you to take it home with you, and to mark o£f all the hardware- 
a^lerii , witb tbeiT addresses. It would be of the greatest use to me to have them.’ 

*“Siuely, there are classified lists?’ I suggested. 

“‘Not idiable ones. 'Their system is different from oun. Stick at it, and let me 
have die lists by Monday, at twelve. Good-day, Mr. Pycroft. If you continue to 
show seal and intelligenoe you will find the company a good master.’ 

“I went bade to the hotel with the big book under my arm, and with very 
fnnWkjHng feelings in my breast. On the one hand, I was definitely engaged and had 
a hundred pounds in my pocket; on the other, the look of the offices, the absence 
of name on the wall, and other of the points which would strike a business man 
had left a bad impression as to the position of my employers. However, come 
what might, I had my money, so I settled down to my task. All Sunday I was kept 
hard at work, and yet by Monday I had only got as far as H. I went round to my 
employer, found him in the same dismantled kind of room, and was told to keep 
at it until Wednesday, and then come again. On Wednesday it was still unfinished, 
so I hammered away untfl Friday— that is, yesterday. Then I brought it round to 
Mr. Harry Pinner. 

“ ‘Tbank you very much,' said he, ‘I fear that I underrated the difficulty of the 
task. 'This list will be of very material assistance to me.' 

“ ‘It took some time,’ said I. 

“ ‘And now,’ said he, ‘I want you to make a list of the furniture shops, for they 
all sell crockery.' 

“ ‘Very good.’ 

“‘And you can come up to-morrow evening at seven and let me know how you 
ate getting on. Don’t overwork yourself. A couple of hours at Day’s Music Hall 
in the evening would do you no harm after your labours.’ He laughed as he spoke, 
and I saw with a thrill that his second tooth upon the left-hand side had been 
very badly stuffed with gold.” 

Sherlock Holmes rubbed his hands with delight, and I stared with astonishment 
at our client. 

“You may well look surprised. Dr. Watson, but it is this way,” said he: "When 
I was spealdng to the other chap in London, at the time that he bughed at my 
not going to Mawson’s, I happened to notice that his tooth was stuffed in this 
very identical fashion. 'The glint of the gold in each case caught my eye, you see. 
When I put that with the voice and figure being the same, and only those things 
altered which might be changed by a razor or a wig, I could not doubt that it was 
the same man. Of course you expect two brothers to be alike, but not that they 
should have the same tooth stuffed in the same way. He bowed me out, and I 
found m]rsdf in the street, hardly knowing whether I was on my head or my heels. 
Back I went to my hotel, put my head in a basin of cold water, and tried to think 
it out. Why had he sent me from London to Birmingham? Why had he got there 
before me? And why had he written a letter from himself to himself? It was al- 
together too much for me, and I could make no sense of it And then suddenly 
it strude me that what was dark to me might be very light to Mr. Sherlock Holmes. 
I had just time to get up to toWn by the night train to see him this morning, and 
to bring you both back with me to Birmingham.” 
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There was a pause after the stock-broker's clerk had concluded hi$ suiprising 
experience. Then Sherlock Holmes cocked his eye at me, leaning back on the 
cushions with a pleased and yet critical face, like a connoisseur who has just taken 
his first sip of a comet vintage. 

“lUther fine, Watson, is it not?" said he. “There are points in it which please me. 
I think that you will agree with me that an interview with Mr. Arthur Harry 
Pinner in the temporary offices of the Franco-Midland Hardware Company, 
Limited, would be a rather interesting experience for both of us." 

“But how can we do it?" I asked. 

“Oh, easily enough," said Hall Pycroft cheerily. “You arc two friends of mine 
who are in want of a billet, and what could be ihore natural than that I should 
bring you both round to the managing director?" 

"Quite so, of course," said Holmes. “I should like to have a look at the gentleman 
and see if I can make anything of his little game. What qualities have you, my 
friend, which would make your services so valuable? Or is it possible that — " He 
began biting his nails and staring blankly out of the window, and we hardly drew 
another word from him until we were in New Street. 

At seven o'clock that evening we were walking, the three of us, down Corporation 
Street to the company's offices. 

"It is no use our being at all before our time," said our^client. "He only comes 
there to see me, apparently, for the place is deserted up to the very hour he names." 

"That is suggestive," remarked Holmes. 

"By Jove, I told you sol" cried the clerk. 'That's he walking ahead of us there." 

He pointed to a smallish, dark, well-dressed man who was bustling along the 
other side of the road. As we watched him he looked across at a boy who was 
bawling out the latest edition of the evening paper, and, running over among the 
cabs and busses, he bought one from him. Then, clutching it in his hand, he 
vanished through a doorway. 

"There he goes!” cried Hall Pycroft. "These arc the company's offices into 
which he has gone. Come with me, and I'll fix it up as easily as possible." 

Following his lead, we ascended five stories, until we found ourselves outside 
a half-opened door, at which our client tapped. A voice within bade us enter, and 
we entered a bare, unfurnished room such as Hall Pycroft had described. At the 
single table sat the man whom we had seen in the street, with his evening paper 
spread out in front of him, and as he looked up at us it seemed to me that I had 
never looked upon a face which bore such marks of grief, and of something beyond 
grief— of a horror such as comes to few men in a lifetime. His brow glistened with 
perspiration, his cheeks were of the dull, dead white of a fish's belly, and his eyes 
were wild and staring. He looked at his clerk as though he failed to recognize him, 
and I could see by the astonishment deleted upon our conductor’s face that this 
was by no means the usual appearance of his employer. 

‘Tfou look ill, Mr. Pinner!" he exclaimed. 

“Yes, I am not very well," answered the other, making obvious efforts to pull 
himself together and licking his dry lips before he spoke. “Who are these gentle- 
men whom you have brought with you?" 

“One is Mr. Harris, of Bermondsey, and the other is Mr. Price, of this town," 
said our clerk glibly. “They are friends of mine and gentlemen of experience, but 
they have been out of a jdaoe for some little time, and they hoped that pe^ps 
you might find an opening for them in the company's employment." 
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“Very possibly! very possibly!” cned Mr. Pinner with a ghastly smile. “Yes, I 
have no doubt that we shall be able to do something for you. What is your 
particular Ime, Mr. Harris?"' 

“I am an accountant,” said Holmes. 

“Ah, yes, we shall want something of the sort. And you, Mr. Price?” 

“A clerk,” said 1. 

“I have every hope that the company may accommodate you. I will let you 
know about it as soon as we come to any conclusion. And now I beg that you 
will go. For God's sake leave me to myself!” 

These last words were shot out of him, as though the constraint which he was 
evidently setting upon himself had suddenly and utterly burst asunder. Holmes 
and I glanced at each other, and Hall Pycroft took a step towards the table. 

“You forget, Mr. Pinner, that I am here by appointment to receive some di- 
rections from you,” said he. 

“Certainly, Mr. Pycroft, certainly,” the other resumed in a calmer tone. “You 
may wait here a moment and there is no reason why your friends should not wait 
with you. I will be entirely at your service in three minutes, if I might trespass 
upon your patience so far ” He rose with a very courteous air, and, bowing to us, 
he passed out through a door at the farther end of the room, which he closed 
behind him. 

“What now?” whispered rlolmes. *1$ he giving us the slip?” 

“Impossible,” answeied pycroft. 

“Why so?” 

“That door leads into an inner loom 

“There is no exit?” 

“None,” 

“Is it furnished ’ 

“It was empty yestciday ” 

“Tlien what on earth can he be doing? There 1*5 something v’hich I don't under- 
stand in this matter. If ever a man was three parts mad with terror, that man's 
name is Pinner. What can have put the shivers on him?” 

“He suspects that we aic detectives,” I suggested. 

“ITiat's it,” cried Pycroft. 

Holmes shook his head. “He did not turn pale. He was pale when we entered 
the room,” said he. “It is just possible that — ” 

His words were interrupted by a sharp rat-tat from the direction of the inner 
door. 

“What the deuce is he knocking at his own door for?” cried the clerk. 

Again and much louder came the rat-tat-tat. We all gazed expectantly at the 
closed door. Glancing at Holmes, I saw his face turn rigid, and he leaned forward 
in intense excitement. Then suddenly came a low guggling, gargling sound, and 
a brisk drumming upon woodwork. Holmes sprang frantically across the room and 
pushed at the door. It was fastened on the inner side. Following his example, we 
threw ourselves upon it with all our weight. One hinge snapped, then the other, and 
down came the door with a aash. Rushing over it, we found ourselves in the 
inner room. It was empty. 

But it was only for a moment that we were at fault. At one comer, the comer 
nearest the room which we had feft, there was a second door. Holmes sprang to 
it and pulM it open. A coat and waistcoat were lying on the floor, and from a 



hook behind the door, with his own braces round his neck, was hanging the 
managing director of the Franco-Midland Hardware Company. His knees were 
drawn up, his head hung at a dreadful angle to his body, and the clatter of his 
heels against the door made the noise which had broken in upon our conversation. 
In an instant I had caught him round the waist, and held him up while Holmes 
and Pycroft untied the elastic bands which had disappeared between the livid 
creases of skin. Then w^e carried him into the other room, where he lay with a 
clay-coloured face, puEng his purple lips in and out with every' breath-a dieadful 
wreck of all that he had been but five minutes before. 

“What do you think of him, Watson?” asked Holmes. 

I stooped over him and examined him. His pulse was feeble and intennittent. but 
his breathing grew' longer, and there was a little shiveiing of his eyelids, which 
showed a thin white slit of ball beneath. 

“It has been touch and go with him,” said I, he'll live now. just open 
that window, and hand me the water carafe.” I undid his collar, poured the cold 
water over his face, and raised and sank his arms until he drew a long, iiaturaf 
breath. “It's only a question of time now,” said I as I turned away from him. 

Holmes stood by the table, with his hands deep m hi^ trousess’ pockets and 
his chin upon his breast. 

“I suppose we ought to call the police in now,” said he. “And yet 1 confess that 
rd like to give them a complete case when they come.” 

‘'It's a bit'ssed mystery to me,” cried Pycroft, scratching his head. “Whatevei 
they wanted to bring me all the w'ay up here for, and then — ” 

“Pooh! All that is clear enough,” said Holmes impatiently. “It is this last sudden 
move/* 

“You understand the rest, then?” 

“I think that it is fairly obvious. What do you say, Watson?” 

1 shrugged my shoulders. “1 must confess that I am out of my depths,” said I. 

“Oh, surely if you consider the events at first they can only point to one con- 
clusion.” 

“What do you make of them?” 

‘Well, the whole thing hinges upon two points. The first is the making ol 
Pycroft write a declaration by which he entered the service of this preposterous 
company. Do you not sec how very suggestive that is?” 

“I am afraid I miss the point/* 

“Well, why did they went him to do it? Not as a business matter, for these 
arrangements are usually verbal^ and there was no earthly business reason why this 
should be an exception. Don't you see, my young friend, that they were ver>' 
anxious to obtain a specimen of your handwriting, and had no other way of 
doing it?” 

“And why?” 

“Quite so. Why? When we answer that we have made some progress with our 
little problem. Why? There can be only one adequate reason. Someone wanted to 
learn to imitate youi writing and had to procure a specimen of it first. And now 
if we pass on to the second point we find that each throws light upon the other. 
That point is the request made by Pinner that you should not resign your place, 
but should leave the manager of this important business in the full expectation 
that a Mr. Hall Pycroft, whom he had never seen, was about to enter the ofBce upon 
the Monday morning.” 
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“My Godl” cried our client, “what a blind beetle I have beeni” 

“Now you see the point about the handwriting. Suppose that someone turned 
up in your place who wrote a completely diflFerent hand from that in which you 
had applied for the vacancy, of course the game would have been up. But in the 
interval the rogue had learned to imitate you, and his position was therefore secure, 
as I presume that nobody in the office had ever set eyes upon you." 

"Not a soul," groaned Hall Pycroft. 

"Very good. Of course it was of the utmost importance to prevent you from 
thinking better of it, and also to keep you from coming into contact with anyone 
who might tell you that your double was at work in Mawson's office. Therefore 
they gave you a handsome advaiKe on your salary, and ran you off to the Midlands, 
where they gave you enough work to do to prevent your going to London, where 
you might have burst their little game up. That is all plain enough.” 

"But why should this man pretend to be his own brother?" 

"Well, that is pretty clear also. There are evidently only two of them in it. The 
other is impersonating you at the office. This one acted as your engager, and then 
found that he could not find you an employer without admitting a third person 
into his plot. That he was most unwilling to do. He changed his appearance as 
far as he could, and trusted that the likeness, which you could not fail to observe, 
would be put down to a family resemblance. But for the happy chance of the 
gold stuffing, your suspicions would probably never have been aroused." 

Hall Pycroft shook his clenched hands in the air. "Good LordI" he cried, "while 
I have been fooled in this way, what has this other Hall Pycroft been doing at 
Mawson's? What should we do, Mr. Holmes? Tell me what to do." 

"We must wire to Mawson's." 

"They shut at twelve on Saturdays." 

"Never mind. There may be some door-keeper or attendant — " 

"Ah, yes, they keep a permanent guard there on account of the value of the 
securities that they hold 1 remember hearing it talked of in the City," 

"Very good, we shall wire to him and see if all is well, and if a clerk of your 
name is working there. That is clear enough, but what is not so clear is why at 
sight of us one of the rogues should instantly walk out of the room and hang 
himself." 

"The paperl” croaked a voice behind us. The man was sitting up, blanched and 
ghastly, with returning reason in his eyes, and hands which rubbed nervously at 
the broad red band which still encircled his throat. 

"The paper! Of course!" yelled Holmes in a paroxysm of excitement. "Idiot that 
I was! I thought so much of our visit that the paper never entered my head for an 
instant. To be sure, the secret must he there.” He flattened it out upon the table, 
and a ciy of triumph burst from his lips. "Look at this, Watson," he cried. "It is a 
London paper, an early edition of the Evening Standard, Here is what we want. 
Look at the headlines; ‘Crime in the City. Murder at Mawson & Williams’s. 
Gigantic Attempted Robbery. Capture of the Criminal.' Here, Watson, we are all 
equally anxious to hear it, so kindly read it aloud to us.” 

It appeared from its position in the paper to have been the one event of im- 
portance in town, and the account of it ran in this way: 

"A desperate attempt at robbery, culminating in the death of one man 
and the capture of the criminal, occurred this afternoon in the City. For some 
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time back Mawson & Williams, the famous financial house, have been the 
guardians ot securities which amount in the aggregate to a sum of coa- 
siderably over a million sterling. So conscious was the manager of the re- 
sponsibility which devolved upon him in consequence of the great interests 
at stake that safes of the very latest construction have been employed, and 
an armed watchman has been left day and night in the building. It appears 
that last week a new clerk named HaU Pycroft was engaged by the firm. This 
person appears to have been none other than Beddington, the fomous forger 
and cracksman, who, with his brother, has only recently emerged from a 
five years’ spell of penal servitude. By some means, which are not yet clear, 
he succeed^ in winning, under a false name, this official position in the 
office, which he utilized in order to obtain mouldings of various locks, and 
a thorough knowledge of the position of the strongroom and the safes. 

"It is customary at Mawson’s for the clerks to leave at midday on Sat- 
urday. Sergeant Tuson, of the City police, was somewhat surprised, there- 
fore, to see a gentleman with a carpet-bag come down the st^ at twenty 
minutes past one. His suspicions being aroused, the sergeant followed the 
man, and with the aid of Constable Pollock succeeded, after a most des- 
perate resistance, in arresting him. It was at once clear that a daring and 
gigantic robbery had been committed. Nearly a hundred thousand pounds’ 
worth of American railway bonds, with a large amount of scrip in mines 
and other companies, was discovered in the bag. On examining the prem- 
ises the body of the unfortunate watchman was found doubled up and thmst 
into the largest of the safes, where it would not have been discovered until 
Monday morning bad it not been for the prompt action of Sergeant Tuson. 
'The man’s skull had been shattered by a blow from a poker delivered from 
behind. There could be no doubt that Beddington had obtained entrance by 
pretending that he had left something behind him, and having murdered 
the watchman, rapidly rifled the large safe, and then made oflf with his 
booty. His brother, who usually works with him, has not appeared in this 
job as far as can at present be ascertained, although the police are making 
energetic inquiries as to his whereabouts.” 

“Well, we may save the police some little trouble in that direction,” said Holmes, 
glancing at the haggard ^re huddled up by the window. "Human nature is a 
strange mixture, Watson. You see that even a villain and murderer can inspire 
such affection that his brother turns to suicide when he learns that his neck is 
forfeited. However, we have no choice as to our action. The doctor and I will 
remain on guard, Mr. Pycroft, if you will have the kindness to step out for the 
police.” 


THE “GLORIA SCOTT 

“I HAVE some papers here,” said my friend Sherlock Holmes as we sat one winter's 
night on either side of the fire, “which I really think. Watson, that it would be 
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worth your while to glance over These are the documents in the extr ordinary 
case of the Gloria Scott, and this is the message which struck Justice of the Peace 
Trevor dead with horror when he read it ” 

He had picked from a drawer a little tarnished cylinder, and, undoing the tape, 
he handed me a short note scrawled upon a half sheet of slate-gray paper 

The supply of game for London is going steadily up [it ran] Head-keeper 
Hudson, we believe, has been now told to receive all orders for 8y paper and 
for preservation of your hen-pheasant's life 

As I glanced up from reading this enigmatical message, I saw Holmes chuckling 
at the expression upon my face 

“You look a little bewildered/' said he 

“I cannot see how such a message as this could inspire horror It seems to rne 
to he rather grotesque than otherwise " 

“Very likely Yet the fact remains that the rtidei who was a 6nc, robust old 
man, v^as knocked clean down by it as if it had bun tht butt tnd of a pistol 
“You arouse my curiosity,” said I “But whv did ^c)u say )ust now that there 
were very particular reasons why I should study tins case?' 

“Because it was the first in which I was ever engaged ” 

I had oftrn endeavoured to elicit from my companion wint had first turned his 
mmd in rhe direction of criminal research but had never caught him before in a 
tommutni^alive humour Now he sat forward m his umchair and -^piead out the 
documents upon his knees Then he lit his pipe ai d sat tor some time smoking 
and turning them over 

“You never heard me talk of Viotoi Trevor?' ne asked “He the oidy friend 

I made dunng the two years I w^s at college 1 was never a very sociable fellow, 
Watson, alwa>s rather fond of moping in ins ^uonis and working out my own 
little methods of thought, so that I ne'/er mixed much with the men of my sear 
Bar fencing and boxing 1 had few athletic tastes, and then my line of study was 
quite distinct trom that of the other fellows, so that we had no points of contact 
at all Trevor w.^s the only man I knew, and thit only through tht acciden* of 
his bidl terrier freezing on to my ankle one morning I went down to chapel 
“it was a prosaic wa> of torming a friendship, but it was elSective I was laid 
by the heels for ten days, and Trevor used to come in to inquire after me At 
first It was only a minute's chat, but soon his visits lengthened, and before the 
end of the term we were close fi lends He was a hearb/, full blooded fellow, full 
of spirits and energy, the veiv opposite to me m most respects, but we had some 
subjects in common, and it was a bond of union when I found that he was as 
friendless as I Finally he invited me dowm to his father's place at Donnithorpe, 
in Norfolk, and I accepted his hospitality for a month of the long vacation 

“Old Trevor was evidently a man of some wealth and consideration, a J P , and 
a landed propnetor. Donnithorpe is a little hamlet just to the north of Langmere, 
m the country of the Broads The house was an old-fashioned, widespread, oak- 
beamed bnck building, with a fine limc-lined avenue leading up to it There was 
excellent wild-duck shooting in the fens, lem rkably good fishing, a small but select 
library, taken over, as I understood, from a former occupant, and a tolerable cook, 
so that he would be a fastidious man who could not put in a pleasant month there, 
“Trevor senior was a widower, and my friend his only son. 

“There had been a daughter, I heard, but she had died of diptithena while on 
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a visit to Birmingham. The father interested me extremely. He was a man of 
little culture, but with a considerable amount of rude strength, both physically 
and mentally. He knew hardly any books, but he had travelled far, had seen much 
of the world, and had remembered all that he had learned. In person he was a 
thick-set, burly man with a shock of grizzled hair, a brown, weather-beaten face, 
and blue eyes which were keen to the verge of fierceness. Yet he had a reputation 
for kindness and charity on the countryside, and was noted for the leniency of 
his sentences from the bench. 

''One evening, shortly after my amval, we were sitting over a glass of port after 
dinner, when young Trevor began to talk about those habits of observation and 
inference which I had already formed into a system, although I had not yet ap- 
preciated the part which they were to play in my life. The old man evidently 
thought that his son was exaggerating in his description of one or two trivial floats 
which I had performed. 

" ‘Come, now, Mr. Holmes,' said he, laughing good-hunioiiredly. Tm an excel- 
lent subject, if you can deduce anything from me.’ 

"i fear thtie is not very much/ I answered. 'I might suggest that yon have 
gone about in feai of some personal attack within the last twelvemonth/ 

"The laugh faded from his lips, and he stared at me in great surpiise. 

‘"Well, that’s true enough,' said he. ‘You know, Victor,' turmng to his son, 
'when we broke up that poaching gang they' swore to knife Ui, and Sir Edward 
Holly has actually been attacked. I've always been on my guard since then, though 
1 have no idea how you know it' 

'"You have a very' handsome stick,’ I answered. ‘By the inscription I observed 
that you had not had it more than a year. But you have taken some pains to bore 
the head of it and pour melted lead into the hole so as to make it a formidable 
weapon. I argued that you would not take such precautions unless you had some 
danger to fear.' 

" 'Anything else?' he asked, smiling. 

“'You have boxed a good deal in your youth.' 

“'Right again. How did you know it? Is my nose knocked a little out of the 
straight?' 

“ 'No,' said L ‘It is your ears. They have the peculiar flattening and thickening 
which marks the boxing man.' 

“ 'Anything else?' 

“ 'You have done a good deal of digging by your callosities.' 

“ 'Made all my money at the gold fields/ 

" 'You have been in New Zealand ' 

“ 'Right again.’ 

“‘You have visited Japan.’ 

“ 'Quite true.’ 

“ ‘And you have been most intimately associated with someone whose initials 
were J. A., and whom you afterwards were eager to entirely forget.' 

“Mr. Trevor stood slowly up, fixed his large blue eyes upon me with a strange 
wild stare, and then pitched forward, with his face among the nutshells which 
strewed the cloth, in a dead faint. 

“You can imagine, Watson, bow shocked both his son and I were. His attack 
did not last long, however, for when we undid his collar and sprinkled the water 
from one of the finger-glasM over his fyce, he gave a gasp or two and sat up. 
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“ ‘Ah» boys/ said he, forcing a smile, ‘I hope I haven’t frightened you. Strong 
as I look, there is a weak place in my heart, and it does not take much to knock 
me over. I don’t know how you manage this, Mr. Holmes, but it seems to me 
that all the detectives of fact and of fancy would be children in your hands. That’s 
your line of life, sir, and you may take the word of a man who has seen something 
of the world,’ 

“And that recommendation, with the exaggerated estimate of my ability with 
which he prefaced it, was, if you will believe me, Watson, the very first thing 
which ever made me feel that a profession might be made out of what had up to 
that time been the merest hobby. At the moment, however, I was too much con- 
cerned at the sudden illness of my host to think of anything else. 

“ 'I hope that I have said nothing to pain you?’ said I. 

“'Well, you certainly touched upon rather a tender point. Might I ask how 
you know, and how much you know?’ He spoke now in a half-jesting fashion, but 
a look of terror still lurked at the back of his eyes. 

“*It is simplicity itself,’ said I. 'When you bared your arm to draw that fish 
into the boat I saw that J. A. had been tattooed in the bend of the elbow. The 
letters were still legible, but it was perfectly clear from their blurred appearance, 
and from the staining of the skin round them, that efforts had been made to 
obliterate them. It was obvious, then, that those initials had once been very fa- 
miliar to you, and that you had afterwards wished to forget them.’ 

“‘What an eye you have!’ he cried with a sigh of relief. *It is just as you say. 
But we won’t talk of it. Of all ghosts the ghosts of our old loves are the worst. 
Come into the billiard-room and have a quiet cigar.’ 

“From that day, amid all his cordiality, there was always a touch of suspicion 
in Mr. Trevor’s manner towards me. Even his son remarked it. ‘You've given the 
governor such a turn,’ said he, ’that he’ll never be sure again of what you know 
and what you don’t know.’ He did not mean to show it, I am sure, but it was so 
strongly in his mind that it peeped out at every action. At last I became so con- 
vinced that I was causing him uneasiness that I drew my visit to a close. On the 
very day, however, before I left, an incident occurred which proved in the sequel 
to be of importance. 

“We were sitting out upon the lawn on garden chairs, the three of us, basking 
in the sun and admiring the view across the Broads, when a maid came out to say 
that there was a man at the door who wanted to see Mr. Trevor. 

" 'What IS his name?' asked my host. 

“ ’He would not give any.’ 

“ 'What does he want, then?’ 

“ ‘He says that you know him, and that he only wants a moment’s conversation.’ 

“ ‘Show him round here.’ An instant afterwards there appeared a little wizened 
fellow with a cringing manner and a shambling style of walking. He wore an open 
jacket, with a splotch of tar on the sleeve, a red-and-black check shirt, dungaree 
trousers, and heavy boots badly worn. His face was thin and brown and crafty, with 
a perpetual smile upon it, which showed an irregular line of yellow teeth, and his 
crinkled hands were half closed in a way that is distinctive of sailors. As he came 
slouching across the lawn I heard Mr. Trevor make a sort of hiccoughing noise 
in his throat, and, jumping out of his chair, he ran into the house. He was back 
in a moment, and I smelt a strong reek of brandy as he passed me. 
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“ ‘Well, my man/ said he. 'What can I do for you?’ 

'The sailor stood looking at him with puckered eyes, and with the same loose- 
lipped smile upon his face. 

“ ‘You don’t know me?’ he asked. 

“ ‘Why, dear me, it is surely Hudson,’ said Mr. Trevor in a tone of surprise. 

“ ‘Hudson it is, sir,* said the seaman. ‘Why, it’s thirty year and more since I 
saw you last. Here you are in your house, and me still picking my salt meat out 
of the harness cask.’ 

“ 'Tut, you will find that 1 have not forgotten old times,' cried Mr. Trevor, and, 
walking towards the sailor, he said something in a low voice. ‘Go into the kitchen,’ 
he continued out loud, ‘and you will get food and drink. I have no doubt that I 
shall find you a situation.’ 

“ ‘Thank you, sir,’ said the seaman, touching his forelock. ‘I’m just off a two- 
yearer in an eight-knot tramp, short-handed at that, and I wants a rest. I thought 
rd get it either with Mr. Beddoes or with you,’ 

“ ‘Ah!’ cried Mr. Trevor. ‘You know where Mr. Beddoes is?’ 

“ ‘Bless you, sir, I know where all my old friends are,’ said the fellow with a 
sinister smile, and he slouched off after the maid to the kitchen. Mi. Trevor mum- 
bled something to us about having been shipmate with the man when he was 
going back to the diggings, and then, leaving us on the lawn, he went indoors. 
An hour later, when we entered the house, we found him stretched dead drunk 
upon the dining-room sofa. The whole incident left a most ugly impression upon 
my mind, and 1 was not sorry next day to leave Donnithorpe behind me, for I felt 
that my presence must be a source of embarrassment to my friend. 

"All this occurred during the first month of the long vacation. I went up to my 
London rooms, where I spent seven w'eeks working out a few experiments in organic 
chemistry. One day, however, when the autumn was far advanced and the vacabon 
drawing to a close, I received a telegram from my fnend imploring me to return 
to Donnithorpe, and saying that he was in great need of my advice and assistance. 
Of course I dropped everything and set out tor the North once more. 

"He met me with the dog-cart at the station, and I saw at a glance that the last 
two months had been very trying ones for him. He had grown thin and carew'oin, 
and had lost the loud, cheery manner for which he had been remaikable. 

‘The governor is dying,' were the first words he said. 

" ‘Impossible!’ I cned. ‘What is the matter?’ 

" ‘Apoplexy. Nervous shock. He’s been on the verge all day. I doubt if we shall 
find him alive.’ 

"I was, as you may think, Watson, horrified at this unexpected news. 

" ‘What has caused it?' I asked. 

“ ‘Ah, that is the point. Jump in an4 we can talk it over while we drive. You 
remember that fellow who came upon the evening before you left us?' 

" ‘Perfectly.’ 

" ‘Do you know who it was that we let into the house that day?’ 

" ‘I have no idea.’ 

" ‘It was the devil, Holmes/ he cried. 

"I stared at him in astonishment. 

"‘Yes, it was the devil himself. We have not had a peaceful hour sincc—not 
one. The governor has never held up his head from that evening, and now the life 
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has been crushed out of him and his heart broken, all through this accursed 
Hudson/ 

“ ‘What power had he, then?* 

“ ‘Ah, that IS what I would give so much to know . The kindly, charitable good 
old governor— how could he have fallen into the clutches of such a ruffian I But I 
am so glad that you have come. Holmes I trust very much to your judgment and 
discrebon, and I know that you will advise me for the best * 

"We were dashing along the smooth white country road, with the long stretch 
of the Bioads in front of us glimmering in the red light of the setting sun From 
a grove upon our left I could already see tlie high chimneys and the flagstaff 
which marked the squire's dwelling 

" ‘My father made the fellow gardener/ said m> companion, and then, as that 
did not satisfy him, he was promoted to be butler The house seemed to be at his 
mercy, and he wandered about and did wiiat he chose in it The maids com- 
plained of his drunken habits and his vile language The dad raised theit wages 
all round to recompense them for the annovance ITie fellow would take the boat 
and my father's best gun and treat himself to little shooting trips And all this 
with such a sneering, leering, insolent face tliat 1 would have knocked him down 
twenty times over if he had been a man of my ov/u age I tell vou, Holmes, I have 
had to keep a tight hold upon mvself all this time, and now I am asking myself 
whether if I had let mys^f go a little more I might not have been a wiser man. 

“‘VVell, matters went from bad to wor e with us, and this animal Hudson be- 
came rnoie and more mtnisive, until at last, on his niak nc some insolent reply to 
my father in my presence one day, I took turn h) the si mldei<* and turned him 
out of the room He slunk away with a iivid face and venomoir eyes which 
uttered more threats than his tongue could (U I don t know what passed between 
the poor dad and him ifttr that, but the dad ( ame *-o me next day and asked me 
whether f would mind apologizing to Hudson I refused, as vou can imagine, and 
asked my father how he could allow such a v^^rctch to take such liberties with him- 
self and his household 

"Ah, mv boy, ' said he, "it is all verv well to talk, but you don't know how 
I am placed But you shall know, Victor I'll see that you shall know, come what 
may You wouldn't believe harm of your poor old father, woidd you, lad?" He 
was very much moved and shut himself up m the study all day, where I could 
see through the window that he was writing busily 
" ‘ riiat es ening there came what seemed to me to be a grand release, for Hudson 
told ds that he was going to leave us He walked into the dining room as we sat 
after dinner and announced his intention in the thick voice ot a half-drunken man, 
" ‘ "I ve had enough of Norfolk," said he “ril run down to Mr Beddocs m 
Hampshire He'll be as glad to see me as you were, I daresay " 

“‘"You're not going away in an unkind spint, Hudson, I hope," said my father 
with a tameness which made my blood boil 

"I've not had my 'pology,” said he sulkily, glancing in my direction 
"“‘Victor, you will acknowledge that you have used this worthy fellow rather 
roughly," said the dad, turning to me 

"‘"On the contrary, I think that we base both shown extraordinary patience 
towards him," I answered 

" ‘ "Oh, you do, do you?" he snarled "Very good, mate We'll see about thatl" 
"‘He slouched out of the room and half an hour afterwards left the house, 
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leaving my father in a state of pitiable nervousness. Night after night I heard him 
pacing his room, and it was just as he was recovering his confidence that the blow 
did at last fall/ 

** "And how?" I asked eagerly. 

“ "In a most extraordinary fashion. A letter arrived for my father yesterday eve- 
ning, bearing the Fordingham postmark. My father read it, clapped both his 
hands to his head, and began running round the room in little circles like a man 
who has been driven out of his senses. When I at last drew him down on to the 
sofa, his mouth and eyelids were all puckered on one side, and I saw that he had 
a stroke. Dr. Fordham came over at once. We put him to bed, but the paralysis 
has spread, he has shown no sign of returning consciousness, and I think that we 
shall hardly find him alive." 

“‘You horrify me, Trevorl* I cried, ‘What then could have been in this letter 
to cause so dreadful a result?" 

“ ‘Nothing. There lies the inexplicable part of it. The message was absurd and 
trivial. Ah, my God, it is as I fearedl" 

“As he spoke we came round the curve of the avenue and saw in the fading 
light that every blind in the house had been drawn down. As we dashed up to 
the door, my friend"s face convulsed with grief, a gentleman in black emerged 
from it. ,, 

“ ‘When did it happen, doctor?’ asked Trevor. 

“ ‘Almost immediately after you left." 

“ "Did he recover consciousness?" 

“ ‘For an instant before the end." 

“ ‘Any message for me?" 

“ ‘Only that the papers were in the back drawer of the Japanese cabinet." 

“My friend ascended with the doctor to the chamber of death, while I remained 
in the study, turning the whole matter over and over in my head, and feeling as 
sombre as ever I had done in my life. What was the past of this Trevor, pugili.st, 
traveller, and gold-digger, and how had he placed himself in the power of this 
acid-faced seaman? Why^ too, should he faint at an allusion to the half-effaced 
initials upon his arm and die of fright when he had a letter from Fordingham? 
TTien I remembered that Fordingham was in Hampshire, and that this Mr. Bed- 
does, whom the seaman had gone to visit and presumably to blackmail, had also 
been mentioned as living in Hampshire. The letter, then, might either come from 
Hudson, the seaman, saying that he had betrayed the guilty secret which appeared 
to exist, or it might come from Beddoes, warning an old confederate that such a 
betrayal was imminent. So far it seemed clear enough. But then how could this 
letter be trivial and grotesque, as described by the son? He must have misread it. 
If so, it must have been one of those ingenious secret codes which mean one thing 
while they seem to mean another. I must see this letter. If there was a hidden 
meaning in it, I was confident that I could pluck it forth. For an hour I sat ponder- 
ing over it in the gloom, until at last a weeping maid brought in a lamp, and close 
at her heels came my friend Trevor, pale but composed, with tliese very papers 
which lie upon my knee held in his grasp. He sat down opposite to me, drew the 
lamp to the edge of the table, and handed me a short note scribbled, as you see, 
upon a sin^e sheet of gray paper. ‘The supply of game for London is going steadily 
up," it ran. ‘Head-keeper Hudson, we believe, has been now told to receive all 
orden for fiy-paper and for preservation of your hen-pheasant's life." 
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"I daresay my face looked as bewildered as yours did just now when first I read 
this message. Then I reread it very carefully. It was evidently as I had thought^ 
and some secret meaning must lie buried in this strange combination of words. 
Or could it be that there was a preananged significance to such phrases as *fly- 
paper' and hen-pheasant'? Such a meaning would be arbitrary and could not 
deduced in any way. And yet I was loath to believe that this was the case, and the 
presence of the word Hudson seemed to show that the subject of the message was 
as I had guessed, and that it was from Beddoes rather than the sailor. I tried it 
backward, but the combination 'life pheasant’s hen’ was not encouraging. Then 1 
tried alternate words, but neither 'the of for' nor 'supply game London’ promised 
to throw any light upon it. 

*'And then in an instant the key of the riddle was in my hands, and I saw that 
every third word, beginning with the first, would give a message which might well 
drive old Trevor to despair. 

"It was short and terse, the warning, as I now read it to my companion: 

" 'The game is up. Hudson has told all. Fly for your life.’ 

"Victor Trevor sank his face into his shaking hands. ‘It must be that, I suppose,’ 
said he. 'This is worse than death, for it means disgrace as well. But what is the 
meaning of these "head-keepers” and "hen-pheasants”?’ 

" 'It means nothing to the message, but it might mean a good deal to us if we 
had no other means of discovering the sender. You see that he has begun by 
writing "The , . . game . . . is,” and so on. Afterwards he had, to fulfil the pre- 
arranged cipher, to fill in any two words in each space. He would naturally use 
the first words which came to his mind, and if there were so many which refened 
to sport among them, you may be tolerably sure that he is cither an ardent shot 
or interested in breeding. Do you know anything of this Beddoes?’ 

"'Why, now that you mention* it,’ said he, '1 remember that my poor father 
used to have an invitation from him to shoot over his preserves every autumn.’ 

"'TTien it is undoubtedly from him that the note comes,’ said I. ‘It only re- 
mains for us to find out what this secret was which the sailor Hudson seems to 
have held over the heads of these two wealthy and respected men.’ 

" 'Alas, Holmes, I fear that it is one of sin and shamel' cried my friend. 'But 
from you I shall have no secrets. Here is the statement which was drawn up by 
my father when he knew that the danger from Hudson had become imminent. I 
found it in the Japanese cabinet, as he told the doctor. Take it and read it to me, 
for I have neither the strength nor the courage to do it myself.’ 

"These are the very papers, Watson, which he handed to me, and I will read 
them to you, as I read them in the old study that night to him. They are endorsed 
outside, as you see, ‘Some particulars of the voyage of the bark Gloria Scott, 
from her leaving Falmouth on the 8th October, 1855, to her destruction in N. 
Lat. 15* 20', W. Long. 25* 14', on Nov. 6th.’ It is in the form of a letter, and 
runs in this way. 

" *My dear, dear son, now that approaching disgrace begins to darken the closing 
years of my life, I can write with all truth and honesty that it is not the terror 
of the law, it is not the loss of my position in the county, nor is it my fall in the 
eyes of all who have known me, which cuts me to the heart; but it is the thought 
that you should come to blifth for me— you who love me and who have seldom, 
I hope, had reason to do other than respect me. But if the blow falls which is 
forevefttianging over me, then I should wish you to read this, that you may know 
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straight from me how far I have been to blame. On the other band, if all should 
go well (which may kind God Almighty grant!), then, if by any chance this paper 
should be still undestroyed and should fall into your hands, I conjure you, by 
all you hokl sacred, by the memory of your dear mother, and by the love which 
has been between us, to hurl it into the fire and to never give one thought to it 
again. 

‘If then your eye goes on to read this line, I know that I shall already have 
been exposed and dragged from my home, or, as is more likely, for you know 
that my heart is weak, be lying with my tongue sealed forever in death. In cither 
case the time for suppression is past, and every word which I tell you is the naked 
truth, and this I swear as I hope for mercy. 

“ ‘My name, dear lad, is not Trevor. I was James Armitage in my younger days, 
and you can understand now the shock that it was to me a few weeks ago when 
your college friend addressed me in words which seemed to imply that he had 
surprised my secret. As Armitage it was that I entered a London banking-house, 
and as Armitage I was convicted of breaking my country's laws, and was sentenced 
to transportation. Do not think very harshly of me, laddie. It was a debt of honour, 
so called, which 1 had to pay, and I used money which was not my own to do it, 
in the certainty that I could replace it before there could be any possibility of its 
being missed. But the most dreadful ill-luck punued me^^The money which I had 
reckoned upon never came to hand, and a premature examination of accounts ex- 
jxiscd my deficit. The case might have been dealt leniently with, but the laws 
were more harshly administered thirty years ago than now, and on my twenty* 
third birthday I found myself chained as a felon with thirty-seven ether convicts 
m the 'tween-decks of the bark Gloria Scott, bound for Australia. 

*“It was the year *55, when the Crimean War was at its height, and the old 
convict ships had been largely used as transports in the Black Sea. The government 
was compelled, therefore, to use smaller and less suitable vessels for sending out 
their prisoners. The Gloria Scott had been in the Chinese tea-trade, but she was 
an old-fashioned, heavy-bowed, broad-beamed craft, and the new clippers had cut 
her out. She was a five-hundred-ton boat; and besides her thirty-eight jail-birds, 
she carried twenty-six of a crew, eighteen soldiers, a captain, three mates, a doctor, 
a chaplain, and four warders. Nearly a hundred souls were in her, all told, when 
we set sail from Falmouth, 

‘T'lie partitions between the cells of the convicts instead of being of thick oak, 
as is usual in convict-ships, were quite thin and frail. The man next to me, upon 
the aft side, was one whom I had particularly noticed when we were led down 
the quay. He was a young man with a clear, hairless face, a long, thin nose, and 
rather nut-cracker jaws. He carried his head very jaunbly in the air, had a swag- 
gering style of walking, and was, above^ all else, remarkable for his extraordinary 
height. I don't think any of our heads would have come up to his shoulder, and 
I am sure that he could not have measured less than six and a half feet. It was 
strange among so many sad and weary faces to see one which was full of energy 
and resolution. The sight of it was to me like a fire in a snowstorm. I was glad, 
then, to find that he was my neighbour, and gladder still when, in the dead of the 
night, I heard a whisper close to my ear and found that he had managed to cut an 
opening in the board which separated us. 

" ‘ “Hullo, chummy!" said he, “what's your name, and what are you here for?'* 

“ ‘I answered him, and asked in turii who I was talking with. 
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•* ‘ ‘‘rm Jack Piendergast,*' said he, “and by God! youTl learn to bless my name 
before you've done with me.” 

“ 'I remembered bearing of his case, for it was one which had made an immense 
sensation throughout the country some time before my own arrest. He was a man 
of good family and of great abUity, but of incurably vicious habits, who had by 
an ingenious system of fraud obtained huge sums of money from the leading Lon* 
don merchants. 

“ ‘ “Ha, ha! You remember my case!” said he proudly. 

“ ‘ “Very well, indeed.” 

“ * “Then maybe you remember something queer about it?” 

“ ‘ “What was that, then?” 

“ ‘ “I'd had nearly a quarter of a million, hadn't I?” 

“‘“So it was said.” 

“ ‘ “But none was recovered, eh?” 

“‘“No.” 

“ ‘ “Well, where d'ye suppose the balance is?” he asked. 

“‘“I have no idea,” said I. 

“‘“Right between my finger and thumb,” he cned. “By God! IVe got more 
pounds to my name than you've hairs on your head. And if you've money, my 
son, and know how to handle it and spread it, you can do anything. Now, you 
don't think it likely that a man who could do anything is going to wear his breeches 
out sitting in the stinking hold of a rat>gutted, beetle^ndden, mouldy old coffin 
of a Chin China coaster. No, sir, such a man will look after himself and will look 
after his chums. You may lay to that! You hold on to him, and you may kiss the 
Book that he'll haul you through.” 

“ ‘That was his style of talk, and at first I thought it meant nothing; but after 
a while, when he had tested me ahd sworn me in with all possible solemnity, 
he let me understand that there really was a plot to gain command of the vessel. 
A dozen of the prisoners had hatched it before they came aboard, Prendergast was 
the leader, and his money was the motive power. 

“I'd a partner,” said he, “a rare good man, as tiue as a stock to a barrel. He's 
got the dibbs, he has, and where do you think he is at this moment? Why, he's 
the chaplain of this ship— the chaplain, no less! He came aboard with a black coat, 
and his papers right, and money enough in his box to buy the thing right up 
from keel to main-truck. The crew are his, body and soul. He could buy 'em at so 
much a gross with a cash discount, and he did it before ever they signed on. He's 
got two of the warders and Mereer, the second mate, and he'd get the captain 
himself, if he thought him worth it.” 

“ ‘ “\^at are we to do, then?” I asked. 

“ ‘ “What do you think?” said he. “We'll make the coats of some of these sol- 
diers redder than ever the tailor did.” 

“ ‘ “But they arc armed,” said 1. 

“ ‘ “And so shall we be, my boy. There's a brace of pistols for every mother's 
son of us; and if we can't carry this ship, with the crew at our back, it's time we 
were all sent to a young misses’ boarding-school. You speak to your mate upon 
t^e left to-night, and see if he is to be trusted.” 

“ ‘I did so and found my other neighbour to be a young fellow in much the same 
position as myself, whose crime had been forgery. His name was Evans, but he 
afterwas|s changed it, like myself, and he is now a rich and prosperous man in the 
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south of England. He was ready enough to join the conspiracy, as the only means 
of saving ourselves, and before we had crossed the bay there were only two of the 
prisoners who were not in the scaet. One of these was of weak mind, and we did 
not dare to trust him, and the other was suffering from jaundice and could not be 
of any use to us. 

‘From the beginning there was really nothing to prevent us from taking pos- 
session of the ship. The crew were a set of ruffians, specially picked for the job. 
The sham chaplain came into our cells to exhort us, carrying a black bag, supposed 
to be full of tracts, and so often did he come that by the third day we had each 
stowed away at the foot of our beds a file, a brace of pistols, a pound of powder, 
and twenty slugs. Two of the warders were agents of Prendcrgast, and the second 
mate was his right-hand man. The captain, the two mates, two warden, Lieutenant 
Martin, his eighteen soldiers, and the doctor were all that we had against us. Yet, 
safe as it was, we determined to neglect no precaution, and to make our attack 
suddenly by night. It came, however, more quickly than we expected, and in this 
way. 

“ *One evening, about the third week after our start, the doctor had come down 
to one of the prisoners who was ill, and, putting his hand down on the bottom 
of his bunk, he felt the outline of the pistols. If he had been silent he might have 
blown the whole thing, but he was a nervous little chap, so^hc gave a cry of surprise 
and turned so pale that the man knew what was up in an instant and seized him. 
He was gagged before hi could give the alarm and tied down upon the bed. He 
had unlocked the door that led to the deck, and we were through it in a rush. 
The two sentries were shot down, and so was a corporal who came running to see 
what was the matter. There were two more soldiers at the door of the stateroom, 
and their muskets seemed not to be loaded, for they never fired upon us, and 
they were shot while trying to fix their bayonets. Then we rushed on into the 
captain's cabin, but as we pushed open the door there was an explosion from 
within, and there he lay with his brains smeared over the chart of the Atlantic 
which was pinned upon the table, while the chaplain stood with a smoking pistol 
in his hand at his elbow. The two mates had both been seized by the crew, and 
the whole business seemed to be settled. 

" ‘The stateroom was next the cabin, and we flocked in there and flopped down 
on the settees, all speaking together, for we were just mad with the feeling that 
wc were free once more. There were lockers all round, and Wilson, the sham 
chaplain, knocked one of them in, and pulled out a dozen of brown shcny. Wc 
cracked off the necks of the bottles, poured the stuff out into tumblers, and were 
just tossing them off when in an instant without warning there came the roar of 
muskets in our ears, and the saloon was so full of smoke that we could not .sec 
across the table. When it cleared again the place was a shambles. Wilson and 
eight others were wriggling on the top of each other on the floor, and the blood 
and the brown sherry on that table turn me sick now when I think of it. Wc were 
so cowed by the sight that I think we should have given the job up if it had not 
been for Prendcrgast. He bellowed like a bull and rushed for the door with all 
that were left alive at his heels. Out we ran, and there on the poop were the 
lieutenant and ten of his men. The swing skylights above the saloon table had 
been a bit open, and they had fired on us through the slit. We got on them before 
they could load, and they stood to it like men; but we had the upper hand of them, 
and in five minutes it was all over. My GodI was there ever a slaughter-house like 
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that shipl Prendergast was like a raging devil, and he picked the soldiers up as 
if they had been children and threw them overboard alive or dead. There was one 
sergeant that was horribly wounded and yet kept on swimming for a surprising 
time until someone in mercy blew out his brains. When the fighting was over 
there was no one left of our enemies except just the warders, the mates, and the 
doctor. 

“ ‘It was over them that the great quarrel arose. There were many of us who 
were glad enough to win back our freedom, and yet who had no wish to have 
murder on our souls. It was one thing to knock the soldiers over with their muskets 
in their hands, and it was another to stand by while men were being killed in 
cold blood. Eight of us, five convicts and three saiters, said that we would not see 
it done. But there was no moving Prendergast and those who were with him. Our 
only chance of safety lay in making a clean job of it, said he, and he would not 
leave a tongue with power to wag in a witness-box. It nearly came to our sharing 
the fate of the prisoners, but at last he said that if we wished we might take a 
boat and go. We jumped at the offer, for we were already sick of these blood- 
thirsty doings, and we saw that there would be worse before it was done. We were 
given a suit of sailor togs each, a banel of water, two casks, one of junk and one 
of biscuits, and a compass. Prendergast threw us over a chart, told us that we were 
shipwrecked mariners whose ship had foundered in Lat. 15* and Long. 25* west, 
and then cut the painter and let us go. 

" ‘And now I come to the most, surprising part of my story, my dear son. The 
seamen had hauled the fore-yard aback dunng the rising, but now as we left them 
they brought it square again, and as there was a light wind from the north and 
east the bark began to draw slowly away from us. Our boat lay, rising and falling, 
upon the long, smooth rollers, and Evans and I, who were the most educated of 
the party, were sitting in the slieetsworking out our position and planning what 
coast we should make for. It was a nice question, for Ae Cape Verdes were about 
five hundred miles to the north of us, and the African coast about seven hundred 
to the cast. On the whole, as the wind was coming round to the north, we thought 
that Sierra Leone might be best and turned our head in that direction, the bark 
being at that time nearly hull down on our starboard quarter. Suddenly as we 
looked at her we saw a dense black cloud of smoke shoot up from her, which 
hung like a monstrous tree upon the sky-line. A few seconds later a roar like 
thunder burst upon our ears, and as the smoke thinned away there was no sign 
left of the Gloria Scott. In an instant we swept the boat's head round again and 
pulled with all our strength for the place where the haze still trailing over the water 
marked the scene of this catastrophe. 

“ Tt was a long hour before we reached it, and at first we feared that we had 
come too late to save anyone. A splintered boat and a number of crates and fiag> 
ments of spars rising and falling on the showed us where the vessel had 

foundered; but there was no sign of life, and we had turned away jn despair, when 
we heard a cry for help and saw at some distance a piece of wreckage with a man 
lying stretched across it. When we pulled him aboard the boat he proved to be a 
young seaman of the name of Hudson, who was so burned and exhausted that he 
could give us no account of what had happened until the following morning. 

“ Tt seemed that after we had left, Prendergast and his gang had proceeded to 
put to death the five remaining pnsoners. The two warden had been shot and 
thrown ^erboard, and so also had the third mate. Prendergast then descended into 
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the 'tween-decks and with his own hands cut the throat of the unfortunate surgeon. 
There only remained the first mate, who was a bold and active man. When he 
saw the convict approaching him with the bloody knife in his hand he kicked off his 
bonds, which he had somehow contrived to loosen, and rushing down the deck 
he plunged into the after-hold. A dozen convicts, who descended with their pistols 
in search of him, found him with a match-box in his hand seated beside an open 
powder-banel, which was one of the hundred carried on board, and swearing that 
he would blow all hands up if he were in any way molested. An instant later the 
explosion occurred, though Hudson thought it was caused by the misdirected bullet 
of one of the convicts rather than the mate's match. Be the cause what it may, 
it was the end of the Gloria Scott and of the rabble who held command of her. 

'Such, in a few words, my dear boy, is the history of this terrible business in 
which I was involved. Next day we were picked up by the brig Hotspur, bound 
for Australia, whose captain found no difficulty in believing that we were the 
survivors of a passenger ship which had foundered. The transport ship Gloria Scott 
was set down by the Admiralty as being lost at sea, and no word has ever leaked 
out as to her true fate. After an excellent voyage the Hotspur landed us at Sydney, 
where Evans and I changed our names and made our way to the diggings, where, 
among the crowds who were gathered from all nations, we had no difficulty in 
losing our former identities. The rest I need not relate. Wfc prospered, we travelled, 
we came back as rich colonials to England, and we bought country estates. For more 
than twenty years we have led peaceful and useful lives, and we hoped that our 
past was forever buried. Imagine, then, my feelings when in the seaman who came 
to us I recognized instantly the man who had been picked off the wreck. He bad 
tracked us down somehow and had set himself to live upon our fears. You will 
understand now how it was that I strove to keep the peace with him, and you will 
in some measure sympathize with me in the fears which fill me, now that he has 
gone from me to his other victim with threats upon his tongue/ 

“Underneath is written iij a hand so shaky as to be hardly legible, ‘Beddoes 
writes in cipher to say H. has told all. Sweet Lord, have mercy on our souls!' 

“That was the narrative which I read that night to young Trevor, and I think, 
Watson, that under the circumstances it was a dramatic one. The good fellow was 
heart-broken at it, and went out to the Terai tea planting, where I hear that he 
is doing well. As to the sailor and Beddoes, neither of them was ever heard of 
again after that day on which the letter of warning was written. They both dis- 
appeared utterly and completely. No complaint had been lodged with the police, 
so that Beddoes had mistaken a threat for a deed. Hudson had been seen lurking 
about, and it was believed by the police that he had done away with Beddoes and 
had fled. For myself I believe that the truth was exactly the opposite. I think that 
it is most probable that Beddoes, pushed to desperation and believing himself 
to have been already betrayed, had revenged himself upon Hudson, and had fled 
from the country with as much money as he could lay his hands on. Those are the 
facts of the case. Doctor, and if they are of any use to your collection, I am sure 
that they are very heartily at your service." 


225 



THE MUSGRAVE RITUAL 


An anomaly which often struck me in the character of my friend Sherlock Holmes 
was that, although in his methods of thought he was the neatest and most 
methodical of mankind, and although also he affected a certain quiet primness of 
dress, he was none the less in his personal habits one of the most untidy men 
that ever drove a fellow-lodger to distraction. Not that I am in the least conven- 
tional in that respect myself. The rough-and-tumble work in Afghanistan, coming 
on the top of natural Bohemianism of disposition, has made me rather mote lax 
than befits a medical man. But with me there is a limit, and when 1 find a man 
who keeps his cigars in the coal-scuttle, his tobacco in the toe end of a Persian 
slipper, and his unanswered correspondence transfixed by a jack-knife into the very 
centre of his wooden mantelpiece, then I begin to give myself virtuous aits. I have 
always hdd, too, that pistol practice should be distinctly an open-air pastime; and 
when Holmes, in one of his queer humours, would sit in an armchair with his 
hair-trigger and a hundred Boxer cartridges and proceed to adorn the opposite 
wall witii a patriotic V. R. done in bullet-pocks, I felt strongly that neither the 
atmosphere nor the appearance of our room was improved by it. 

Our chambers were always full of chemicals and of criminal relics which had 
a way of wandering into unlikely positions, and of turning up in the butter-dish 
or in even less desirable places. But his papers were my great crux. He had a 
horror of destroying documents, especially those which were connected with his 
past cases, and yet it was only oi^ in every year or two that he would muster 
energy to docket and arrange theifi; for, as I have mentioned somewhere in these 
incoherent memoirs, the outbursts of passionate energy when he performed the 
remarkable feats with which his name is associated were followed by reactions of 
lethargy during which he would lie about with his violin and his books, hardly 
moving save from the sofa to the table. Thus month after month his papers ac- 
cumulated until every comer of the room was stacked with bundles of manuscript 
which were on no account to be burned, and which could not be put away save 
by their owner. One winter’s night, as we sat together by the fire, I ventured to 
suggest to him that, as he had finished pasting extracts into his commonplace 
book, he might employ the next two hours in making our room a little mote 
habitable. He could not deny the justice of my request, so with a rather rueful 
face lie went off to his bedroom, from which he returned presendy pulling a large 
tin box behind him. This he placed in the middle of the floor, and, squatting 
down upon a stool in front of it, he threw back the lid. I could see that it was 
already a third full of bundles of paper tied up with red tape into separate packages. 

nrhere are cases enough here, Watson,” said he, looking at me with mischievous 
eyes. ”I think that if you knew aU that I had in this box you would ask me to 
pull some out instead of putting others in.” 

'These are the records of your early work, then?” I asked. "1 have often wished 
that 1 had notes of those cases.” 

*70$, my boy, these were all done prematurely before my biographer had come 
to glorify me.” He lifted bundle after bundle in a tender, caressing sort of way. 
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*They are not all successes, Watson/* said he. '*But there are some pretty little 
problems among them. Here's the record of the Tarieton murders, and the case 
of Vambeny, the wine merchant, and the adventure of the old Russian woman, 
and the singular affair of the aluminum crutch, as well as a full account of Rico- 
letti of the club-foot, and his abominable wife. And here-ah, now, this really is 
something a little rechercM” 

He dived his arm down to the bottom of the chest and brought up a small 
wooden box with a sliding lid such as children's toys are kept in. From within he 
produced a crumpled piece of paper, an old-fashioned brass key, a peg of wood 
with a ball of string attached to it, and three rusty old discs of metal. 

“Well, my boy, what do you make of this lot?" he asked, smiling at my expres- 
sion. 

“It is a curious collection.” 

“Very curious, and the story that hangs round it will strike you as being more 
curious still." 

‘These relics have a history, then?" 

“So much so that they are history." 

“What do you mean by that?" 

Sherlock Holmes picked them up one by one and laid them along the edge of 
the table. Then he reseated himself in his chair and looked them over with a gleam 
of satisfaction in his eyes. 

“These," said he, “are all that I have left to remind me of the adventure of the 
Musgrave Ritual.” 

I had heard him mention the case more than once, though I had never been 
able to gather the details. “I should be so glad," said I, “if you would give me an 
account of it." 

“And leave the litter as it is?” he cried mischievously. “Your tidiness won't 
bear much strain, after all, Watson. But I should be glad that you should add 
this case to your annals, for there are points in it which make it quite unique in 
the criminal records of this or, I believe, of any other country. A collection of my 
trifling achievements would certainly be incomplete which contained no account 
of this very singular business. 

“You may remember how the affair of the Gloria Scott, and my conversation 
with the unhappy man whose fate I told you of, first turned my attention in the 
direction of the profession which has become my life's work. You sec me now 
when my name has become known far and wide, and when I am generally recog- 
nized both by the public and by the official force as being a final court of appeal 
in doubtful cases. Even when you knew me first, at the time of the affair which 
you have commemorated in ‘A Study in Scarlet,' I had already established a com 
siderablc, though not a very lucrative, connection. You can hardly realize, then, 
how difficult I found it at first, and how long I had to wait before I succeeded in 
making any headway. 

“^Vhen I first came up to London I had rooms in Montague Street, just rcund 
the corner from the British Museum, and there I waited, filling in my too abundant 
leisure time by studying all those branches qJ science which might make me more 
efficient. Now and again cases came in my way, principally through the introduction 
of old fellow students, for during my last years at the university there was a good 
deJ of talk there about myself and diy methods. 'Tlie third of these cases was 
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Uiat of the Mosgrave Ritual, and it is to the interest which was aroused by that 
«{ngnlar chain of events, and the large issues which i«oved to be at stake, that I 
trace my first stride towards the position whkh I now hold. 

*Reg^aald Musgtave had bear in the same college as myself, and I had some 
sli^t acquaintance with him. He was not generally popular among the under- 
graduates, though it always seemed to me that what was set down as pride was 
really an attempt to cover extreme natural diffidence. In appearance he was a man 
of an exceedingly aristocratic type, thin, high-nosed, and large-eyed, with languid 
and yet courtly mannera. He was indeed a scion of one of the very oldest families 
in the kingdom, though his branch was a cadet one which had separated from the 
northern Musgraves some time in the sixteenth century and had established itself 
in western Sussex, where the Manor House of Hurlstone is perhaps the oldest 
inhabited building in the county. Something of his birth-place seemed to cling 
to the man, and 1 never looked at his pale, keen face or the poise of his head 
without associating him with gray archways and mullioned windows and all the 
venerable wreckage of a feudal keep. Once or twice we drifted into talk, and I 
can remember that more than once he expressed a keen interest in my methods 
of observation and inference. 

‘Tor four years I had seen nothing of him until one morning he walked into 
my room in Montague Street. He had changed little, was dressed like a young 
rtMU of fashion— he was always a bit of a dandy— and preserved the same quiet, 
suave manner which had formerly distinguished him. 

“ ‘How has all gone with you, Musgrave?’ I asked after we had cordially shaken 
hands. 

“ ‘You probably heard of my poor father’s death,’ said he; ‘he was carried off 
about two yean ago. Since then I have of course had the Hurlstone estate to 
manage, and as I am member for my distnct as well, my life has been a busy one. 
But I undentand. Holmes, that you are turning to practical ends those powers with 
which you used to amaze us?’ 

“ ‘Yes,' said I, ‘I have taken to living by my wits.’ 

“‘I am delighted to hear it, for your advice at present would be exceedingly 
valuable to me. We have had some very strange doings at Hurlstone, and the 
police have been able to throw no light upon the matter. It is really the most ex- 
traordinary and inexplicable business.’ 

“You can imagine with what eagerness I listened to him, Watson, for the very 
chance for which I had been panting during all those months of inaction seemed 
to have come within my reach. In my inmost heart I believed that I could succeed 
where others failed, and now I had the opportunity to test myself. 

“ ‘Pray let me have the details,’ I cried. 

“Reginald Musgrave sat down opposite to me and lit the cigarette which I had 
pushed towards him. 

“ 'You must know,' said he, ‘that though 1 am a bachelor, I have to keep up a 
considerable staff of servants at Hurlstone, for it is a rambling old place and takes 
a good deal of looking after. I preserve, too, and in the pheasant months I usually 
have a house-party, so that it would not do to be short-handed. Altogether there 
are eight maids, toe cook, the butler, two footmen, and a boy. The garden and 
the stables of course have a wparate staff. 

“ ‘Of these servants the one who had been longest in our service was Brunton, 
the bu^er. He was a young schoolmaster out of place when he was first taken up 
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by my father, but he was a man of great energy and character, and he soon became 
quite invaluable in the household. He was a well-grown, handsome man, with a 
splendid forehead, and though he has been with us for twenty years he cannot be 
more than forty now. With his personal advantages and his extraordinary gifts— 
for he can speak several languages and play nearly every musical instrument-it 
is wonderful that he should have been satisfied so long in such a position, but I 
suppose that he was comfortable and lacked energy to make any change. The butler 
of Hurlstone is always a thing that is remembered by all who visit us. 

‘But this paragon has one fault. He is a bit of a Don Juan, and you can imagine 
that for a man like him it is not a very difficult part to play in a quiet country 
district. When he was married it was all right, but since he has been a widower we 
have had no end of trouble with him. A few months ago we were in hopes that he 
was about to settle down again, for he became engaged to Rachel Howells, our 
second housemaid; but he has thrown her over since then and taken up with 
Janet Tregellis, the daughter of the head game^keeper. Rachel— who is a very good 
girl, but of an excitable Welsh temperament— had a sharp touch of brain-fever and 
goes about the house now— or did until yesterday— like a black-eyed shadow of her 
former self. That was our first drama at Hurlstone; but a second one came to drive 
it from our minds, and it was prefaced by the disgrace and dismissal of butler 
Brunton. 

‘“This was how it came about. I have said that the ''man was intelligent, and 
this very intelligence has caused his ruin, for it seems to have led to an insatiable 
curiosity about things which did not in the least concern him. I had no idea of 
the lengths to which this would carry him until the merest accident opened my 
eyes to it. 

“ ‘I have said that the house is a rambling one. One day last week— on Thurs- 
day night, to be more exact-I found that I could not sleep, having foolishly taken 
a cup of strong cafi noir after my dinner. After struggling against it until two 
in the morning, I felt that it was quite hopeless, so I rose and lit the candle with 
the intention of continuing a novel which I was reading. The book, however, had 
been left in the billiard-room, so 1 pulled on my dressing-gown and started off to 
get it. 

‘“In order to reach the billiard-room I had to descend a flight of stairs and 
then to cross the head of a passage which led to the library and the gun-room. You 
can imagine my surprise when, as I looked down this corridor, I saw a glimmer 
of light coming from the open door of the library. I had myself extinguished the 
lamp and closed the door before coming to bed. Naturally my first thought was of 
burglars. The corridors at Hurlstone have their walls largely decorated with tro- 
phies of old weapons. From one of these I picked a battle-axe, and then, leaving my 
candle behind me, I crept on tiptoe down the passage and peeped in at the open 
door. 

“ ‘Brunton, the butler, was in the library. He was sitting, fully dressed, in an 
casy-chair, with a slip of paper which looked like a map upon his knee, and his 
forehead sunk forward upon his hand in deep thought. I stood dumb with 
astonishment, watching him from the darkness. A small taper on the edge of the 
table shed a feeble light which sufficed to show me that he was fully dressed. 
Suddenly, as 1 looked, he rose from his chair, and, walking over to a bureau at the 
side, he unlocked it and drew out one of the drawen. From this he took a paper, 
and, returning to his seat, he flattened it out beside the taper oa the edge of the 
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table and began to study it with minute attention. My indignation at this calm 
examination of our family documents overcame me so far that I took a step for- 
ward, and Brunton, lodking up, saw me standing in the doorway. He sprang to his 
feet, his face tum^ livid with fear, and he thrust into his breast the chart-like 
paper which he had been originally studying. 

‘*‘“Sor said I. TTiis is how you repay the trust which we have reposed in you. 
You will leave my service to-monow." 

** *He bowed with the look of a man who is utterly crushed and slunk past me 
without a word. The taper was still on the table, and by its light I glanced to see 
what the paper was which Bninton had taken from the bureau. To my surprise 
it was nothing of any importance at all, but simply a copy of the questions and 
answers in the singular old observance called the Musgrave Ritual. It is a sort of 
ceremony peculiar to our family, which each Musgrave for centuries past has gone 
through on his coming of age— a thing of private interest, and perhaps of some 
little importance to the archaeologist, like our own blazonings and charges, but 
of no practical use whatever.' 

** *We had better come back to the paper afterwards,' said I. 

*If you think it really necessary,' he answered with some hesitation. To con- 
tinue my statement, however: I relocked the bureau, using the key which Brunton 
had left, and I had turned to go when I was surprised to find that the butler had 
returned, and was standing before me. 

* ^'Mr. Musgrave, sir," he cried in a voice which was hoarse with emotion, '"I 
can't bear disgrace, sir. I’ve always been proud above my station in life, and dis- 
grace would kill me. My blood will be on your head, sir— it will, indeed- if yoi^ 
drive me to despair. If you cannot keep me after what has passed, then for God ^ 
sake let me give you notice and leave in a month, as if of my own free will. I couH 
stand that, Mr. Musgrave, but not to be cast out before all the folk that 1 know 
so well." 

" ‘ Tou don’t deserve much consideration, Brunton," 1 answered. *Tour conduct 
has been most infamous. However, as you have been a long time in the family, 
I have no wish to bring public disgrace upon you. A month, however, is too long. 
Take yourself away in a week, and give what reason you like for going." 

"Only a week, sir?" he cried in a despairing voice. “A fortnight— say at least 
a fortnight!" 

"‘"A week," I repeated, "and you may consider yourself to have been very 
leniently dealt with." 

" ‘He crept away, his face sunk upon his breast, like a broken man, while 1 put 
out the light and returned to my room. 

"‘For two days after this Brunton was most assiduous in his attention to his 
duties. I made no allusion to what had passed and waited with some curiosity to 
see how he would cover his disgrace. On the third morning, however, he did not 
appear, as was his custom, after breakfast to receive my instructions for the day. 
As I left the dining-room I happened to meet Rachel Howells, the maid. I have 
told you that she had only recently recovered from an illness and was looking so 
wretchedly pale and wan that I remonstrated with her for being at work. 

"‘"You should be in bed," I said. "Come back to your duties when you are 
stronger." 

" ‘She looked at me with so strange an expression that I began to suspect that 
her brain was affected. 



“I am strong enough, Mr. Musgrave," said she. 

“We will see what the doctor says/' I answered. ''You must stop work now, 
and when you go downstain just say that I wish to see Bninton." 

“ ' 'The butler is gone," said she. 

" ‘ "Gonel Gone where?" 

"He is gone. No one has seen him. He is not in his room. Oh, yes, he is gone, 
he is gone!" She fell back against the wall with shriek after shriek of laughter, while 
I, homfied at this sudden hysterical attack, rushed to the bell to summon help. 
The girl was taken to her room, still screaming and sobbing, while I made inquiries 
about Brunton. There was no doubt about it that he had disappeared. His bed 
had not been slept in, he had been seen by no one since he had retired to his room 
he night before, and yet it was difficult to see hbw he could have left the house, 
as both windows and doors were found to be fastened in the morning. His clothes, 
his watch, and even his money were in his room, but the black suit which he 
usually wore was missing. His slippers, too, were gone, but his boots were left 
behind. Where then could butler Brunton have gone in the night, and what could 
have become of him now? 

" ‘Of course we searched the house from cellar to garret, but there was no trace 
of him. It is, as I have said, a labyrinth of an old house, especially the onginal 
wing, which is now practically uninhabited; but we ransacked every room and 
cellar without discovering the least sign of the missing man. It was incredible to 
me that he could have gone away leaving all his property behind him, and yet 
where could he be? I called in the local police, but without success. Rain had 
fallen on the night before, and we examined the lawn and the paths all roi: id the 
house, but in vain. Matters were in this state, when a new development quite drew ' 
our attention away from the original mystery. 

" Tor two days Rachel Howells had been so ill, sometimes delirious, sometimes 
hysterical, that a nurse had been employed to sit up with her at night. On the 
third night after Brunton's disappearance, the nurse, finding her patient sleeping 
nicely, had dropped into a nap in the armchair, when she woke in the early morning 
to find the bed empty, the window open, and no signs of the invalid. 1 was instantly 
aroused, and, with the two footmen, started off at once in search of the missing 
girl. It was not difficult to tell the direction which she had taken, for, starting from 
under her window, we could follow her footmarks easily across the lawn to the 
edge of the mere, where they vanished close to the gravel path which leads out of 
the grounds. The lake there is eight feet deep, and you can imagine our feelings 
when we saw that the trail of the poor demented girl came to an end at the edge 
of it. 

" ‘Of course, we had the drags at once and set to work to recover the remains, 
but no trace of the body could we find. On the other hand, we brought to the 
surface an object of a most unexpected kind. It was a linen bag which contained 
within it a mass of old rusted and discoloured metal and several dull<oloured 
pieces of pebble or glass. This strange find was all that we could get from the mere, 
and, although we made every possible search and inquiry yesterday, we know noth- 
ing of the fate either of Rachel Hpwells or of Richard Brunton. Tie county police 
are at their wit's end, and I have come up to you as a last resource.' 

'Tou can imagine, Watson, with what eagerness I listened to this extraordinary 
sequence of events, and endeavoured to piece them together, and to devise some 
common thread upon which they plight all hang. The buBer was gone. The maid 
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was gone. The maid had loved the butler, but had afterwards had cause to hate 
him. She was of Wdsh blood, fiery and passionate. She had been terribly excited 
immediately after his disappearance. She had flung into tiie lake a bag containing 
some curious contents. 'Ihese were all factors which had to be taken into con- 
sideration, and yet none of them got quite to the heart of die matter. What was the 
starting-point of this chain of events? There lay the end of this tangled line. 

" i must see that paper, Musgrave,’ said I, ‘which diis buder of yours thou^t it 
worth his while to consult, even at the risk of the loss of his place.’ 

“‘It is rather an absurd business, this ritual of ours,’ he answered. ‘But it has 
at least the saving grace of antiquity to excuse it. I have a copy of the questions 
and answers here if you care to run your eye over them.’ 

“He handed me the very paper which I have here, Watson, and this is the 
strange catechism to which each Musgrave had to submit when he came to man's 
estate. I will read you the questions and answers as they stand. 

“ ‘Whose was it?’ 

“ ‘His who is gone.’ 

“ ‘Who shall have it?’ 

" ‘He who will come.’ 

“ ‘Where was the sun?’ 

“‘Over the oak.’ 

“ ‘Where was the shadow?’ 

“ ‘Under the elm.’ 

* ‘How was it stepped?' 

“ ‘North by ten and by ten, east by five and by five, south by two and by two, 
west by one and by one, and so under.’ 

“ ‘^^hlat shall we give for it?' 

“ ‘All that is ours.’ 

“ ‘Why should we give it?’ 

“ ‘For the sake of the trust’ 

“ ‘The original has no date, but is in the spelling of the middle of the seventeenth 
century,* remarked Musgrave. ‘I am afraid, however, that it can be of litde help 
to you in solving this mystery.’ 

“ ‘At least,’ said I, ‘it gives us another mystery, and one which is even more 
interesting than the first. It may be that the solution of the one may prove to be 
the solution of the other. You will excuse me, Musgrave, if I say that your buder 
appean to me to have been a very clever man, and to have had a clearer insight 
than ten generations of his masten.’ 

“‘1 hardly follow you,’ said Musgrave. ‘The paper seems to me to be of no 
practical importance.’ 

“ ‘But to me it seems immensely practical, and I foncy that Brunton took the 
same view. He had probably seen it before that night on which you cau^t him.’ 

“ ‘It is very possible. We took no pains to hide it’ 

“ ‘He simply wished, I should imagine, to refresh his memory upon that last 
occasion. He had, as I understand, some sort of map or chart whidi he was com- 
paring with the nunuscript, and which he thrust into his pocket when you 
appeared.’ 

“ ‘That is true. But what could he have to do with this old famfly custom of outs, 
and what does this rigmarole mean?’ 

“T don’t diink that we dioald hove modi dtflfcolty in determining dwt* said 
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I; Vvith your peimissirm we will talce tiie fint train down to Sussex and go • little 
more deeply into the matter upon the spot.' 

The same afternoon saw us both at Huilstone. Possibly you have seen ptctoies 
and read descriptions of the famous old budding, so I wdl confine my aoooont 
of it to saying that it is built in the shape of an L, the long arm being the mose 
modem portion, and the shorter the ancient nucleus from which the other hu 
developed. Over the low, heavy-lintelled door, in the centre of tiiis <dd part, is 
chiselied the date, 1607, but experts are agreed that the beams and stonew o rk 
are really much older than this. The enormously thick walls and tiny windows 
of this part had in the last century driven the famdy into budding the new wing, 
and the old one was used now as a storehouse and a cellar, when it was used at all. 
A splendid park with fine old timber surrounds the house, and the lake, to which 
my client had referred, lay close to the avenue, about two hundred yards hom tiie 
building. 

"I was already firmly convinced, Watson, that there were not three separate 
mysteries here, but one only, and that if I could read the Musgrave Ritual arij^t 
I should hold in my hand the clue which would lead me to the truth concerning 
both the butler Brunton and the maid Howells. To that then 1 turned all my 
energies. Why should this servant be so anxious to master this old formula? £«> 
dently because he saw somethmg in it which had escaped all those generaticms of 
country squires, and from which he expected some personal advantage. What was 
it then, and how had it affected his fate? 

“It was perfectly obvious to me, on reading the Ritual, that the measurements 
must refer to some spot to which the rest of the document alluded, and that if 
we could find that spot we should be in a fair way towards finding what the secret 
was which the old Musgraves had thought it necessary to embalm in so curious a 
fashion. There were two guides given us to start with, an oak and an elm. As to the 
oak there could be no question at all. Right in front of the house, upon the left- 
hand side of the drive, there stood a patriarch among oaks, one of the most 
magnificent trees that I have ever seen. 

“ ‘That was there when your Ritual was drawn up,’ said I as we drove past it. 

“ ‘It was there at the Norman Conquest in all probability,’ he ansvrered. 'It has 
a girth of twenty-three feet.’ 

“Here was one of my fixed points secured. 

“ ‘Have you any old elms?’ I asked. 

“ "There used to be a very old one over yonder, but it was struck by lightning 
ten years ago, and we cut down the stump.’ 

“ ‘You can see where it used to be?’ 

“‘Oh, yes.’ 

“ ‘There are no other elms?’ 

“ ‘No old ones, but plenty of beeches.’ 

“ ‘I should like to see where it grew.’ 

“We had driven up in a dog<art, and my client led me away at once, without 
our entering the house, to the scar on the lawn where the dm had stood. It was 
nearly midway between the oak and the house. My investigation seemed to be 
progressing. 

“ ‘I suppose it is impossible to find out how high the dm was?’ I asked. 

“ ‘I can give you it at once. It was sixty-four feet.' 

“ 'How do you come to know it?' I asked in surprise. 
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^ ^ When my old tutor used to give me an exercise in trigonometry, it always took 
the shape of measuring heights. When I was a lad I worked out eveiy bm and 
building in the estate.' 

^This was an unexpected piece of luck. My data were coming more quickly than 
I could have reasonably hoped. 

Tell me/ I asked, 'did your butler ever ask you such a question?' 

''Reginald Musgrave looked at me in astonishment. 'Now that you call it to my 
mind/ he answered, 'Brunton did ask me about the height of the tree some months 
ago in connection with some little argument with the groom.' 

This was excellent news, Watson, for it showed me that I was on the right 
road. I looked up at the sun. It was low in the heavens, and 1 calculated that in less 
than an hour it would lie just above the topmost branches of the old oak. One 
condition mentioned in the Ritual would then be fulfilled. And the shadow of the 
elm must mean the farther end of the shadow, otherwise the trunk would have 
been chosen as the guide. 1 had, then, to find where the far end of the shadow 
would fall when the sun was just clear of the oak." 

That must have been difficult. Holmes, when the elm was no longer there." 

"Well, at least I knew that if Brunton could do it, I could also. Besides, there 
was no real difiBcuIty. 1 went with Musgrave to his study and whittled myself this 
peg, to which I tied this long string with a knot at each yard. Then I took two 
lengths of a fishing-rod, which came to just six feet, and I went back with my 
client to where the elm had been. The sun was just grazing the top of the oak. 
I fastened the rod on end, marked out the direction of the shadow, and measured 
it. It was nine feet in length. 

"Of course the calculation now was a simple one. If a rod of six feet threw a 
shadow of nine, a tree of sixty-four feet would throw one of ninety-six, and the 
line of the one would of course be the line of the other. I measured out the dis- 
tance, which brought me almost to th^fwall of the house, and I thrust a peg into the 
spot. You can imagine my exultation, Watson, when within two inches of my peg 
I saw a conical depression in the ground. 1 knew that it was the mark made by 
Brunton in his measurements, and that I was still upon his trail. 

"From this starting-point I proceeded to step, having first taken the cardinal 
points by my pocket-compass. Ten steps with each foot took me along parallel with 
the wall of the house, and again I marked my spot with a peg. Then I carefully 
paced off five to the east and two to the south. It brought me to the very threshold 
of the old door. Two steps to the west meant now that I was to go two paces down 
the stone-flagged passage, and this was the place indicated by the Ritual. 

"Ncver*have I felt such a cold chill of disappointment, Watson. For a moment 
it seemed to me that there must be some radical mistake in my calculations. The 
setting sun shone full upon the passage floor, and I could see that the old, foot-worn 
gray stones with which it was paved were firmly cemented together, and had cer- 
tainly not been moved for many a long year. Brunton had not been at work here. I 
tapped upon the floor, but it sounded the same all over, and there was no sign 
of any crack or crevice. But, fortunately, Musgrave, who had begun to appreciate 
the meaning of my proceedings, and who was now as excited as myself, took out 
his manuscript to check my calculations. 

" ‘And under,' he cried. 'You have omitted the "and under."' 

' I bad thought that it meant that we were to dig, but now, of course, 1 saw at 
once that I was wrong. 'There is a cellax under this then?' 1 cried. 
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“ Tes, and as old as the house. Down here, through this door.’ 

“We went down a winding stone stair, and my companion, striking a match, lit 
a large lantern which stood on a barrel in the comer. In an instant it was obvious 
that we had at last come upon the true place, and that we had not been the only 
people to visit the spot recently. 

“It had been used for the storage of wood, but the billets, which had evidently 
been littered over the floor, were now piled at the sides, so as to leave a clear 
space in the middle. In this space lay a large and heavy flagstone with a rusted 
iron ring in the centre to which a thick shepherd's-check muffler was attached. 

“‘By Jovel' cried my client. ‘That’s Bninton’s muffler. I have seen it on him 
and could swear to it. What has the villain been doing here?* 

"At my suggestion a couple of the county police were summoned to be present, 
and I then endeavoured to raise the stone by pulling on the cravat. I could only 
move it slightly, and it was with the aid of one of the constables that I succeeded 
at last in carrying it to one side. A black hole yawned beneath into which we all 
peered, while Musgrave, kneeling at the side, pushed down the lantern. 

"A small chamber about seven feet deep and four feet square lay open to us. 
At one side of this was a squat, brass-bound wooden box, the lid of which was 
hinged upward, with this curious old-fashioned key projecting from the lock. It 
was furred outside by a thick layer of dust, and damp and wwrms had eaten through 
the wood, so that a crop of livid fungi was growing on the inside of it. Several discs 
of metal, old coins apparently, such as I hold here, were scattered over the bottom 
of the box, but it contained nothing else. 

“At the moment, however, we had no thought for the old chest, for our eyes 
were nveted upon that which crouched beside it. It was the figure of a man, clad 
in a suit of black, who squatted down upon his hams with his forehead sunk upon 
the edge of the box and his two arms thrown out on each side of it. The attitude 
had drawn all the stagnant blood to the face, and no man could have recognized 
that distorted liver-coloured countenance; but his height, his dress, and his hair 
were all sufficient to show my client, when we had drawn the body up, that it was 
indeed his missing butler. He had been dead some days, but there was no wound 
or bruise upon his person to show how he had met his dreadful end. When his 
body had been carried from the cellar wc found ourselves still confronted with a 
problem which was almost as formidable as that with which we had started. 

“I confess that so far, Watson, I had been disappointed in my investigation. 
I had reckoned upon solving the matter when once I had found the place referred 
to in the Ritual; but now I was there, and was apparently as far as ever from know- 
ing what it was which the family had concealed with such elaborate precautions. 
It is true that I had thrown a light upon the fate of Brunton, but now I had to 
ascertain how that fate had come upon hipi, and what part had been played in the 
matter by the woman who had disappeared, I sat down upon a keg in the comer 
and thought the whole matter carefully over. 

“You know my methods in such cases, Watson. I put myself in the man’s place, 
and, having first gauged his intelligence, I try to imagine how I should myself have 
pioceeded under the same circumstances. In this case matter was simplified by 
Branton's intelligence being quite fiirst-rate, so that it was unnecessary to make any 
allowance for personal equation, as the ustronoir.ei's liave dubbed it. He knew 
ih:A \\as amccaled. He liad sputted the place. He found 

tiie stone wnich covered it was just too heavy foi a iiran to move unaided. Wl^at 
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would he do next? He could not get help from outside, even if he had someone 
whom he could trust, without the unbarring of doors a^ considetabie risk of de- 
tection. It was better, if he could, to have bis helpmate inside the house. But whom 
could he ask? This gitl had been devoted to him. A man always finds it hard to 
tealixe that he nuy have finally lost a woman’s love, however iMdly be may have 
treated her. He would try by a few attentions to make his peace with the girl 
Howells, and dien would engage her as his accomplice. Together they would come 
at night to the cellar, and their united force would suffice to raise the stone. So 
for I could fdlow their actioiu as if 1 had actually seen them. 

*Bot for two of diem, and one a woman, it must have been heavy work, the 
raising of that stone. A burly Sussex policeman and I bad found it no light job. 
What would they do to assist them? Probably what I should have done myself. 
I rose and examined carefully the different billets of wood which were scattered 
round the floor. Almost at once I came upon what I expected. One piece, about 
three foet in length, had a very marked indentation at one end, while several were 
flattened at the sides as if they had been compressed by some considerable weight. 
Evidendy, as they had dragged the stone up, they had thrust the chunks of wood 
into the chink until at last when the opening was large enough to crawl through, 
they would hold it open by a bfllet placed lengthwise, which might very well be- 
come indented at the lower end, since the whole weight of the stone would press 
it down on to the edge of this other slab. So far 1 was still on safe ground. 

“And now how was I to proceed to reconstruct this midnight drama? Clearly, 
only one could fit into the hole, and that one was Brunton. The girl must have 
waited above. Brunton then unlocked the box, handed op the contents presuma- 
bly-since they were not to be found-and then-and then what happened? 

“What smouldering fire of vengeance had suddenly sprung into flame in this 
passionate Cdtic woman’s soul when she saw the man who had wronged her— 
wronged her, perhaps, far more th^ we suspected-in her power? Was it a chance 
that the wood bad slipped and t^t the stone had shut Brunton into what had 
become his sepulchre? Had she only been guilty of silence as to his fate? Or had 
some sudden blow from her hand dashed the support away and sent the slab 
cradling down into its place? Be that as it might, I seemed to see that woman's fig- 
ure still clutching at her treasure trove and flying wildly up the winding stair, with 
her ears ringing perhaps with the muffled screams from behind her and with the 
dru mm i ng of ffenzied hands against the slab of stone which was choking her faith- 
less lover’s life out. 

“Here was the secret of her blanched face, her shaken nerves, her peals of hys- 
terical laughter on the next morning. But what had been in the box? What had 
she done with ffiat? Of course, it must have been the old metal and pebbles which 
my dient had dragged from foe mere. She had thrown them in there at the first 
importunity to remove foe last trace of her crime. ^ 

“For twenty minutes I had sat motionless, thinking the matter out. Musgrave 
still stood with a very pale face, swinging his lantern and peering down mto the 
hole. 

“ “rhese are coins of Charles foe First,’ said he, holding out the few which had 
been in foe box; ^ou see we were right in fixmg our date for the Ritual.' 

“‘We may find something else of Charles the First,’ I cried, as the probable 
meaning of the first two que^ons of foe Ritual broke suddenly upon me. ‘Let 
me see foe contents of foe bag which you fished from the mere.' 
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*We ascended to his study, and he laid the debris before me. I could under- 
stand his regarding it as of small importance when I looked at it, for the rrretal 
was almost blad: and the stones lustreless and dull. I nibbed one of them on my 
sleeve, however, and it glowed afterwards like a spark in the dark hollow of my 
hand. The metal work was in the form of a double ring, but it had been bent 
and twisted out of its original shape. 

“ *¥00 must bear in mind,’ said I, ‘that the royal party made head in England 
even after the death of the king, and that when they at last fled they probably 
left many of their most precious possessions buried behind them, with the inten- 
tion of returning for them in more peaceful times.’ 

" ‘My ancestor. Sir Ralph Musgtave, was a prominent cavalier and the ri^t- 
hand man of Charles the Second in his wanderings,’ said my friend. 

“ ‘Ah, indeedi’ I answered. 'Well now, I think that really should give us the last 
link that we wanted. I must congratulate you on coming into the possession, though 
m rather a tragic manner, of a relic which is of great intrinsic value, but of even 
greater importance as a historical curiosity.’ 

"‘What is it, then?’ he gasped in astonishment. 

" ‘It is nothing less than the ancient crown of the kings of England.’ 

“ ‘The crownl’ 

“ Trecisely. Consider what the Ritual says. How does it run? "Whose was it?” 
"His who is gone.” That was after the execution of Charles. ‘Then, "Who shall 
have it?” "He who will come.” That was Charles the Second, whose advent was 
already foreseen. There can, I think, be no doubt that this battered and shapdess 
diadem once encircled the brows of the royal Stuarts.’ 

" ‘And how came it in the pond?’ 

" ‘Ah, that is a question that will take some time to answer.’ And with that I 
sketched out to him the whole long chain of surmise and of proof which I had 
constructed. The twilight had closed in and the moon was shining brightly in the 
sky before my narrative was finished. 

" ‘And how was it then that Charles did not get his crown when he returned?’ 
asked Musgrave, pushing back the relic into its linen bag. 

“ ‘Ah, there you lay your finger upon the one point which we shall jnobably never 
be able to clear up. It is likely that the Musgrave who held the secret died in the 
interval, and by some oversight left this guide to his descendant without explaining 
the meaning of it. From that day to this it has been handed down from fadier to 
son, until at last it came within reach of a man who tore its secret out of it and 
lost his life in the venture.’ 

"And that’s the story of the Musgrave Ritual. Watson. They have the crown 
down aT'Darlstone— though they had some legal bother and a considerable sum 
to pay before..they were allowed to retain it. I am sure that if you mentioned my 
name they would be happy to show it to you. Of the woman nothing was ever 
heard, and die probability is that she got away out of England and carried herself 
and the memory of her crime to some land beyond the seas.” 
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THE REIGATE PUZZLE 


It was some time before the health of my friend Mr. Sherlock Holmes recovered 
from the strain caused by his immense exertions in the spring of ’ 87 . The whole 
question of the Netherland-Sumatra Company and of the colossal schemes of 
Baron Maupertuis are too recent in the minds of the public, and are too intimately 
concerned with politics and finance to be fitting subjects for this series of sketches. 
They led, however, in an indirect fashion to a singular and complex problem which 
^ve my friend an opportunity of demonstrating ^e value of a fresh weapon among 
the many with which he waged his lifelong battle against crime. 

On refening to my notes I see that it was upon the fourteenth of April that I 
received a telegram from Lyons which informed me that Holmes was lying ill in 
the Hotel Dulong. Within twenty-four hours 1 was in his sick-room and was re- 
lieved to find that there was nothing formidable in his symptoms. Even his iron 
constitution, however, had broken down under the strain of an investigation which 
had extended over two months, during which penod he had never worked less 
than fifteen hours a day and had more than once, as he assured me, kept to his 
task for five days at a stretch. Even the triumphant issue of his labours could 
not save him from reaction after so terrible an exertion, and at a time when Eu- 
rope was ringing with his name and when his room was literally ankle-deep with 
congratulatory telegrams I found him a prey to the blackest depression. Even the 
knowledge that he had succeeded where the police of three countries had failed, 
and that he had outmanoeuvred at every point the most accomplished swindler 
in Europe, was insufficient to rouse him from his nervous prostration. 

Three days later we were back in Baker Street together; but it was evident that 
my friend would be much the better for a change, and the thought of a week of 
springtime in the country was full of attractions to me also. My old friend. Colo- 
nel Hayter, who had come under my professional care in Afghanistan, had now 
taken a house near Reigate in Surrey and had frequently asked me to come down 
to him upon a visit. On the last occasion he had remarked that if my friend would 
only come with me he would be glad to extend his hospitality to him also. A little 
diplomacy was needed, but when Holmes understood that the establishment was a 
bachelor one, and that he would be allowed the fullest freedom, he fell in with 
my plans and a week after our return from Lyons we were under the colonel’s roof. 
Hayter was a fine old soldier who had seen much of the world, and he soon found, 
as I had expected, that Holmes and he had much in common. 

On the evening of our arrival we were sitting in the colonel’s gun-room after 
dinner, Holmes stretched upon the sofa, while Hayter and 1 looked ovci his little 
armory of Eastern weapons. 

“By the way,” said he suddenly, "I think I'll take one of these pistols upstairs 
with me in case we have an alarm.” 

“An alarmi" said I. 

“Yes, we’ve had a scare in tins pait lately Old Acton, who is one of our county 
magnates, had his hou,st broken into last Monday. No great damage done, but 
the fellows are still at large.” 



**No clue?” asked Holmes, cocking his eye at the colonel. 

‘'None as yet. But the afiair is a petty one, one of our little country crimes, 
which must seem too small for your attention, Mr. Holmes, after this great in- 
temational a£Eair.” 

Holmes waved away the compliment, though his smile showed that it had 
pleased him. 

“Was there any feature of interest?” 

“I fancy not. The thieves ransacked the library and got veiy' little for their pains. 
The whole place was turned upside down, drawers burst open, and prtsses ran- 
sacked, with the result that an odd volume of Pope's Homer, two plated candle- 
sticks, an ivory letter-weight, a small oak barometer, and a ball of twine are all that 
have vanished.” 

“What an extraordinary assortment!” I exclaimed. 

“Oh, the fellows evidently grabbed hold of everything they could get.” 

Holmes grunted from the sofa. 

“The county police ought to make something of that,” said he; “why, it is surely 
obvious that — ” 

But 1 held up a warning finger. 

“You are here for a rest, my dear fellow. For heaven's sake don't get started on 
a new problem when your nerves arc all in shreds.” 

Holmes shrugged his shoulders with a glance of comic resignation towards the 
colonel, and the talk drifted away into less dangerous channels. 

It was destined, however, that all my professional caution should be wasted, 
for next morning the problem obtruded itself upon us in such a way that it was 
impossible to ignore it, and our country visit took a turn which neither of us could 
have anticipated. We were at breakfast when the colonel's butler rushed m with 
all his propriety shaken out of him. 

“Have you heard the news, sir?” he gasped. “At the Cunningham's, sirl” 

“Burglary!” cried the colonel, with his coffee-cup in mid-air. 

“Murder!” 

The colonel whistled, “By jovel” said he. “Who's killed, then? The J. P. or his 
son?” 

“Neither, sir. It was William the coachman. Shot through the heart, sir, and 
never spoke again.” 

“Who shot him, then?” 

“The burglar, sir. He was off like a shot and got clean away. He'd just broke in 
at the pantry window when William came on him and met his end in saving his 
master's property.” 

“What time?” 

“It was last night, sir, somewhere about twelve.” 

“Ah, then, we'll step over afterwards,” said the colonel, coolly settling down to 
his breakfast again. “It's a baddish business,” he added when the butler had gone; 
“he's our leading man about here, is old Cunningham, and a very decent fellow 
too. He’ll be cut up over this, for the man has been in his service for years and 
was a good servant. It's evidently the same villains who broke into Acton's.” 

“And stole that very singular collection,” said Holmes thoughtfully. 

“Precisely.” 

“Hum! It may prove the simplest matter in the world, but all the same at first 
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gVinn» this is just a little carious, is it not? A gang of butglan acting in the country 
tni giH- be expected to vaty the scene of their operations, and not to crack two cribs 
in the same district within a few days. When you spoke last night of taking pre- 
cautions I remember that it passed through my mind that this was probably the 
last parish in England to which the thief or thieves would be likely to turn their 
attention— which shows that I have still much to learn.” 

"I fancy it’s some local practitioner,” said the colonel. “In that case, of course, 
Acton’s and Cunningham’s are just the places he would go for, since they are far 
the largest about here.” 

“And richest?” 

“Well, they ought to be, but they’ve had a lawsuit for some years which has 
sucked the blood out of both of them, I fancy. Old Acton has some claim on half 
Cunningham’s estate, and the lawyers have been at it with both hands.” 

“If it’s a local villain there should not be much difficulty in running him down,” 
said Holmes with a yawn. “All right, Watson, I don’t intend to meddle.” 

“Inspector Forrester, sir," said the butler, throwing open the door. 

The official, a smart, keen-faced young fellow, stepped into the room. “Good- 
morning, Colonel,” said he. “I hope I don’t intrude, but we hear that Mr. Holmes 
of Baker Street is here.” 

'The colonel waved his hand towards my friend, and the inspector bowed. 

“We thought that perhaps you would care to step across, Mr. Holmes.” 

“The fates are against you, Watson," said he, laughing. “We were chatting about 
the matter when you came in, Inspector. Perhaps you can let us have a few de- 
tails.” As he leaned back in his chair in the familiar attitude I knew that the case 
was hopeless. 

“We had no clue in the Acton affair. But here we have plenty to go on, and 
there's no doubt it is the same party in each case. The man was seen." 

“Ah!" 

“Yes, sir. But he was off like a deer after the shot that killed poor William 
Kiiwan was fired. Mr. Cunningham saw him from the bedroom window, and Mr. 
Alec Cunningham saw him from the back passage. It was quarter to twelve when 
the alarm broke out. Mr. Cunningham had just got into bed, and Mr. Alec was 
smoking a pipe in his dressing-gown. They both heard William, the coachman, 
calling for help, and Mr. Alec ran down to see what was the matter. 'The back door 
was open, and as he came to the foot of the stairs he saw two men wrestling to- 
gether outeide. One of them fired a shot, the other dropped, and the murderer 
rushed across the garden and over the hedge. Mr. Cunningham, looking out of his 
bedroom, saw the fellow as he gained the road, but lost sight of him at once. 
Mr. Alec stopped to see if he could help the dying man, and so the villain got 
dean away. B^ond the fact that he was a middle-sized man and dressed in some 
dark stuff, we have no personal clue; but we are making energetic inquiries, and 
if he is a stranger we shall soon find him out.” 

“What was this Wflliam doing there? Did he say anything before he died?” 

“Not a word. He lives at the lodge with his mother, and as he was a very faithful 
fdlow we imagine that he walked up to the house with the intention of seeing that 
all was right there. Of course this Acton business has put everyone on their guard. 
The robber must have just burst open the door— the lock has been forced— when 
William came upon him.” 
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*"Did William say anything to his mother before going out?” 

“She is very old and deaf, and we can get no information from her. The shock 
has made her half-witted, but I understand that she was never very bright. There 
is one very important circumstance, however. Look at thisJ” 

He took a small piece of tom paper from a notebook and spread it out upon 
his knee. 

“This was found between the finger and thumb of the dead man. It appears to 
be a fragment tom from a larger sheet. You will observe that the hour mentioned 
upon it is the very time at which the poor fellow met his fate. You see that his 
murderer might have tom the rest of the sheet from him or he might have taken 
this fragment from the murderer. It reads almost as though it were an appoint- 
ment.” 

Holmes took up the scrap of paper, a facsimile of which is here reproduced 


“Presuming that it is an appointment,” continued the inspector, “it is of course 
a conceivable theory that this William Kirwan, though he had the reputation of 
being an honest man, may have been in league with the thief. He may have met 
him there, may even have helped him to break in the door, and then they may have 
fallen out between themselves.” 

This writing is of extraordinary interest,” said Holmes, who had been examining 
it with intense concentration. “Tliesc are much deeper waters than I had thought.” 
He sank his head upon his hands, while the inspector smiled at the effect which 
his case had had upon the famous London specialist. 

“Your last remark,” said Holmes presently, “as to the possibility of there being 
an understanding between the burglar and the servant, and this being a note of 
appointment from one to the other, is an ingenious and not entirely impossible 
supposition. But th»s writing opens up — ** He sank his head into his hands again 
and remained for some minutes in the deepest thought. When he raised his face 
again I was surprised to see that his cheek was tinged with colour, and hrs eyes 
as bright as before his illness. He sprang to his feet with all his old energy. 

“ril tell you what,” said he, “I should like to have a quiet little glance into the 
details of tbis case. There is something in it which fascinates me extremely. If 
you will permit me, Colonel, 1 will IcAve my friend Watson and you, and I will 
step round with the insp^tor to test the truth of one or two little fancies of mine. 
I will be with you again in half an hour.” 

An hour and a half had elapsed before the inspector returned alone. 

‘"Mr. Holmes is walking up and down in the field outside,” said he. “He wants 
us all four to go up to the house together.” 

“To Mr. Cunningham’s?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“What for?” 
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The inspector shrugged his shoulden. "I don’t quite know, sir. Between our- 
sdves, I think Mr. Holmes has not quite got over his illness yet. He’s been behaving 
very queerly, and he is very much exdted.” 

“I don’t think you need alarm yourself,” said I. "I have usually found that there 
was method in his madness.” 

"Some folk might say there was madness in his method,” muttered tiie inspec- 
tor. ”But he's all on fire to start. Colonel, so we had best go out if you are rea^.” 

We found Holmes pacing up and down in the field, his chin sunk upon his 
breast, and his hands thrust into his trousen pockets. 

”The matter grows in interest,” said he. "Watson, your country trip has been a 
distinct success. I have had a charming morning.” 

"You have been up to the scene of the crime, I undentand,” said the colonel. 

"Yes, the inspector and I have made quite a little reconnaissance togetiier.” 

"Any success?” 

"Well, we have seen some very interesting things. I’ll tell you what we did as we 
walk. First of all, we saw the body of this unfortunate man. He certainly died 
from a revolver wound as reported.” 

“Had you doubted it, then?” 

"Oh, it is as well to test everything. Our inspection was not wasted. We then 
had an interview with Mr. Cunningham and his son, who were able to point out 
the exact spot where the murderer had broken through the garden-hedge in his 
flight. That was of great interest.” 

"Naturally.” 

"Then we had a look at this poor fellow’s mother. We could get no information 
from her, however, as she is very old and feeble.” 

"And what is the result of your investigations?” 

"The conviction that the crime is a very peculiar one. Perhaps our visit now 
may do something to make it less obteure. I think that we are both agreed, In- 
spector, that the fragment of paper in the dead man’s hand, beanng, as it does, 
the very hour of his death written upon it, is of extreme importance.” 

"It should give a clue, Mr. Holmes.” 

"It does give a clue. Whoever wrote that note was the man who brought William 
Kirwan out of his bed at that hour. But where is the rest of that sheet of paper?” 

"I examined the ground carefully in the hope of finding it,” said the inspector. 

"It was tom out of the dead man’s hand. Why was someone so anxious to get 
possession of it? Because it incriminated him. And what would he do with it? 
Thrust it into his pocket, most likely, never noticing that a comer of it had been 
left in the grip of the corpse. If we could get the rest of that sheet it is obvious 
that we should have gone a long way towards solving the mystery.” 

"Yes, but how can we get at the criminal’s pocket before we catch the criminal?” 

"Well, well, it was worth thinking over, llien there is another obvious point. 
The note was sent to William. The man who wrote it could not have taken it; 
otherwise, of course, he might have delivered his own message by word of mouth. 
Who brought the note, then? Or did it come through the post?" 

"I h.^ve made inquiries." said the inspector. “W^illiam received a letter by the 
afternoon post ye-ctcrday. The envelope was destroyed by him.” 

'T.xcellcnti” cried Holmes. cl'’pp'n2 the inspector on the back "You’ve seen 
il'C p'^-'-ern It is ■’ phsisin-c f’ 'work 'v'*h you Wch, here is the lodge, and 'f 
will couic dp, CoLdd, I will show you Ibc scene of the crime.” 
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We passed the pretty cottage where the murdered man had lived and walked 
up an oak-lined avenue to the fine old Queen Anne house, which bears the date 
of Malplaquet upon the lintel of the door. Holmes and the inspector led us round 
it until we came to the side gate, which is separated by a stretch of garden from 
the hedge which lines the road. A constable was standing at the kitchen door* 

"Throw the door open, officer," said Holmes. "Now, it was on those stairs Aat 
young Mr. Cunningham stood and saw the two men struggling just where we are. 
Old Mr. Cunningham was at that window— the second on the left— and he saw 
the fellow get away just to the left of that bush. So did the son. They are both sure 
of it on account of the bush. Then Mr. Alec ran out and knelt beside the wounded 
man. The ground is very hard, you see, and there are no marks to guide us." As 
he spoke two men came down the garden path, from round the angle of the 
house. The one was an elderly man, with a strong, deep-lined, heavy-eyed face; the 
other a dashing young fellow, whose bright, smiling expression and showy dress 
were in strange contrast with the business which had brought us there. 

"Still at it, then?" said he to Holmes. "I thought you Londoners were never at 
fault. You don't seem to be so very quick, after all." 

"Ah, you must give us a little time," said Holmes good-humouredly. 

"You'll want it," said young Alec Cunningham. “Why, I don't see that we have 
any clue at all." 

There's only one," answered the inspector. “We thought that if we could only 
find — Good heavens, Mr. Holmes! what is the matter?" 

My poor friend's face had suddenly assumed the most dreadful expression. His 
eyes rolled upward, his features writhed in agony, and with a suppressed gioan he 
dropped on his face upon the ground. Horrified at the suddenness and severity of 
the attack, we carried him into the kitchen, where he lay back in a large chaur and 
breathed heavily for some minutes. Finally, with a shamefaced apology for his 
weakness, he rose once more. 

"Watson would tell you that I have only just recovered from a severe illness," 
he explained. "I am liable to these sudden nervous attacks." 

“Shall I send you home in my trap?" asked old Cunningham. 

"Well, since I am here, there is one point on which I should like to feel sure. 
We can very easily verify it." 

"What is it?" 

"Well, it seems to me that it is )ust possible that the amval of this poor fellow 
William was not before, but after, the entrance of the burglar into the house. You 
appear to take it for granted that although the door was forced the robber never 
got in." 

"I fancy that is quite obvious," said Mr. Cunningham gravely. “Why, my son 
Alec had not yet gone to bed, and he would certainly have heard anyone moving 
about." 

"Where was he sitting?” 

"1 was smoking in my dressing-room." 

"Which window is that?” 

"The last on the left, next my father's." 

"Both of your lamps were lit, of course?" 

"Undoubtedly." 

"There are some very singular points here," said Holmes, smiling. "Is it not 
extraordinary that a burglar— and a burglar who had some previous expericnce- 
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should deliberatdy break into a house at a time when he could see from the lights 
that two of the family were still afoot?" 

"^He must have been a cool hand." 

"*Wcll^ of course, if the case were not an odd one we should not have been 
driven to ask you for an explanation," said young Mr. Alec. "'But as to your ideas 
that the man had robbed the house before William tackled him, 1 think it a most 
absurd notion. Wouldn't we have found the place disarranged and missed the 
things which he had taken?" 

"It depends on what the things were," said Holmes. "You must remember that 
we are dealing with a burglar who is a very peculiar fellow, and who appears to 
work on lines of his own, Lx)ok, for example, at the queer lot of things which he 
took from Acton's— what was it?— a ball of string, a letter-weight, and I don't know 
what other odds and ends." 

"Well, we arc quite in your hands, Mr. Holmes," said old Cunningham. "Any- 
thing which you or the inspector may suggest will most certainly be done." 

"In the first place," said Holmes, "I should like you to offer a rew'ard— coming 
from yourself, for the officials may take a little time before they would agree upon 
the sum, and these things cannot be done too promptly. I have jotted down the 
form here, if you would not mind signing it. Fifty pounds was quite enough, I 
thought." 

“I would willingly give five hundred," said the J. P., taking the slip of paper 
and the pencil which Holmes handed to him. "This is not quite conect, however," 
he added, glancing over the document. 

"I wrote it rather hurriedly," 

"You sec you begin, 'Whereas, at about a quarter to one on Tuesday morning 
an attempt was made,' and so on. It was at a quarter to twelve, as a matter of fact." 

I was pained at the mistake, for I knew how keenly Holmes would feci any 
slip of the kind. It was his specialty to be accurate as to fact, but his recent illness 
had shaken him, and this one little incident was enough to show me that he was 
still far from being himself. He was obviously embarrassed for an instant, while the 
inspector raised his eyebrows, and Alec Cunningham burst into a laugh. The old 
gentleman corrected the mistake, however, and handed the paper back to Holmes. 

"Get it printed as soon as possible," he said; “I think your idea is an excellent 
one.” 

Holmes put the slip of paper carefully away into his pocketbook. 

"And now," said he, "it really would be a good thing that we should all go over 
the house together and make certain that this rather erratic burglar did not, after 
all, carry anything away with him." 

Before entering. Holmes made an examination of the door which had been 
forced. It was evident that a chisel or strong knife had been thrust in, and the 
lock forced back with it. We could see the marks in the wood where it had been 
pushed in. 

"You don't use bars, then?" he asked. 

"We have never found it necessary." 

"You don't keep a dog?" 

"Yes, but he is chained on the other side of the house." 

"When do the servants go to bed?" 

"About ten." 

"I unde^nd that William was usually in bed also at that hour?" 
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-Yes," 

*"It is singular that on this particular night he should have been up. Now^ I 
should be very glad if you would have the kindness to show us over the house, 
Mr. Cunningham." 

A stone-flagged passage, with the kitchens branching away from it, led by a 
wooden staircase directly to the first floor of the house. It came out upon the 
landing opposite to a second more ornamental stair which came up from the front 
hall. Out of this landing opened the drawing-room and several b^rooms, includ- 
ing those of Mr. Cunningham and his son. Holmes walked slowly, taking keen 
note of the architecture of the house. I could tell from his expression that he was 
on a hot scent, and yet I could not in the least imagine in what direction his in- 
ferences were leading him. 

“My good sir,” said Mr. Cunningham, with some impatience, “this is surely 
very unnecessary. That is my room at the end of the stairs, and my son’s is the one 
beyond it. I leave it to your judgment whether it was possible for the thief to liave 
come up here without disturbing us.” 

“You must try round and get on a fresh scent, I fancy,” said the son with a 
rather malicious smile. 

“Still, I must ask you to humour me a little further. I should like, for example, 
to see how far the windows of the bedrooms command the front. 'Fhis, 1 under- 
stand, is your son’s room”— he pushed open the door— “and that, I presume is the 
dressing-room in which he sat smoking when the alami was given. Where does 
the window of that look out to?” He stepped across the bedroom, pushed open the 
door, and glanced round the other chamber. 

“I hope that you are satisfied now?” said Mr. Cunningham tartly. 

“Thank you, I think I have seen all that I wished,” 

‘Then if it is really necessary we can go into my room.” 

“If it is not too much trouble,” 

The J. P. shrugged his shoulders and led the way into his own chamber, which 
was a plainly furnished and commonplace room. As we moved across it in the 
direction of the window, Hoimes fell back until he and I were the last of the 
group. Near the foot of the bed stood a dish of oranges and a carafe of water. As 
we passed it Holmes, to my unutterable astonishment, leaned over in front of me 
and deliberately knocked the whole thing over. The glass smashed into a thousand 
pieces and the fruit rolled about into every comer of the room. 

“You’ve done it now, Watson,” said he coolly. “A pretty mess you’ve made of 
the carpet,” 

I stooped in some confusion and began to pick up the fruit, understanding for 
some reason my companion desired me to take the blame upon myself. The others 
did the same and set the table on its legs again. 

“Hullol” cried the inspector, “where’s he got to?” 

Holmes had disappeared. 

“Wait here an instant,” said young Alec Cunningham. “The fellow is off his 
head, in my opinion. Come with me, father, and see where he has got tol” 

They rushed out of the room, leaving the inspector, the colonel, and me staring 
at each other. 

“ Ton my word, I am inclined to agree with Master Alec,” said the official. “It 
may be the effect of this illness, but it seems to me that- — ” 

His words were cut short by a sudden scream of “Helpl Helpl Murderl” With 
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■ thrill I recosnized the voice as that of my friend. I rushed madly from the 
room on to the landing. The cnes, which had sunk down into a hoarse, inarticulate 
shouting, came from the romn which we had first visited. I dashed in, and on into 
the dressing-room beyond. The two Cunninghams were bending over the prostrate 
figure of Sherlock Holmes, the younger clutching his throat with both hands, 
while the dder seemed to be twisting one of his wrists. In an instant the three of 
us had tom them away from him, and Holmes staggered to his feet, very pale 
and evidently greatly exhausted. 

"Arrest these men. Inspector," he gasped. 

"On what charge?" 

"That of murdering their coachman, William Ki|wan.” 

The inspector stared about him in bewilderment. "Oh, come now, Mr. Holmes," 
said he at last, “I’m sure you don’t really mean to — ” 

"Tut, man, look at their facesl" cried Holmes curtly. 

Never certainly have I seen a plainer confession of guilt upon human counte- 
nances. The older man seemed numbed and dazed, with a heavy, sullen expression 
upon his strongly marked face. The son, on the other hand, had dropped all that 
jaunty, dashing style which had characterized him, and the ferocity of a dangerous 
wild beast gleamed in his dark eyes and distorted his handsome features. The 
inspector said nothing, but, stepping to the door, he blew his whistle. Two of his 
constables came at the call. 

"I have no alternative, Mr. Cunningham,” said he. "I trust that this may all 
prove to be an absurd mistake, but you can see that — Ah, would you? Drop it!” 
He strack out with his hand, and a revolver which the younger man was in the 
act of cocking clattered down upon the floor. 

"Keep that," said Holmes, quietly putting his foot upon it; “you will find it 
useful at the trial. But this is what wq really wanted.” He held up a little crumpled 
piece of paper. 

"The remainder of the sheetl” cned the inspector. 

“Precisely." 

"And where was it?" 

"Where I was sure it must be. I’ll make the whole matter clear to you presently. 
I think. Colonel, that you and Watson might return now, and 1 will be with you 
again in an hour at the furthest. 'The inspector and I must have a word with the 
pnsonen, but you will certainly see me back at luncheon time.” 

Sherlock Holmes was as^ood as ^ word, for about one o’clock he rejoined us 
in the colonel’s smoking-room. He was accompanied by a little elderly gentleman, 
who was introduced to me as the Mr. Acton whose house had been the scene of 
rile original burglary. 

"I wished Mr. Acton to be present while I demonstrated this small matter to 
you,” said Holmes, "for it is natural that he should take a keen interest in the 
details. I am afraid, my dear Colonel, that you must regret' the hour that you 
took in such a stormy petrd as I am." 

"On the contrary," answered the colonel warmly, "I consider it the greatest privi- 
lege to have been permitted to study your methods of working. I confw that they 
quite surpass my expectations, qnd that I am utterly unable to account for your 
result. I have not yet seen the vestige of a clue." 

"I am ^raid that my ex^nation may disillusion you, but it has always been 

246 



my habit to hide none of my methods^ cither from my fnend Watson or from 
anyone who might take an intelligent interest in them. But, fint, as I am rather 
shaken by the knocking about which I had in the dressing-room, I think that I 
shall help myself to a dash of your brandy. Colonel. My strength has been rather 
tried of late.” 

trust you had no more of those nervous attacks.” 

Sherlock Holmes laughed heartily. “We will come to that in its turn,” said he. 
“I will lay an account of the case before you in its due order, showing you the 
various points which guided me in my decision. Pray interrupt me if there is any 
inference which is not perfectly clear to you. 

“It is of the highest importance in the art of detection to be able to recognize, 
out of a number of facts, which are incidental and which vital. Otherwise your 
energy and attention must be dissipated instead of being concentrated. Now, in 
tlsis case there was not the slightest doubt in my mind from the first that the key 
of the whole matter must be looked for in the scrap of paper in the dead man's 
hand. 

“Before going into this, I would draw your attention to the fact that, if Alec 
Cunningham's narrative was correct, and if the assailant, after shooting William 
Kirwan, had instantly fled, then it obviously could not be he who tore the papier 
from the dead man’s hand. But if it was not he, it must have been Alec Cunning- 
ham himself, for by the time that the old man had descended several servants 
were upon the scene. The point is a simple one, but the inspector had overlooked 
it because he had started with the supposition that these county magnates had had 
nothing to do with the matter. Now, I make a point of never having any prejudices, 
and of following docilely wherever fact may lead me, and so, in the very first 
stage of the investigation, I found myself looking a little askance at the part which 
had been played by Mr, Alec Cunningham. 

“And now I made a very careful examination of the comer of paper which the 
inspector had submitted to us. It was at once clear to me tliat it formed part of 
a very remarkable document. I 'ere it is. Do you not now observe something very 
suggestive about it?” 

“It has a very irregular look,” said the colonel. 

“My dear sir,” cried Holmes, “there cannot be the least doubt in the world 
that it has been written by two persons ooing alternate words. When I draw your 
attention to the strong t's of ‘at* and ‘to,* and ask you to compare them with the 
weak ones of ‘quarter* and ‘twelve,* you will instantly recognize the fact. A very 
brief analysis of these four words would enable you to say with the utmost con- 
fidence that the ‘learn* and the ‘maybe* arc written in the stronger hand, and the 
‘what* in the weaker,” 

“By Jove, it's as clear as day!” cried the colonel. “Why on earth should two men 
write a letter in such a fashion?” 

“Obviously the business was a bad one, and one of the men who distrasted the 
other was determined that, whatever was done, each should have an equal hand 
in it. Now, of the two men, it is clear that the one who wrote the ‘at* and ‘to* was 
the ringleader." 

“How do you get at that?” 

“We might deduce it from the mere character of the one hand as compared 
with the other. But we have more assured reasons than that for supposing it If 
you examine this sersq) with attention you wiD come to the conclusion that the 
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mm witii the stronger hand wrote all his words first, leaving blanks for tibe other 
to fill np. These blanks were not always sufficient, and you can see that tiie second 
man had a squeeze to fit his 'quart^ in between the 'af and the "to/ showing 
that the latto were already written. The man who wrote all his words first is 
undoubtedly the man who planned the affair.’’ 

TExcellcntl” cried Mr. Acton. 

"But very superfidal,” said Holmes. "We come now, however, to a point which 
is of importance. You may not be aware that the deduction of a man’s age from 
his writing is one which has been brought to considerable accuracy by experts. In 
normal cases one can place a man in his true decade with tolerable confidence. 
I say normal cases, because ilUhealth and physical weakness reproduce the signs of 
old age, even when the invalid is a youth. In this case, looking at the bold, strong 
hand of the one, and the rather broken>backed appearance of the other, which 
still retains its legibility although the Vs have begun to lose their crossing, we can 
say that the one was a young man and the other was advanced in years without 
being positively decrepit.” 

“Excellcntl” cried Mr, Acton again. 

"There is a further point, however, which is subtler and of greater interest. 
There is something in common between these hands. They belong to men who 
are blood-relatives. It may be most obvious to you in the Greek e's, but to me 
there are many small points which indicate the same thing. I have no doubt at 
all that a family mannerism can be traced m these two speMinens of writing. I 
am only, of course, giving you the leading results now of my examination of the 
paper. There were twenty-three other deductions which would be of more inteicst 
to experts than to you. They all tend to deepen the impression upon my mind 
that the Cunninghams, father and son, had written this letter 

"Having got so far, my next step was, of course, to examine into the details 
of the crime, and to see how far they would help us. I went up to the house with 
the inspector and saw all that was to be seen. The wound upon the dead man was, 
as I was able to determine with absolute confidence, fired from a revolver at the 
distance of something over four yards. There was no powdcr-blackenmg on the 
clothes. Evidently, therefore, Alec Cunningham had lied when he said that the two 
men were struggling when the shot was fired. Again, both father and son agreed 
as to the place where the man escaped into the road. At that point, however, as 
it happens, there is a broadish ditch, moist at the bottom. As there were no in- 
dications of boot-marks about this ditch, I was absolutely sure not only that the 
Cunninghams had again lied but that there had never been any unknown man 
upon Uie scene at all. 

"And now I have to consider the motive of this singular crime. To get at this, 
I endeavoured first of all to solve the reason of the original burglary at Mr. Acton’s. 
I understood, from something which the colonel told us, that a lawsuit had been 
going on between you, Mr. Acton, and the Cunninghams. Of course, it instantly 
occurted to me that they bad htdhxn into your library with the intention of getting 
at some domiment whk^ might be of importance in the case." 

""Precisely so," said Mr. Acton. "There can be no possible doubt as to their 
intentions. I have the clearest claim upon half of their present estate, and if they 
could have found a single papcr-which, fortunately, was in the strong-box of my 
solicitors— they would undoubtedly have crippled our case." 

"TTfess? you arc," said Holmes, smiling. "It was a dangerous, reckless attempt 
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in which I seem to tmoe the influence of young Alec. Having found notibing, they 
tried to divert suspicion by making it appear to be an ordinary buiglaiy, to which 
end they carried off whatever they could lay their hands upon. Hut is all clear 
enough, but there was much drat was still ol^ure. What I wanted, above all, was 
to get the missing part of that note. I was certain that Alec had tom it out of die 
dead man's hand, and almost certain that he must have thrust it into the podcet 
of his dressing-gown. Where else could he have put it? The only question was 
whether it was still there. It was worth an effort to find out, and for diat object 
we all went up to the house. 

‘The Cunninghams joined us, as you doubtless remember, outside the kitdien 
door It was, of course, of the very first importance that they should not be re- 
minded of the existence of this paper, otherwise they would ruturally destroy it 
without delay. The inspector was about to tell them the importance which we 
attached to it when, by the luckiest chance in the world, I tumbled down in a 
sort of fit and so changed the converurion." 

“Good heavens!” cried the colonel, laughing, “do you mean to say all our sym- 
patby was wasted and your fit an imposture?” 

“Speaking professionally, it was admirably done,” cried 1, looking in amazement 
at this man who was forever confounding me with some new phase of his 
astuteness. 

“It is an art which is often useful,” said he. “When I recovered I managed, by 
a device which had perhaps some little merit of ingenuity, to get old Cunningham 
to wnte Uie word ‘twelve,’ so that I might compare it with the ‘twelve’ upon 
the paper.” 

“Oh, what an ass I have been!” 1 exclaimed. 

“1 could see that you were commiserating me over my weakness,” said Holmes, 
laughing. “I was sorry to cause you the sympathetic pain which 1 know that you 
felt. We then went upstairs together, and, having entered the room and seen the 
dressing-gown hanging up behind the door, 1 contrived, by upsetting a table, to 
engage then attenbon for the <. -oment and slipped back to examine the pockets. 
I had hardly got the paper, however— which was, as I had expected, in one of 
them— when the two Cunninghams were on me, and would, I verily believe, have 
murdered me then and there but for your prompt and friendly aid. As it is, I ted 
that young man’s grip on my throat now, and the tether has twisted my wrist 
round in the effort to get the paper out of my hand. They saw that I most know 
all about it, you see, and the sudden change from absolute security to comidete 
despair made them perfectly desperate. 

T had a little talk with old Cunningham afterwards as to the motive of the 
crime. He was tractable enough, tiioogh his son was a perfect demon, ready to 
blow out his own or anybody dse’s brains if he could have got to his revdhnet. 
When Cunningham saw (hat the case against him was so Along he lost all heart 
and made a dean breast of everything. It seems that WOliam had secreth? iol* 
lowed his two masters on the night when they made their raid upon Mr. Aetan’a 
and, having thus got them into his power, proceed e d, under threats of ovosate, 
to levy blackmail upon them. Mr. Alec, however, was a dangerous man to jday 
games of that sort witb. It was a stroke of positive genius on his part to see in the 
burglary scare which was convulsing the oonntiyside an opportimity of plausibly 
getting rid of the man whom he feared. William was deeofei up and diot, and 
M they only got the whole of the note and paid a littk imne attention to detail 
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in their accessories, it is very possible that suspicion might never have been 
aroused " 

‘'And the note?” 1 asked 

Sherlock Holmes placed the subjoined paper before us. 

“It IS very much the sort of thing that I expected,” said he "Of course, we do 
not yet know what the rela^ons may have been between Alec Cunningham^ Wil- 
liam Kirwan, and Annie Moinson The result shows that the trap was skilfully 
baited I am sure that you cannot fail to be delighted with the traces of heredity 
shown in the p's and in the tails of the g*s The absence of the i-dots in the old 
man\ writing is also most characteristic Watson, I think our quiet rest in the 
country has been a distinct success, and I shall certainly return much invigorated 
to Baker Street to-morrow ” 


THE CROOKED MAN 

snmm.i nijt^lit, a tew months after my marriage, 1 wa» seated by my own 
health smoking a las^ pipe and nodding over a novel, for my day’s work had been 
an exhausting cne My w'fe had already gone upstairs, and rhe sound of the lock- 
iitg of the } all door some time before told me that the servants had also rehred. 
I had nsen ^rorr. my scat and was knocking out the ashes of my p^pe when J sud- 
denly heard the clang of the bell 

I looked at thf clock It was a quarter to twelve. 'ITus cou^J not be a visitor 
at s^ late an 1k»iu A patient cviduidy, and possibly an all night sitting With a 
wrx fa<e I wuit oat mio the hall and opened the door To my astonishment it 
ivas Sher) 3ck Holmes who stood upon my step 

Ah, Watsnf / ^ald ht, “1 ho^ d that J nrght not be too late to catch you.” 

"M> dear icllow, may come in ” 

'“Vou 1 K)t 'urpn^ed, and no wonder! Reheved, too, I taiicyl Hum! You still 
.moke iiif^ AxiJia mixture of your bacheh days, then! Tlicre's no mistaking that 
Saffy ash stpon vou^ coat lt\ ea'^v to tell ihat you ha'e been acci stomed to wear 
a jTiifoim, Vvats(.n You'll never pass as a purebred civilian as long as you ketp 
tnat halit ot carni'ig your handkerchief m your sleeve Could you put me up 
to night? ' 

‘With pleasure ” 

“You told me that you had bachelor quarters for )ne, and 1 see tliat you have 
no gentleman nsitor at present Your hat-s..'’^ ^ proclaims as much ” 

“I shall be delighted if you will stay ” 

“ITiaiiK. you Ti] fill the vacant peg then Sony to sec that you’ve had the Bntish 
workman in the house He's a toker ol evil Not the drams, I hope?’' 

"No, the gas ” 

"Ah! He has left two nad marks from his boot upon your linoleum just where 
the light stnkes it No, thank you, I had some supper at Waterloo, but I'll smoke 
a pipe with you with pleasure ” 

I handed him my pouch, and he seated himself opposite to me and smoked 
for some time in silence. I was well aware* that nothing but business of importance 



would have brought him to me at such an hour, so 1 waited patiently until he 
should come round to it 

"*1 see that you are professionally rather busy just now,*" said he, glancing very 
keenly across at me. 

Tfes, Tve had a busy day,” I answered. “It may seem very foolish in your eyes,” 
I added, “but really I don’t know how you deduct it.” 

Holmes chuckled to himself. 

“I have the advantage of knowing your habits, my dear Watson," said he. “When 
your round is a short one you walk, and when it is a long one you use a hansom. 
As I perceive that your boots, although used, are by no means dirty, I cannot doubt 
that you are at present busy enough to justify the hansom.” 

“ExceOentl” I cried. 

“Elementary,” said he. “It is one of those instances where the reasoner can pro- 
duce an effect which seems remarkable to his neighbour, because the latter has 
missed the one little point which is the basis of the deduction. The same may be 
said, my dear fellow, for the effect of some of these little sketches of yours, which 
is entirely meretricious, depending as it does upon your retaining in your own 
hands some factors in the problem which are never imparted the reader. Now, 
at present I am in the position of these same readers, for I hold in this hand sev- 
eral threads of one of the strangest cases which ever perplexed a man’s brain, 
and yet I lack the one or two which are needful to complete my theory. But Til 
have them, Watson, I’ll have them!” His eyes kindled and a slight flush sprang 
into his thin cheeks. For an instant the veil had lifted upon his keen, intense 
nature, but for an instant only. When I glanced again his face had resumed that 
red-Indian composure which had made so many regard him as a machine rather 
than a man. 

“The problem presents features of interest,” said he. “I may even say excep- 
tional features of interest. I have already looked into the matter, and have come, 
as I think, within sight of my solution. If you could accompany me in that last 
step you might be of considerable service to me.” 

“I should be delighted.” 

“Could you go as far as Aldershot to-morrow?” 

“I have no doubt Jackson would take my practice.” 

“Very good. I want to start by the 11:10 from Waterloo.” 

“That would give me time.” 

“Then, if you are not too sleepy, 1 will give you a sketch ot what has happened, 
and of what remains to be done.” 

“I was sleepy before you came. I am quite wakeful now.” 

“I will compress the story as far as may be done without omitting anything 
vital to the case. It is conceivable that you may even have read some account of 
the matter. It is the supposed murder of Colonel Barclay, of the Royal Munsters, 
at Aldershot, which I am investigating.” 

“I have heard nothing of it.” 

“It has not excited much attention yet, except locally. The facts are only two 
days old. Briefly they are these: 

“The Royal Munsters is, as you know, one of the most famous Irish regiments 
in the British Army. It did wonders both in the Crimea and the Mutiny, and has 
since that time distinguished itself upon every possible occasion. It was com- 
maMed up to Monday night by James Barclay, a gallant veteran, who started as 
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a full private, was raised to commissioned rank for his braveiy at the time of the 
Mutiny, and so lived to command the regiment in which he had once carried a 
musket. 

‘'Colonel Barclay had married at the time when he was a sergeant, and his wife, 
whose maiden name was Miss Nancy Devoy, was the daughter of a former colour- 
sergeant in the same corps. There was, therefore, as can be imagined, some little 
social friction when the young couple (for they were still young) found themselves 
in their new surroundings. They appear, however, to have quickly adapted them- 
selves, and Mn. Barclay has always, I understand, been as popular with the ladies 
of the regiment as her husband was with his brother officers. I may add that she 
was a woman of great beauty, and that even now, when she has been married for 
upward of thirty years, she is still of a striking and queenly appearance. 

“Colonel Barclay’s family life appears to have been a unifonnly happy one. Ma- 
jor Murphy, to whom I owe most of my facts, assures me that he has never heard 
of any misunderstanding between the paii. On the whole, he thinks that Barclay’s 
devotion to his wife was greater than his wife’s to Barclay. He was acutely uneasy 
if he were absent from her for a day. She, on the other hand, though devoted and 
faithful, was less obtrusively aflEectionate. But they were regarded in the regiment 
as the very model of a middle-aged couple. There was absolutely nothing in their 
mutual relations to prepare people for the tragedy which was to follow. 

“Colonel Barclay himself seems to have had some singulai straits in his character. 
He was a dashing, jovial old soldier in his usual mood, but there were occasions 
on which he seemed to show himself capable of considerable violence and vin- 
dictiveness This side of his nature, however, appeals never to have been turned 
towards his* wife. Another fad which had struck Major Murphy and three out of 
five of the other officers with whom 1 conversed was the singular sort of depression 
w'hich came upon him at times. As the major expressed it, the smile has often 
been struck from his mouth, as if by some invisible hand, when he has been join- 
ing in the gaieties and chaff of the mess-table. For days on end, when the mood 
was on him, he has been sunk in the deepest gloom. This and a certain tinge of 
superstition were the only unu^i^al traits in his character which his brother officers 
had observed. The latter peculiarity took the form of a dislike to being left alone, 
especially after dark. This puerile feature in a nature which was conspicuously 
manly had often given rise to comment a^d conjecture. 

“The first battalion of the Royal Munsters (which is the old One Hundred and 
Seventeenth) has been stationed at Aldershot for some years. The married officers 
live out of barracks, and the colonel has during all this time occupied a villa called 
‘Lachine/ about half a mile from the north camp. The house stands in ite own 
grounds, but the west side of it is not more than thirty yards from the highroad. 
A coachman and two maids form the staff of serv^ants. These with their master 
and mistress were ^'he sole occupants of L?^hinc, for the Barclays had no children, 
nor was it usual for them to have resident visitors. 

“Now for the events at Lachine between nine and ten on the evening of last 
Monday. 

“Mrs. Barclay was, it appears, a member of the Roman Catholic Church and 
had interested herself very much in the establishment of the Guild of St. George, 
which was formed in connection with the Watt Street Chapel for the purpose of 
supplying the poor with cast-off clothing. A meeting of the Guild had been bdd 
that evening at eight, and Mrs, Barclay had hurried over her dinner in order to 
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be present at it. When leaving the house she was heard by jjie coachman to make 
some commonplace remark to her husband, and to assure him that she would be 
back before very long. She then called for Miss Morrison, a young lady who lives 
in the next villa, and the two went ofiF together to their meeting. It lasted forty 
minutes, and at a quarter-past nine Mrs. Barclay returned home, having left Miss 
Morrison at her door as she passed. 

*There is a room which is used as a moming-roorn at Lachine. This faces the 
road and opens by a large glass folding-door on to the lawn. The lawn is thirty 
yards across and is only divided from the highway by a low wall with an iron rail 
above it. It was into this room that Mrs. Barclay went upon her return. The blinds 
were not down, for the room was seldom ased in the evening, but Mrs. Barclay 
herself lit the lamp and then rang the bell, Asking Jane Stewart, the housemaid, 
to bring her a cup of tea, which was quite contrary to her usual habits. The colonel 
had been sitting in the dining-room, but, hearing that his wife had returned, he 
joined her in the momiiig-room. The coachman saw him cross the hall and enter 
it. He was never seen again alive. 

“The tea which had been ordered was brought up at the end of ten minutes; 
but the maid, as she approached the door, was surprised to hear the voices of her 
master and mistress in furious altercation. She knocked without receiving any an- 
swer, and even turned the handle, but only to find that the door was locked upon 
the inside. Naturally enough she ran down to tell the cook, and the two women 
with the coachman came up into the hall and listened to the dispute ^^hich was 
still raging. They all agreed that only two voices were to be heard, those of Barclay 
and of his wife. Barclay's remarks were subdued and abnipt so that none of them 
were audible to the listeners. The lady's, on the other hand, were most bitter, 
and when she raised her voice could be plainly heard. ‘You cowaidl' she repeated 
over and over again. ‘What can be done now? What can be done now? Give me 
back my life. I will nevei so nsfuch as breathe the same air with you againi You 
coward! You coward!' Those were scraps of her conversation, ending in a sudden 
dreadful cry in tlic man’s voice, with a crash, and a piercing scream from the 
woman. Convinced that some tiagedy had occurred, the coachman rushed to the 
door and strove to force it, while scream after scream issued from within. He was 
unable, however, to make his way in, and the maids weie too distracted with fear 
to be of any assistance to him. A sudden thought struck him, however, and he 
ran through the hall door and round to the lawn upon which the long French 
windows open. One side of the window was open, wdiich 1 understand was quite 
usual in the summertime, and he passed without difficulty into the room. His 
mistress had ceased to scream and was stretched insensible upon a couch, while 
with his feet tilted over the side of an armchair, and his head upon the ground 
near the comer of the fender, was lying the unfortunate soldier stone dead in a 
pool of his own blood. 

'‘Naturally, the coachman's first thought, on" finding that he could do nothing 
for his master, was to open the door. But here an unexpected and singular diffi- 
culty presented itself. The key was not in the inner side of the door, nor could 
he find it anywhere in the room. He went out again, therefore, through the win- 
dow, and, having obtained the help of a policeman and of a medical man, he 
returned. The lady, against whom naturally the strongest suspicion rested, was 
removed to her room, stilh in a stale of insensibility'. The colonel's body was then 
placed upon the sofa and a careful examination made of the scene of the tragedy. 

2^} I 



**1116 iniuiy from which the unfortanate veteian was su&ting was found to be 
a fagged cot some two inches long at the back part of his head, which had evident 
caused by a violent blow from a blont weapon. Nor was it difficult to guess 
what diat weapon may have been. Upon foe floor, close to foe body, was lying a 
singular club of hard carved wood with a bone handle. The colond possessed a 
varied collection of weapons brought from the different countries in which he had 
fought, and it is conjectured by the police that this club was among his trqrhies. 
The servants deny having seen it before, but among foe numerous curiosities in 
the house it is possible that it may have been overlooked. Nofoing dse of im* 
portance was discovered in the room by the police, save the inexplicable fact foat 
neither upon Mrs. Barclay’s person nor upon that of foe victim nor in any part 
of foe room was the missing key to be found. The door had eventually to be opened 
by a locksmith from Aldershot. 

‘That was the state of things, Watson, when upon the Tuesday morning I, at 
the request of Major Murphy, went down to Aldershot to supplement foe efforts 
of the police. I think that you will acknowledge that the problem was already one 
of interest, but my observations soon made me realize foat it was in truth much 
more extraordinary than would at fint sight appear. 

“Before examining the room I cross-questioned the servants, but only succeeded 
in eliciting the facts which I have already stated. One other detail of interest was 
remembered by Jane Stewart, the housemaid. You will remember foat on hearing 
the sound of the quarrel she descended and returned with the other servants. On 
that first occasion, when she was alone, she says that the voices of her master and 
mistress were sunk so low that she could hardly hear anything, and judged by their 
tones rather than their words that they had fallen out. On my pressing her, how- 
ever, she remembered that she heard the word David uttered twice by the lady. 
'Ihe point is of the utmost importance as guiding us towards the reason of foe 
sudden quarrel. The colonel’s name, you remember, was James. 

“There was one thing in the case which had made the deepest impression both 
upon the servants and the police. This was the contortion of the colonel’s face. 
It had set, according to then account, into the most dreadful expression of fear 
and horror which a human countenance is capable of assuming. More than one 
person fainted at the mere sight of htri, so terrible was the effect. It was quite 
certain that he had foreseen his fate, and that it had caused him the utmost horror. 
This, of course, fitted in well enough with the police theory, if the colonel could 
have seen his wife making a murderous attack upon him. Nor was foe fact of 
the wound being on foe back of his head a fatal objection to this, as he might 
have turned to avoid the blow. No information could be got from foe lady herself, 
who was temporarily insane from an acute attack of brain-fever. 

“From foe police I learned that Miss Morrison, who you remember went out 
that evening with Mrs. Barclay, denied having any knowledge of what it was which 
had caused foe ill-humour in which her companion had returned. 

“Having gathered these facts, Watson, I smoked several pipes over them, trying 
to separate those which were crucial from others which were merely incidental. 
There could be no question that the most distinctive and suggestive point in the 
case was the singular disappearance of the door-key. A most careful search had 
failed to discover it in the room. Therefore it must have been taken from it. But 
neither the colonel nor the colonel’s wife could have taken it. 'That was perfectly 
clear. Therefore a third person must have entered the room. And foat foitd person 

255 



could only have come in through the window. It seemed to me tiut a careful 
examination of die room and die lawn might possibly reveal some traces of this 
mysterious individual. Yon loiow my methods, Watson. There was not one of them 
which I did not api^y to the inquiry. And it ended by my discovering traces, but 
very different ones fr^ diose w^h I had expected. Tliere had been a man in the 
room, and he had crossed die lawn coming from the road. I was able to obtain 
five very dear impiessioiis of his footmarks: one in the roadway itself, at the point 
where he had dimbed the low wall, two on the lawn, and two very faint ones 
upon the stained boards near the window where he had entered. He had apparently 
rushed across the lawn, for his toe-marks were much deeper than his beds. But 
it was not the who surpri^ me. It was his companion.” 

”His companion!” 

Holmes polled a brge sheet of tissue-paper out of his pocket and carefully un- 
folded it upon his knee. 

”What do you make of that?” be asked. 

The paper was covered with the tradngs of die footmarks of some small animal. 
It had five weB-marked footpads, an indication of long nails, and the whole print 
might be nearly as large as a dessert-spoon. 

"It’s a dog,” said I. 

”Did yon ever hear of a dog ranning up a curtain? I found distinct traces that 
this creature had done so.” 

“A monkey, then?” 

"But it is not the print of a monkey.” 

“What can it be, then?” 

“Neither dog nor cat nor monkey nor any creature that we are familiar with. 
I have tried to reconstruct it from the measurements. Here are four prints where 
the beast has been standing motionless. You see that it is no less than fifteen 
inches from fore-foot to hind. Add to that the lengdi of neck and bead, and you 
get a creature not much less than two feet long— probably more if diere is any 
tail. But now observe this other measurement. The animal has been moving, and 
we have the length of its stride. In each case it is only about three inches. You 
have an indication, you see, of a long body with veiy short legs attached to it. It 
has not been considerate enough to leave any of its ^ir behind it. But its general 
shape must be what I have indicated, and it can tun up a curtain, and it is 
carnivorous.” 

“How do you deduce that?” 

“Because it ran up the curtain. A canary's cage was hanging in the window, and 
its aim seems to have been to get at foe bird.” 

“Then what was foe beast?” 

“Ah, if I could give it a name it might go a long way towards solving foe case. 
On foe whole, it was probably some creature of foe weasel and stoat tribe— and 
yet it is larger than any of these that I have seen.” 

“But what had it to do with foe crime?” 

“That, also, is still obscure. But we have learned a good deal, you perceive. We 
know that a man stood in foe road looking at foe quarrel between foe Barclays— the 
blinds were up and foe room lighted. We know, also, that he ran across the lawn, 
entered foe room, accompanied by a strange animal, and that he eifoer struck foe 
colonel or, as is equally possible, foat foe colonel fell down from sheer fright at 
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the sight of hixn^ and cut his head on the comer of the fender. Finally we have the 
curious fact that the intrader carried away the key with him when he left.'* 

‘Tour discoveries seem to have left the business more obscure than it was before,** 
said I. 

‘'Quite so. They undoubtedly showed that the affair was much deeper than was at 
first conjectured. I thought the matter over, and I came to the conclusion that I 
must approach the case from another aspect. But really, Watson, I am keeping you 
up, and I might jusNas well tell you all this on our way to Aldershot to-morrow." 

“Thank you, you have gone rather too far to stop." 

“It is quite certain that when Mrs. Barclay left the house at half-past seven she 
was on good terms with her husband. She was never, as I think I have said, os- 
tentatiously affectionate, but she was heard by the coachman chatting with the 
colonel in a friendly fashion. Now, it was equally certain that, immediately on 
her return, she had gone to the room in which she was least likely to see her 
husband, had flown to tea as an agitated woman will, and finally, on his coming 
in to her, had broken into violent recriminations. Therefore something had oc- 
curred between seven-thirty and nine o'clock which had completely altered h^ 
feelings towards him. But Miss Morrison had been with her during the whole of 
that hour and a half. It was absolutely certain, therefore, in spite of her denial, that 
she must know something of the matter. 

“My first conjecture was that possibly there had been some passages between 
this young lady and the old soldier, which the former had now confessed to the 
wife. That would account for the angry return, and also for the girl's denial that 
anything had occuned. Nor would it be entirely incompatible with most of ttie 
words overheard. But there was the reference to David, and there was the known 
affection of the colonel for his wife to weigh against it, to say nothing of the tragic 
intrusion of this other man, which might, of course, be entirely disconnected with 
what had gone before. It was not easy to pick one's steps, but, on the whole, I 
was inclined to dismiss the idea that there had been anything between the colonel 
and Miss Morrison, but more than ever convinced that the young lady held the 
clue as to what it was which had turned Mrs. Barclay to hatred of her husband. 
I took the obvious course, therefore, of calling upon Miss M., of explaining to her 
that I was perfectly certain that she held the facts in her possession, and of assuring 
her that her friend, Mrs, Barclay, might find herself in the dock upon a capital 
charge unless the matter were cleared up. 

“Miss Morrison is a little ethereal slip of a girl, with timid eyes and blond hair, 
but I found her by no means wanting in shrewdness and common sense. She sat 
thinking for some time after I had spoken, and then, turning to me with a brisk 
air of resolution, she broke into a remarkable statement which 1 will condense for 
your benefit. 

" 'I promised my friend that I would say nothing of the matter, and a promise 
is a promise,* said she; 'but if I can really help her when so serious a charge is 
laid against her, and when her own mouth, poor darling, is closed by illness, then 
I think I am absolved from my promise. I will tell you exactly what happened upon 
Monday evening. 

“‘We were returning from the Watt Street Mission about a quarter to nine 
o'clock. On oui way we had to pass through Hudson Street, which is a very quiet 
thoroughfare. There is only one lamp in it, upon the left-hand side, and as we 
approached this lamp 1 saw a man coming towards us with his back very bent. 
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and something like a box slung over one of his shoulders. He appeared to be 
deformed, for he carried his head low and walked with his knees I^t. We were 
passing him when he raised his face to look at us in the circle of li^t thrown 
by the lamp, and as he did so he stopped and screamed out in a dreadful voice, 
‘'My God, it's Nancyr’ Mn. Barclay turned as white as death and would have fallen 
down had the dreadfuMooking creature not caught hold of her. I was going to call 
for the police, but she, to my surprise, spoke quite civilly to the fellow. 

** ' **! thought you had been dead this thirty years, Henry," said she in a shaking 
voice. 

" ' I have," said he, and it was awful to hear the tones that he said it in. He 
had a very dark, fearsome face, and a ^eam in his, eyes that comes back to me in 
my dreams. His hair and whiskers were shot with gray, and his face was all crinkled 
and puckered like a withered apple. 

"" ‘ ""Just walk on a little way, dear," said Mrs. Barclay; ""I want to have a word 
with this man. There is nothing to be afraid of." She tried to speak boldly, but 
she was still deadly pale and could hardly get her words out for the t-embling 
of her lips. 

" *1 did as she asked me, and they talked together for a few minutes. Then she 
came down the street with her eyes blazing, and I saw the crippled wretch standing 
by the lamp-post and shaking his clenched fists in the air as if he were mad with 
rage. She never said a word until we were at the door here, when she took me by 
the hand and begged me to tell no one what had happened. 

" ' ""It's an old acquaintance of mine who has come down in the world," said she. 
When I promised her I would say nothing she kissed me, and I have never seen 
her since. I have told you now the whole truth, and if I withheld it from the police 
it is because I did not realize then the danger in which my dear friend stood. I 
know that it can only be to her advantage that everything should be known.' 

There was her statement, Watson, and to me, as you can imagine, it was like a 
light on a dark night. Everything which had been disconnected before began at 
once to assume ib true place, and I had a shadowy presentiment of the whole 
sequence of evenb. My next step obviously was to find the man who had produced 
such a remarkable impression upon Mrs. Barclay. If he were still in Aldershot it 
should not be a very difEcult matter. There are not such a very great number of 
civilians, and a deformed man was sure to have attracted attention. I spent a day 
in tlie search, and by evening— this very evening, Wabon— I had run him down. The 
man's name is Henry Woexi, and he lives in lodgings in this same street in which 
the ladies met him. He has only been five days in the place. In the character of a 
registration-agent I had a most interesting gossip with his landlady. The man is 
by trade a conjurer and performer, going round the canteens after nightfall, and 
giving a little entertainment at each. He carries some creature about with him in 
that box, about which the landlady seemed to be in considerable trepidation, for 
she had never seen an animal like it. He uses it in some of his tricks according to 
her account. So much the woman was able to tell me, and also that it was a wonder 
the man lived, seeing how twisted he was, and that he spoke in a strange tongue 
sometimes, and that for the last two nights she had heard him groaning and 
weeping in his bedroom. He was all right, as far as money went, but in his deposit 
he had given her what looked like a bad florin. She showed it to me, Wabon, and 
it was an Indian rupee. 

"So now. my dear fellow, you see exactly how we stand and why it is I want 



you. It is perfectly plain that after the ladies parted from tins man he fcdlowed 
them at a distance that he saw the quand between husband and wife tiuoagh tibe 
window, that he rushed in, and that the creature whidi he carried in his box got 
loose. That is aO very certain. But he is the only person in this world who can 
tdl ns exactly what happened in that room.’' 

"And you intoid to ask him?” 

"Most certainly-but in the presence of a witness.” 

"And I am the witness?” 

"If you will be so good. If he can clear the matter op, well and good. If be 
refuses, we have no alternative but to apply for a warrant.” 

"But how do you know he’ll be there when we return?” 

"You may be sure that I took some precautions. I have one of my Baker Street 
boys mounting guard over him who would stick to him like a burr, go where he 
might. We shall find him in Hudson Street tomorrow, Watson, and meanwhfle I 
should be the criminal myself if I kept you out of bed any longer.” 

It was midday when we found ourselves at the scene of the tragedy, and, under 
my companion’s guidance, we made our way at once to Hudson Street. In spite 
of his capacity for concealing his emotions, I could easily see that Holmes was in a 
state of suppressed excitement, while I was myself tingling with that half-sporting, 
half-intellectual pleasure which I invariably experienced when I associated myself 
with him in his investigations. 

"This is the street,” said he as we turned into a short th^ughfare lined with 
plain two-storied brick houses. "Ah, here is Simpson to report.” 

"He's in all right, Mr. Holmes,” cried a small street Arab, running up to us. 

"Good, SimpsonI” said Holmes, patting him on the head. "Come along, Watson. 
This is the house.” He sent in his card with a message that he had come on im- 
portant business, and a moment later we were fece to face with the man whom 
we had come to see. In spite of the warm weather he was crouching over a fire, 
and the little room was like an oven. The man sat all twisted and huddled in his 
chair in a way which gave an indescribable impression of deformity; but the face 
which he turned towards us, though worn and swarthy, must at some time have 
been remarkable for its beauty. He looked suspiciously at us n«<w out of yellow-shot, 
bilious eyes, and, without speaking or rising, he waved towards two chairs. 

“Mr. Henry Wood, late of India, I believe,” said Holmes affably. "I’ve come 
over this little matter of Colonel Barclay’s death.” 

"What should I know about that?” 

"That’s what I want to ascertain. You know, I suppose, that unless the matter is 
cleared up, Mrs. Barclay, who is an old friend of yours, will in all probability be 
tried for murder.” 

The man gave a violent start. 

“I don’t know who you are,” he cried, "nor how you come to know what you do 
know, but will you swear that this is true that you tell me?” 

">^y, they are only waiting for her to come to her senses to arrest her.” 

"My GodI Are you in the police yourself?” 

“No.” 

"What business is it of yours, then?” 

"It’s every man’s business to see justice done.” 

"You can take my word that she is innocent.” 

“Then you are guilty." 



*^ 0 , 1 am not" 

"Who UDed Colond JameiBudaf, ilien?” 

*lt yn» 8 just Providence tint IdIM him. But, mind yon this, that if I had 
knodoed hit bmins out; as it was in my heart to do, he would have had no more 
Hmw his doe from my hands. If his own guilty oonsdenoe had not strode him down 
it is lifcdy enonah that I mi^t have had his blood upon my soul. You want me to 
tdl the sfeoiy. Wdl, I don’t know why I shouldn't, for there’s no cause for me to 
be ashamed of it. 

‘If was in this way, sir. You see me now with my bade like a camd and my ribs 
all awry, but there was a time when Corpoial Henry Wood was the smartest man 
in the One Hundred and Seventeenth foot. We were in India, then, in canton- 
ments, at a place we’ll call Bhnrtee. Barclay, who died the ottier day, was sergeant 
in die same company as mysdf, and die b(^ of the regiment, ay, and the finest 
gill that ever had the breath of life betwemi her lips, was Nancy Devoy, the 
daughter of the cdoor-seigeant. There were two men that loved her, and one diat 
she loved, and you’ll smile when you look at this poor ttiing huddled before the 
fire and me say that it was for my good looks that she loved me. 

“Wdl, dioogh I had her heart, her father was set upon her marrying Barclay. I 
was a harum-scaram, reckless lad^ and he had had an education and was already 
marked for the swon^bdt But the girl hdd true to me, and it seemed that I 
would have had her when the Mutiny brdre out, and all hell was loose in die 
country. 

“We were shut up in Bhurtee, the regiment of us widi half a battery of artillery, 
a company of Sikhs, and a lot of civilians and women-folk. There were ten thou- 
sand rchds round us, and diey were as keen as a set of terrieis round a rat-cage. 
About the second week d it our water gave out, and it was a question whether we 
could communicate with General NeiD’s column, which was moving up-country. 
It was our only chance, for we could not hope to fight our way out with all the 
women and children, so I volunteered to go out and to warn G«eral Neill of our 
danger. My dfer was accepted, and I talked it over widi Sergeant Barclay, who 
was s u pposed to know the ground better than any other man, and who drew up 
a route by which I m^ht get dirough the rebel Unes. At ten o’dock the same night 
I started off upon my journey. There were a thousand lives to save, but it was of 
only one that 1 was thinking when I dropped over the wall that night. 

‘My way ran down a dried-up watercourse, which we hoped would screen me 
from the enemy’s sentries; but as I crept round die corner of it I v'alked right 
into six of them, who were crouching down in the dark waiting for me. In an instant 
I was stunned with a blow and bound hand and foot. But the real blow was to 
my heart and not to my head, for as I came to and listened to as much as I could 
understand of dieir taU;, I heard enough to tdl me that my comrade, the very 
man who had arranged the way 1 was to take, had betrayed me by means of a 
native servant into the hands of the enemy. 

“Well, there’s no need for me to dwdl on that part of it. You know now what 
James Barclay was capable of. Bhnrtee was rdieved by Neill next day, but the 
rebds took me away with them in dieir retreat, and it was many a long year before 
ever I saw a white foce again. I was tortured and tried to get away, and was captured 
and tortured again. Yon tan see for yoursdves die state in whi^ I was left Some 
of them diat fled into Nepal took me with them, and then afterwards I was up 
past Darjeding. The UD-folk up there murdered die rchds who had me, and I 
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became tbeir slave for a time until I escaped; but instead of going souA I b$d to 
go noxth, until I found myself among the Afghans. There I wandered about for 
many a year^ and at last came back to die Punjab, where I lived mostly among the 
natives and picked up a living by the conjuring tricks that I had learned. What 
use was it for me, a wretched cripple, to go back to England or to make mysdf 
known to my old comrades? Even my wish for revenge would not make me do foat, 

I had rather that Nancy and my old pals should think of Harry Wood as having 
died with a straight back, than see him living and crawling with a stick like a 
chimpanzee. They never doubted that I was dead, and I meant that they never 
should. I heard that Barclay had married Nancy, and that he vm rising rapidly in 
the regiment, but even that did not make me speak. 

'"But when one gets old one has a longing for home. For years Fve been dreaming 
of the bright green fields and the hedges of England. At last I determined to see 
them before I died. I saved enough to bring me across, and then I came here where 
the soldiers are, for I know their ways and how to amuse them and so earn enou^ 
to keep me.” 

Tour narrative is most interesting,” said Sherlock Holmes. ""I have already heard 
of your meeting with Mrs. Barclay, and your mutual recognition. You then, as I 
understand, followed her home and saw through the window an altercation be- 
tween her husband and her, in which she doubtless cast his conduct to you in 
his teeth. Your own feelings overcame you, and you ran across the lawn and broke 
in upon them.” 

**1 did, sir, and at the sight of me he looked as I have never seen a man look 
before, and over he went with his head on the fender. But he was dead before 
he fell. I read death on his face as plain as I can read that text over the fire. The 
bare sight of me was like a bullet through his guilty heart.” 

"And then?” 

"Then Nancy fainted, and I caught up the key of the door from her hand, 
intending to unlock it and get help. But as I was doing it it seemed to me better 
to leave it alone and get away, for the thing might look tlack against me, and 
anyway my secret would be out if I were taken. In my haste I thrust the key into 
my pocket, and dropped my stick while I was chasing Tendy, who had run up 
the curtain. When I got him into his box, from which he had slipped, I was off as 
fast as I could run.” 

“Who's Teddy?” asked Holmes. 

The man leaned over and pulled up the front of a kind of hutch in the comer. 
In an instant out there slipped a beautiful reddish-brown creature, thin and lithe, 
with the legs of a stoat, a long, thin nose, and a pair of the finest red eyes that 
ever I saw in an animal’s head. 

“It's a mongoose,” I cried. 

“Well, some call them that, and some call them ichneumon,” said the man. 
"Snake-catcher is what I call them, and Teddy is amazing quick on cobras. I have 
one here without the fangs, and Teddy catches it every night to please the folk 
in the canteen. 

"Any other point, sir?” 

“Well, we may have to apply to you again if Mrs. Barclay should prove to be 
in serious trouble.” 

"In that case, of course. I'd come forward.” 

“But if not, there is no object in raiding up this scandal against a dead man, 
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foiiUy as be has acted. Yoni have at least the satisfaictioa of knowing that for thirty 
years of his life his conscience Intteily reproached hhn for his wicked deed. Ah, 
there goes Major Murphy on the other side of the street Good-bye, Wood. I want 
fo learn if anjrthing has happened since yesterday.” 

We were in time to overtake the major before he reached die coiner. 

”Ab, Hohnes,” he said, ”I suppose you have heard that all this fuss has come to 
nothing?”. 

"What dien?” 

‘The inquest is just over. The medical evidence showed conclusively that death 
was due to apoplexy. You see it was quite a simple case, after all.” 

"Oh, remarkably superficial,” said Holmes, smiling. "Come, Watson, I don't 
think we shall be wanted in Aldershot any more.” 

**111016'$ one thing,” said I as we walked down to the station. "If the husband's 
name was James, and the other was Henry, what was this talk about David?” 

"That one word, my dear Watson, shoidd have told me the whole story had I 
been the ideal reasoner which you are so fond of depicting. It was evidendy a 
term of rqnoach.” 

“Of reproach?” 

"Ye^ David strayed a litde occasionally, you know, and on one occasion in the 
same direction as Sergeant James Barclay. You remember the small affair of Uriah 
and Bathshdia? My Bibliod knowledge is a trifle rusty, I fear, but you will find the 
story in the first or second of Samuel.” 


THE RESIDENT PATIENT 

In clancinc over the somewhat incoherent series of Memoirs with which I have 
endeavoured to illustrate a few of the mental peculiarities of my friend Mr. Sher- 
lock Holmes, I have been struck by the difficulty which 1 have experienced in 
picking out examines which shall in every way answer my purpose. For in those 
cases in which Holmes has performed some tour de force of analytical reasoning, 
and has demonstrated the value of his peculiar methods of investigation, the facts 
themselves have often been so slight or so commonplace that I could not feel 
justified in laying them before the public. On the other hand, it has frequendy 
happened that he has been concerned in some research where the facts have been 
of the most remarkable and dramatic character, but where the share which he has 
himself taken in determining their causes has been less pronounced than I, as bis 
tnographer, could wish. Tlie small matter which 1 have chronicled under the head- 
ing of "A Study in Scarlet,” and that other later one connected with the loss of 
the Gtoria Scott, may serve as examples of this Scylla and Charybdis which are 
forever threatening the hbtorian. It may be that in the business of which I am 
now about to write the part which my diend played is not sufficiendy accentuated; 
and yet the whole train of circumstances is so remarkable that I cannot bring 
myself to omit it entirely from this series. 

It had been a dose, rainy day in October. Our blinds were half-drawn, and 
Holmes lay curled upon die so^ reading and rereading a letter which he had 
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received by die morning post For mysdf, my torn of service in Indii had trained 
me to staiid heat better than cold, and a diermometer oi ninety was no hanibhip. 
But the paper was uninteresting. Parliament had risen. Everybody was ont ^ 
town, and 1 yearned f(» the glades of die New Forest or the shin^ of Sooduea. 
A defdeted trenk account had caused me to postpone my holiday, and as to my 
companion, neidiet the country nor the sea presented tte slightest attraction to 
him. He loved to lie in the very centre of five millions of people^ vrith his filaments 
stretching out and tunning through them, responsive to every little rumour or 
suspicion unscdved crime. Appreciation of nature found no place among his 
many gifts, and his only change was when he turned his mind from the evih 
doer of the town to track down his brother of the country. 

Finding that Holmes was too absorbed for conversation, 1 had tossed aside the 
barren paper, and, leaning back in my chair I fell mto a brown study. Suddenly 
my companion's voice broke in upon my thoughts. 

Tou are right, Watson,” said he. “It does seem a very preposterous way of 
setding a dispute.” 

“Most preposterousi” I exclauncd. and then, suddenly realizing how he had 
echoed the inmost thought of my soul, I sat up in my chair and stared at him in 
blank amazement. 

“What is this. Holmes?” I cned. This is beyond anything which I could have 
imagmed. 

He laughed heartily at my perplexity. 

“You remember,” said he, “that some little time ago, when I read you the 
passage in one of Poe's sketches, in which a close reasoner follows die unspoken 
thoughts of his companion, you were inclined to treat the matter as a mere four 
de force of the author. On my remarking that I was constantly in the habit of 
doing the same thing you expressed incredulity.” 

“Oh, no!" 

“Perhaps not with your tongue, my dear Watson, but certainly with your eye- 
brows. So when I saw you throw down your paper and enter upon a train of thought, 
I was very happy to have the opportunity of reading it off, and eventually of 
breaking into it, as a proof that I had been m rapport with you.” 

But I was still far from satisfied. “In the example which you read to me,” said 
1, “the reasoner drew his conclusions from the actions of the man whom he ob- 
served. If I remember right, he stumbled over a heap of stones, looked up at the 
stars, and so on. But I have been seated quietly in my chair, and what clues can 
I have given you?” 

“You do youtsdf an injustice. The features are given to man as die means by 
which he shall express his emotions, and yours are faithful servants.” 

“Do you mean to say that you read my bain of tfaoughb from my features?” 

“Your features, and especially your eyes. Perhaps you caimot youtsdf lecoO 
how your reverie commenced?” 

"No, I cannot.” 

Thm 1 win tdl you. After throwing down your paper, which was the action 
which drew my attention to you, you sat for hidf a minute with a vacant etpus- 
sion. Hien your eyes fixed tbemsdves upon your newly fesmed picture of General 
Gordon, and I saw by die altention in your fact that a bain of thought had been 
started. But it did not lead very far. Your eyes turned across to the u nfr a m ed por- 
trait of Henry Ward Beecher, which stands upon die top of your books. You then 
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glanced up at tbe wall» and of course your meaning was obvious. You weie thinJc- 
ing that if the portrait were framed it would just cover that bare space and coire^ 
spond with Gordon’s picture over there.” 

"You have followed me wonderfullyl” 1 exclaimed. 

"So far I could hardly have gone astray. But now your thoughts went back to 
Beecher^ and you looked hard across as if you were studying the character in his 
features. Then your eyes ceased to pucker, but you continued to look across, and 
your face was thoughtful. You were recalling the incidents of Beecher’s career. I 
was well aware that you could not do this without thinking of the mission which 
he undertook on behalf of the North at the time of the Civil War, for I remember 
you expressing your passionate indignation at the way in which he was received 
by the more turbulent of our people. You felt so strongly about it that I knew 
you could not think of Beecher without thinking of that also. When a moment 
later I saw your eyes wander away from the picture, I suspected that your mind 
had now turned to the Civil War, and when I observed that your lips set, your 
eyes sparkled, and your hands clinched, I was positive that you were indeed think- 
ing of the gallantry which was shown by both sides in that desperate struggle. 
But then, again, your face grew sadder; you shook your head. You were dwelling 
upon the sadness and horror and useless waste of life. Your hand stole towards 
your own old wound, and a smile quivered on your lips, which showed me that 
the ridiculous side of this method of settling international questions had forced 
itself upon your mind. At this point I agreed with you that it was preposterous, 
and was glad to find that all my deductions had been conect.” 

"Absolutely!” said I. "And now that you have explained it, I confess that I am 
as amazed as before.” 

"It was very superficial, my dear Watson, I assure you. I should not have in- 
truded it upon your attention had -you not shown some incredulity the other day. 
But the evening has brought a breeze with it. What do you say to a ramble through 
London?” 

I was weary of our little sitting-room and gladly acquiesced. For three hours we 
strolled about together, watching the ever-changing kaleidoscope of life as it ebbs 
and flows through Fleet Street and the Strand. His characteristic talk, with its 
keen observance of detail and subtle power of inference, held me amused and 
enthralled. It was ten o’clock before we reached Baker Street again. A brougham 
was waiting at our door. 

"Hum! A doctor’s— general practitioner, I perceive,” said Holmes. “Not been 
long in practice, but has a good deal to do. Come to consult us, I fancy! Lucky 
we came back!” 

I was sufficiently conversant with Holmes’s methods to be able to follow his 
reasoning, and to see that the nature and state of the various medical instruments 
in the wicker basket which hung in the lamp-light inside the brougham had given 
him the data for his swift deduction. The light in our window above showed that 
this late visit was indeed intended for us. With some curiosity as to what could 
have sent a brother medico to us at such an hour, I followed Holmes into our 
sanctum. 

A pale, taper-faced man witli sandy whiskers rose up from a chair by the fire as 
we entered. His age may not have been more than three or four and thirty, but his 
^ «ggard expression and unhealthy hue told of a life which had sapped his strength 
and robbed him of his youth. His manner was nervous and shy, like that of a sensi- 





tivc gentleman, and the thin white hand which he laid on the mantelpiece as he 
rose was that of an artist zather than of a surgeon. His dress was quiet aqd sombre 
—a black frock-coat, dark trousers, and a touch of colour about his necJctie. 

"Good-evening, Doctor ” said Holmes cheerily. "I am glad to see that you have 
only been waiting a very few minutes.” 

*Tou spoke to my coachman, then?” 

"No, it was the candle on the side-table that told me. Pray resume your seat and 
let me know how I can serve you.” 

“My name is Dr. Percy Trevelyan,” said our visitor, “and I live at 403 Brook 
Street.” 

“Are you not the author of a monograph upon obscure nervous lesions?” I asked. 
His pale cheeks flushed with pleasure at heanng that his work was known to me. 

“I so seldom hear of the work that I thought it was quite dead,” said he. “My 
publishers gave me a most discouraging account of its sale. You are yourself, I 
presume, a medical man?” 

“A retired army surgeon.” 

“My own hobby has always been nervous disease. I should wish to make it an 
absolute specialty, but of course a man must take what he can get at first. This, 
however, is beside the question, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, and I quite appreciate how 
valuable your time is. The fact is that a very singular train of events has occurred 
recently at my house in Brook Street, and to-night they came to such a head that 
I fdt it was quite impossible for me to wait another hour before asking for your 
advice and assistance.” 

Sherlock Holmes sat down and lit his pipe. “You are very welcome to both,” 
said he. “Pray let me have a detailed account of what the circumstances are which 
have disturbed you.” 

“One or two of them are so trivial,” said Dr. Trevelyan, "that really I am almost 
ashamed to mention them. But the matter is so inexplicable, and the recent turn 
which it has taken is so elaborate, that I shall lay it all before you, and you shaD 
judge what is essential and what is not. 

“I am compdled, to begin with, to say something of my own college career. 

I am a London University man, you know, and I am sure that you will not think 
that I am unduly singing my own praises if I say that my student career was 
considered by my professo^^ ^ promising one. After I had graduated I 
continued to devote invj occupying a minor position in King's Col- 

legs and consideiable inteiet by my 

rc^h into permission, I wUl remain in fit™ Ae Bnice Pink^ 

prize and mr » Hich your fhend has 

jostalladg^J 

of course, I assented, and the young man withdrew?* • “n- 

***^^60 plunged into a discussion of his case, of which I took exhiv 
He was not remaricable for inteUigence, and his answen were frequently 'UMpy 
which I attnbuted to his limited acquaintance with our language. Suddenly, ho«ir 
ever, as I sat writing, he ceased to give any answer at all to my inquiries, and on my 
turning towards him I was shocked to see that he was sitting bolt ui»ight in his 
nhfliT tf,T«ng at me with a perfectly blank and rigid face. He was again in the 
grip of his mysterious malady. 

-My first feeling, as I have just said, was one of pity and honor. My second, I 
fear, was rather one of professional satisfaction. I made notes of my patient’s 
pulse and temperature, tested the rigidity of his muscles, and examined bis re- 
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complete stiangt^t to me. He came up into my room one morning, and plunged 
into business in an instant. 

'You are die same Percy Trevelyan who has had so distinguished a career and 
won a great prize lately?’ said he. 

"I bowed. 

" 'Answer me frankly/ he continued, 'for you will find it to your interest to do 
so. You have all the cleverness which makes a successful man. Have you the tact?’ 

"I could not help smiling at the abruptness of the question. 

** 'I trust that I have my share/ I said. 

" 'Any bad habits? Not drawn towards drink, eh?' 

"‘Really, sirl’ I cned. 

" 'Quite rightl That's all rightl But I was bound to ask. With all these qualities, 
why are you not in pracbce?’ 

"I shrugged my shoulders. 

“ ‘Come, cornel' said he in his bustling way. 'It's the old story. More in your 
brains than in your pocket, eh? What would you say if I were to start you in 
Brook Street?' 

"I stared at him in astonishment. 

" ‘Oh, it's for my sake, not for yours,' he cried. 'I'U be perfectly frank with you, 
and if it suits you it will suit me very well. I have a few thousands to invest, d'ye 
see, and 1 think I’ll sink them m you.' 

" ‘But why?’ I gasped. 

“ 'Well, it’s just like any other speculabon, and safer than most.' 

" 'What am 1 to do, then?’ 

“ 'I'll tell you. I'll take the house, furnish it, pay the maids, and run the whole 
place. All you have to do is ]ust to wear out your chair m the consulting-room. I'll 
let you have pocket-money and everything. TTien you hand over to me three quar- 
ters of what you earn, and you keep (the other quarter for yourself.’ 

This was the strange proposal, Mr. Holmes, with which the man Blessington 
approached me. I won't weary you with the account of how we bargained and 
negotiated. It ended in my moving into the house next Lady Day, and starting 
in practice on very much the same conditions as he had suggested. He came him- 
self to live with me in the character of a resident patient. His heart was weak, it 
appean, and he needed constant medical supe^^j^^j. turned the two best 
rooms of the first floor into a sitting-room ' mself . He was a man 

of singular habits, shunnj '^7 ^r^etitioner, I perceive,” said 
^gular, but in or ^ ^ Come to consult us, ** 

hour, he walkc^ down five 

and fh^'P^Piently convenant with Holmes's methods to be able to fob*! 

and to see that the nature and state of the various medical instrumev 
1 the wicker basket which hung in the lamp-light inside the brougham had given 
him the data for his swift deduction. The light in our window above showed that 
this late visit was indeed intended for us. With some curiosity as to what could 
have sent a brother medico to us at such an hour, 1 followed Holmes into our 
sanctum. 

A pale, taper-faced man witli sandy whiskers rose up from a chair by the fire as 
we entered. His age may not have been more than three or four and thirty, but his 
huggard expression and unhealthy hue told of a life which had sapped his sbength 
and robbed him of his youth. His manner was nervous and shy, like that of a sensi- 
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committed in lie West *ttd ht appeared, I remember, to be quite unneces- 
sarily excited afout it, ds^clanstg that a day should not pass before we should add 
stronger bolts t) our widows and doors. For a week he continued to be in a 
peculiar state ol restics/wss, -ontinually out of the windows, and ceasing 

to take the short walkWhfch had usually been the prelude to his dinner. From 
his manner it struck be wa| in mortal dread of something or somebody, 

but when I qucstionec^ upon the point he became so offensive that I was 
compelled to drop the subject. Gradually, as time passed, his fears appeared to die 
away, and he renewed his fonaer habits, when a fresh event reduced him to the 
pitiable state of prostra^^u in which Ihe now lies. 

“What happened wiW this. Tt»o ^ays ago I received the letter which 1 now 
read to you. Neither addteM nor date 's attached to it. 

“A Russian no^^uman whiic t'^ow resident in England [it runs], would be 
glad to avail hini^^ oi the ,{rit$ifessional assistance of Dr. Percy Trevelyan. 
He has been for some years a vvictim to cataleptic attacks, on which, as is 
well known. Dr. ^Trevelyan is an authority. He proposes to call at about a 
quarter-past six tcrnwrrow evening, if Dr. Trevelyan will make it convenient 
to be at home. 

nrhis letter interc^ed deeply, because the chief difficulty in the study of 
catalepsy is the rareness <1 the disease. You may believe, then, that I was in my 
consulting-room when, at fee appointed hour, the page showed in the patient. 

“He was an elderly man, thin, deipure, and commonplace— by no means the 
conception one forms of a Russian nobleman. I was much more struck by the ap- 
pearance of his (xnnpimio^* Th^ ^ tall young man, surprisingly handsome, with 
a dark, fierce face, ai^ limbs and chest of a Hercules. He had his hand under 
the other’s arm as th^/ entered, and helped him to a chair with a tenderness which 
one would hardly liavc expected from his appearance. 

“ 'You will cxnfiise my coming in. Doctor,' said he to me, speaking English with 
a slight hsp. is my father, and his health is a matter of the most overwhelming 
importane^ co me.' 

T[ was touched by this filial anxiety. 'You would, perhaps, care to remain during 
the consultation?* said I. 

“ *Not for the world,' he cried with a gesture of horror. 'It is more painful to me 
than I can express. If I were to see my father in one of these dreadful seizures I am 
conviiiGe<f that I should never survive it. My own nervous system is an exceptionally 
sensitive one. With your permission, I will remain in the waiting-room while you 
go into my father’s case.' 

“To this, of course, I assented, and the young man withdrew. The patient and 
I then plunged into a discussion of his case, of which I took exhaustive notes. 
He was not remarkable for intelligence, and his answen were frequently obscure, 
which I attributed to his limited acquaintance with our language. Suddenly, how- 
ever, as I sat writing, he ceased to give any answer at all to my inquiries, and on my 
turning towards him I was shocked to see that he was sitting bolt upright in his 
chair, staring at me with a perfectly blank and rigid He was again in the 
grip of his mysterious malady. 

*'My first feeling, as I have just said, was one of pity and horror. My second, I 
fear, was rather one of profe^ional satisfaction. I made notes of my patient's 
pulse and temperature, tested the rigidity of his muscles, and examined his re- 
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There was nothing markedly abnormal in any of tfiese coiditions, which 
hannoniaed with my former experiences. I had obtained cood lesub in such cases 
by the inhalation of nitrite of amyl, and the present semned an admirable op* 
portonity of testing its virtues. The bottle was downstaits\ in my laboratory, so, 
leaving my patient seated in his chair, I ran down to ggt it. There was some 
little delay in finding it— five minutes, let us say— and thoi I letumed. Imagine my 
amazement to find the room empty and the patient gone. 

Xlf course, my first act was to run into the waiting-room. T^h^ $08 had gone also. 
The hall door had been closed, but not shut. My page who admits patients is a 
new boy and by no means quick. He waits downstairs and nms up to show patients 
out when I ring the consulting-room bell. He had heard Nothing, and the affair 
remained a complete mystery. Mr. Blessington came m froDi his walk shortly after- 
wards, but I did not say anything to him upon the subject, for, to tell Uie truth, I 
have got in the way of late of holding as little communication with him as possible. 

'^ell, I never thought that I should see anything more of the Russian and his 
son, so you can imagine my amazement when, at the very jame hour this evening, 
they both came marching into my consulting-room, just aj they had done before. 

“ T feel that I owe you a great many apologies for my ab'upt departure yesterday. 
Doctor,' said my patient. 

“ T confess that I was very much surprised at it,’ said 

“‘Well, the fact is,’ he remarked, ‘that when I recover from these attacks my 
mind is always very clouded as to all that has gone belore. I woke up in a strange 
room, as it seemed to me, and made my way out into >J[ie street in a sort of dazed 
way when you were absent.’ 

“‘And I,’ said the son, ‘seeing- my father pass the dotr of the waiting-room, 
naturally thought that the consultation had come to an end. It was not unhl we 
had reached home that I began to realize the true state of affan^.’ 

“ ‘Well,’ said I, laughing, ‘there is 'no harm done except that ;ou puzzled me 
terribly; so if you, sir, would kindly step into the waiting-room I shaU be happy to 
continue our consultation which was brought to so abrupt an ending.’ 

“For half an hour or so I discussed the old gentleman’s symptoms with Vim, and 
then, having prescribed for him, I saw him go off upon the arm of his son. 

“I have told you that Mr. Blessington generally chose this hour of the day for ms 
exercise. He came in shortly afterwards and passed upstairs. An mstant later 1 
heard him running down, and he burst into my consulting-room like a man who is 
mad with panic. 

“ ‘Who has been in my room?’ he cried. 

“‘No one,’ said I. 

“ ‘It’s a liel' he yelled. ‘Come up and lookl’ 

“I passed over the grossness of his language, as he seemed half out of his mind 
with fear. When I went upstairs with him he pointed to several footprinb upon 
the light carpet. 

“ ‘Do you mean to say those are mine?’ he cried. 

“They were certainly very much larger than any which he could have made, and 
were evidently quite fresh. It rained hard this afternoon, as you know, and my 
patients were the only people who called. It must have bm the case, then, that 
the man in the waiting-room had, for some unknown reason, while I was busy with 
the other, ascended to the room of my resident patient. Nothing had been touched 
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or taken, but there were the footprints to prove that the intrusion was an un- 
doubted fact. 

"Mr. Blessington seemed more excited over the matter than 1 should have 
thought possible, though of course it was enough to disturb anybody's peace of 
mind. He actually sat crying in an armchair, and I could hardly get him to speak 
coherently It was his suggestion that I should come round to you, and of course 
1 at once saw the propriety of it, for certainly the incident is a very singular one, 
though he appears to completely overrate its importance. If you would only come 
back with me in my brougham, you would at least be able to soothe him, though 
I can hardly hope that you will be able to explain this remarkable occurrence.” 

Sherlock Holmes had listened to this long narrative with an intentness which 
showed me that his interest was keenly aroused. His face was as impassive as ever, 
but his lids had drooped more heavily over his eyes, and bis smoke had curled up 
more thickly from his pipe to emphasize each curious episode in the doctor’s talc. 

our visitor concluded, Holmes sprang up without a word, handed me my hat, 
picked his own from the table, and followed Dr. Trevelyan to the door. Within a 
quarter of an hour we had been dropped at the door of the physician's residence 
in Brook Street, one of those sombre, flat-faced houses which one associates with 
a West End practice. A small page admitted us, and we began at once to ascend 
the broad, well-carpeted stair. 

But a singular interruption brought us to a standstill. Th^ light at the top was 
suddenly whisked out, and from the darkness came a reedy, quavering voice. 

“I have a pistol,” it cried. "1 give you my word that Til fire if you come any 
nearei.” 

"Tins really grows outrageous, Mr. Blessington,” cried Dr. Trevelyan. 

"Oh, then it is you, Doctor,” said the voice with a great heave of relief. “But 
those other gentlemen, arc they what they pretend to be?” 

We were conscious of a long scnitiny out of the darkness. 

"Yes, yes, it's all right,” said the voice at last. “You can come up, and I am 
sorry u my precautions have annoyed you.” 

He relit the stair gas as he 5^ oke, and we saw before us a singulai-looking man, 
whose appearance, as well as his voice testified to his jangled nerves. He was very 
fat, but had apparently at some time been much fatter, so that the skin hung about 
his face in loose pouches, like the cheeks of a bloodhound. He was of a sickly 
colour, and his thin, sandy hair seemed to bristle up with the intensity of his 
emotion. In his hand he held a pistol, but he thrust it into his pocket as wc ad- 
vanced. 

“Good-evening, Mr. Holmes,” said he. “I am sure I am very much obliged to you 
for coming round. No one ever needed your advice more than I do. I suppose that 
Dr. Trevelyan has told you of this most unwarrantable intrusion into my rooms.” 

“Quite so,” said Holmes. “Who are these two men, Mr. Blessington, and why do 
they wish to molest you?” 

“Well, well,” said the resident patient in a nervous fashion, “of course it is hard 
to say that. You can hardly expect me to answer that, Mr. Holmes.” 

“Do you mean that you don't know?” 

“Come in here, if you please. Just have the kindness to step in here.” 

He led the way into his bedroom, which was large and comfortably furnished. 

“You sec that,” said he, pointing to a big black box at the end of his bed. “I 
have never been a very rich man, Mr. Holmes— never made but one investment in 
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my life, as Dr. Trevelyan would tell you. But 1 don't believe in bankers. I would 
never trust a banker, Mr. Holmes. Between ourselves, what little I have is in that 
box, so you can understand what it means to me when unknown people force 
themselves into my rooms." 

Holmes looked at Blessington in his questioning way and shook his head. 

**1 cannot possibly advise you if you try to deceive me," said he. 

“But I have told you everything." 

Holmes turned on his heel with a gesture of disgust. “Good-night, Dr. Trevel- 
yan,” said he. 

“And no advice for me?" cried Blessington in a breaking voice. 

“My advice to you, sir, is to speak the truth." 

A minute later we were in the street and walking for home. We had crossed 
Oxford Street and were halfway down Harley Street before I could get a word 
from my companion. 

“Sony to bring you out on such a fool's enand, Watson,” he said at last. “It is an 
interesting case, too, at the bottom of it." 

“I can make little of it," I confessed. 

“Well, it is quite evident that there are two men— more, perhaps, but at least 
two— who are determined for some reason to get at this fellow Blessington. I have 
no doubt in my mind that both on the first and on the second occasion that young 
man penetrated to Blessington’s room, while his confederate, by an ingenious de- 
vice, kept the doctor from interfering." 

“And the catalepsy?” 

“A fraudulent imitation, Watson, though I should hardly dare to hint as much to 
our specialist. It is a very easy complaint to imitate. I have done it myself.” 

“And then?” 

“By the purest chance Blessington was out on each occasion. Their reason for 
choosing so unusual an hour for a CQnsultation was obviously to insure that there 
should be no other patient in the waiting-room. It just happened, however, that 
this hour coincided with Blessington's constitutional, which seems to show that 
they were not very well acquainted with his daily routine. Of course, if they had 
been merely after plunder they would at least have made some attempt to search 
for it. Besides, I can read in a man's eye when it is his own skin that he is fright- 
ened for. It is inconceivable that this fellow could have made two such vindictive 
enemies as these appear to be without knowing of it. I hold it, therefore, to be 
certain that he does know who these men are, and that for reasons of his own he 
suppresses it. It is just possible that to-morrow may find him in a more com- 
municative mood." 

“Is there not one alternative," I suggested, “grotesquely improbable, no doubt, 
but still just conceivable? Might the whole story of the cataleptic Russian and his 
son be a concoction of Dr. Trevelyan's, who has, for his own purposes, been in 
Blessington's rooms?" 

I saw in the gas-light that Holmes wore an amused smile at this brilliant de- 
parture of mine. 

“My dear fellow,” said he, “it was one of the first solutions which occurred to 
me, but I was soon able to corroborate doctor’s tale. This young man has left 
prints upon the stair-carpet which made it quite superfluous for me to ask to see 
those which he had made in thc^room. When I tell you that his shoes were square- 
toed instead of being pointed like Blessington's, and were quite an inch and a 
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third longer than tlic doctor’s, you will acknowledge that there can be no doubt as 
to his individuality. But we may sleep on it now, for I shall be surprised if we do 
not heai sometlimg further from Brook Stieet in the moniing/' 

Sherlock Holmes's prophecy was soon fulfilled, and m a dramatic fashion. At 
half-past seven next morning, in the first dim glimmer ot daylight, I found him 
standing by my bedside in his diessing-gown. 

‘There's a brougham waiting for us, Watson,” said he. 

*‘\^'hat's the matter, then?” 

“Tlie Brook Street business.” 

“Any fresh news?" 

Tragic, but ambiguous,” said he, pulling up the blind. “Look at this— a sheet 
from a notebook, with ‘For God's sake come at once P sciawled upon it in 
pencil Our fnend, the doctor, was hard put to it when he wrote this. Come along, 
mv vicar fellow, for it‘s an urgent call ” 

In a quarter of an hour or so were back at the physician's house. He came 
running out to meet us with a face of horror 

“Oh, such a business!” he cried with his hands to las tenplcs. 

“What then?” 

“Blcssington has committed suicide!” 

H(»lmcs whistled 

“\es, he hanged himself during the night ” 

We had entered, and the doctor had pieceded us into what was evidently his 
w'aiting*room 

“I really hardly know what I am doing,” he cneJ “The police are aheady 
up.>tairs It has shaken me most dreadfully.” 

“When did you find li out?" 

“Hv has a cup of tea taken in to him early every morning When the maid 
enteud about seven, thut the uiifuitunate fellow was hmging in tne middle of 
the room He had tied liis cord to the hook on which the heavy lamp used to 
hang, and he luvl junipe^d off fi^ i tne top of the very Lx/x that he showed us 
vt sttrci-.v ” 

Holnivs stood tor a moment in deep thought 

“Whth your permission,” wid he at la^t, 1 should like to go upstairs and look 
into the matter.” 

We both ascended, followed by the doctor. 

It was a dreadful sight which met us as we entered the bedroom door I have 
spoken of the impression of flabbiness which this man Blessington conveyed As 
he dangled from the hook it was exaggerated and intensified until he was scarce 
human in his appearance. The neck was drawn out like a plucked chicken's, making 
the rest of him seem the more obese and unnatural by the contrast. He was clad only 
m his long night-dress, and his swollen ankles and ungainly feet protruded 
starkly from beneath it. Beside him stood a smart-looking pohce inspector, who 
was taking notes in a pocketbook 

“Ah, Mr. Holmes,” said he heartily as my fnend entered, “I am delighted to see 
you ” 

“Good-morning, Lanner,” answered Holmes; “you won’t think me an intruder, 
[ am suie Have you heard of the events which led up to this affair?” 

“Yes, I heard something of them.” 



“Have you formed any opinion?” 

“As far as I can see, the man has been driven out of his senses by fright The 
bed has been well slept in, you see TTiere's his impression, deep enough It's 
about five in the morning, you know, that suicides are most common That would 
be about his time for hanging himself It seems to have been a very deliberate 
affair ” 

“I should say that he has been dead about three hours, judging by the rigidity 
of the muscles," said I 

“Noticed anything peculiar about the room?" asked Holmes. 

“Found a screw-driver and some screws on the wash-hand stand Seems to have 
smoked heavily during the night, too. Here arc four cigar-ends that 1 picked out 
of the fireplace " 

“Hum!" said Holmes, “have you got his cigar-holder?” 

“No, I have seen none ” 

“His cigar-case, then?” 

"Yes, it was in his coat-pocket ” 

Holmes opened it and smelled the single cigar which it contained 

“Oh, this IS a Havana, and these others are cigars of the peculiar sort which are 
imported by the Dutch from their East Indian colonies. They are usually wrapped 
in straw, you know, and are thinner for their length than any other brand ” He 
picked up the four ends and examined them with his pocket-lens 

“Two of these have been smoked from a holder and two without,” said he. HTwo 
have been cut bv a not very sharp knife, and two have had the ends bitten off by a 
set of excellent teeth This is no suicide, Mr. Lanner. It is a very deeply planned 
and cold-blooded murder.” 

“Impossible!” cued the inspector. 

“And why?” 

‘"Why should anyone murder a man in so clumsy a fashion as by hanging him?” 

“I'hat IS what we have to find out.” 

“How could they get m?” 

“Through the front door ” 

“It was barred m the morning.” 

“ITien It was barred after them,” 

“How do you know?” 

“I saw their traces. Excuse me a moment, and I may be able to give you some 
further information about it.” 

He went over to the door, and turning the lock he examined it in his methodical 
way. Then he took out the key, which was on the inside, and inspected that also. 
The bed, the carpet, the chairs, the mantelpiece, the dead body, and the rope 
were each in turn examined, until at last he professed himself satisfied, and with 
my aid and that of the inspector cut down the wretched object and laid it reverently 
under a sheet. 

“How about this rope?” he asked, 

“it IS cut off this,” said Dr. Trevelyan, drawing a large coil from under the bed 
“He was morbidly nervous of fire, and always kept this beside him, so that he 
might escai>e bv the window' in case the stairs w'cre burning ” 

“That must have saved them trouble,” said Holmes thoughtfully “Yc‘S, the 
actual facts are verj' plain, and I shall be surprised if by the afternoon I cannot 
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give you the reasons for them as well I will take this photograph of Blessington, 
which I see upon the mantelpiece, as it may help me in my inquiries 
“But you have told us nothingl” cned the doctor 

“Oh, there can be no doubt as to the sequence of events,” said Holmes 'There 
were three of them in it the young man, the old man, and a third, to whose 
identity I have no clue The first two, I need hardly remark, are the same who 
masqueraded as the Russiar count and his son, so we can give a very full descrip- 
tion of them They were admitted by a confederate inside the house If I might offer 
vou a word of advice, Inspector, it would be to arrest the page, who, as I understand, 
has only recently come into your service, Doctor ” 

“The young imp cannot be found,” said Dr Trevelyan, “the maid and the cook 
have |ust been seaiching for him ” 

Holmes shrugged his shoulders 

“He has played a not unimportant part in this drama,” said he “The three men 
hrving ascended the staiis, which they did on tiptoe, the elder man first, the 
younger man second, and the uni now n man in the rear — ” 

'*My dear HolmesI' I ejaculated 

“Ob, there could be no qucstuin as to the supcnmposing of the footmarks I 
had the advantage of learning >\hich was which last night They ascended, then, 
to Mr Blessington's room, the door of which they found to be locked With the 
help of a wire, however they forced round the key F ven without the lens you wall 
perceive, by the scratches on this ward, where the pressure was applied 

“On entenng the room thtir first proceeding must have been to gag Mr Blessmg- 
ton He may have been asleep, or he may have been so paralyzed with terror as to 
have been unable to cry out These walls arc thick, and it is conceivable that his 
shriek, if he had time to utter one, was unheard 
' Having secured him, it is evident to me that a consultation of some sort was 
held Probably it was something in the nature of a judicial proceeding It must 
have lasted for some time, foi >1 was then that these cigars were smoked The 
oIde» man sat in that wicker chair it was he who used the cigar holder ITie 
younger man sat over yonder, he knocked h*s ash off against the chest of drawer' 
The third fellow paced up and down Blessington, I think, sat upright in the bed, 
but of that I cannot be absolutely certain 

“Well, it ended by their taking Blessing on and hanging him The matter was so 
prearranged that it is my belief that thev brought with them some sort of block or 
pulley w'hich might serve as a gallows That screw-dnver and those screws were, 
as 1 concei\e, for fixing it up Seeing the hook, however, they naturally saved 
themselves the trouble Having tinished their work they made off, and the door was 
barred behind them by their confederate ” 

We had all listened with the deepest inl-^Tc^t to this sketch of the night's doings, 
which Holmes had deduced from signs so subtle and minute that, even when he 
had pointed them out to us, we could scarcelv follow him in his reasonings The 
inspector hurried away on the instant to make inquiries about the page, while 
Holmes and I returned to Baker Street for breakfast 

“Pll t)e back by three,” said he when we had finished our meal “Both the in- 
spector and the doctor will meet me here at that hour, and I hope by that time to 
have cleared up any little obscurity which the case may still present ” 
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Our visitors arrived at the appointed time, but it was a quarter to four before 
my friend put in an appearance. From his expression as he entered, however, I 
could see that all had gone well with him. 

"Any news, Inspector?” 

"We have got the boy, sir.” 

“Excellent, and I have got the men.” 

"You have got themi" we cried, all three. 

"Well, at least I have got their identity. This so-called Blessington is, as I 
expected, well known at headquarters, and so are his assailants. Their names are 
Biddle, Hayward, and Moffat.” 

"The Worthingdon bank gang,” cried the inspector. 

"Precisely,” said Holmes. 

"Then Blessington must have been Sutton.” 

"Exactly,” said Holmes. 

"Why, that makes it as clear as crystal,” said the inspector. 

But Trevelyan and I looked at each other in bewilderment. 

“You must surely remember the great Worthingdon bank business,” said Holmes. 
"Five men were in it— these four and a fifth called Cartwright. Tobin, the care- 
taker, was murdered, and the thieves got away with seven thousand pounds. This 
was in 187;. They were all five arrested, but the evidence against them was by no 
means conclusive. This Blessington or Sutton, who was the worst of the gang, 
turned informer. On his evidence Cartwright was hanged and the other three got 
fifteen years apiece. When they got out the other day, which was some years 
before their full term, they set themselves, as you perceive, to hunt down the 
traitor and to avenge the death of their comrade upon him Twice they tried to 
get at him and failed; a third time, you see, it came off. Is there anything further 
which I can explain. Dr. Trevelyan?” 

“I think you have made it all remarkably clear,” said the doctor. "No doubt the 
day on which he was so perturber^ was the day when he had seen of their release 
in the newspapen.” 

"Quite so. His talk about a burglary was the merest blind.” 

"But why could he not tdl you this?” 

"Well, my dear sir, knowing the vindictive character of his old associates, he 
was trying to hide his own identity from everybody as long as he could. His secret 
was a shameful one, and he could not bring himself to divulge it. However, wretch 
as he was, he was still living under the shield of British law, and I have no doubt. 
Inspector, that you will see that, though that shield may fail to guard, the sword of 
justice is still there to avenge.” 

Such were the singular circumstances in connection with the Resident Patient 
and the Brook Street Doctor. From that night nothing has been seen of the three 
murderers by the police, and it is surmised at Scotland Yard that they were among 
tile passengen of the ill-fated steamer Norah Creina, which was lost some years ago 
with all hands upon the Portuguese coast, some leagues to the north of Oporto. The 
proceedings against the page broke down for want of evidence, and the Brook 
Street Mystery, as it was called, has never until now been fully dealt with in any 
public print. 
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THE GREEK INTERPRETER 


During my long and intimate acquaintance with Mr. Sherlock Holmes I had never 
heard him refer to his relations, and hardly ever to his own early life. This reticence 
upon his part had increased the somewhat inhuman effect which he produced upon 
me, until sometimes I found myself regarding him as an isolated phenomenon, a 
brain without a heart, as deficient in human sympathy as he was preeminent in 
intelligence. His aversion to women and his disinclination to form new friendships 
were both typical of his unemotional character, but not more so than his complete 
suppression of every reference to his own people. I had come to believe that he 
was an oiphan with no relatives living: but one day, to my very great surprise, he 
began to talk to me about his brother. 

It was after tea on a summer evening, and the conversation, which had roamed 
in a desultory, spasmodic fashion from golf clubs to the causes of the change in 
the obliquity of the ecliptic, came round at last to the question of atavism and 
hereditary aptitudes, llie point under discussion was, how fai any singular gift in 
an individual was due to his ancestry and how far to his own early training. 

“In your own case," said I, “from all that you have told me, it seems obvious 
that your faculty of observation and your peculiar facility for deduction are due 
to your own systematic training." 

“To some extent," he answered rhouglitfully. “My anceston were country 
squires, who appear to have led much the same life as is natural to their class. 
But, none the less, my turn that way is m my veins, and may have come with my 
grandmother, \vho was the sister of Vemet, the Fiench artist. Art in the blood is 
liable to lake the strangest forms.” 

“But how do you know that it s hcTcditary?" 

“Because my brother Mycroft pos.scs.ses it in a larger degree than I do." 

This was news to me indeed. If there were another man with such singular 
powers in England, how was it thai ncitht i police nor public had heard of him? 
I put the question, with a hint that it was my companion’s modesty which made 
him acknowledge his brother as his superior. Holmes laughed at my suggestion. 

“My dear Watson," said he, “I cannot agree with those who rank modesty 
among the virtues. To the logician all things should be seen exactly as they are, 
and to underestimate one's self is as much a departure fiom truth as to exag- 
gerate one’s own powers. Wlien I say, therefore, that Mycroft has better powers of 
observation than I, you may take it that I an. speaking the exact and literal truth.” 

“Is he your junior?" 

“Seven years my senior.” 

“How comes it that he is unknown?” 

“Oh, he is very well known in his own circle.” 

"Where, then?" 

“Well, in the Diogenes Club, for example.” 

I had never heard of the institution, and my face must have proclaimed as 
much, for Sherlock Holmes pulled out his watch. 

"The Diogenes Club is the queerest club in London, and Mycroft one of the 
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queerest men. He's always there from quarter to five to twenty to eight. It's six 
now, so if you care for a stroll this beautiful evening I shall be very happy to 
introduce you to two curiosities ” 

Five minutes later we were in the street, walking towards Regent's Circus. 

Tfou wonder," said my companion, “why it is that Mycroft does not use his 
powers for detective work. He is incapable of it." 

“But I thought you said — ” 

“I said that he was my superior in observation and deduction. If the art of the 
detective began and ended in reasoning from an armchair, my brother would be 
the greatest criminal agent that ever lived. But he has no ambition and no energy. 
He will not even go out of his way to verify his own solutions, and would rather be 
considered wrong than take the trouble to prove himself right. Again and again 
1 have taken a problem to him, and have received an explanation which has after- 
wards proved to be the conect one. And yet he was absolutely incapable of working 
out the practical points which must be gone into before a case could be laid before 
a judge or jury." 

“It is not his profession, then?" 

“By no means. What is to me a means of livelihood is to him the merest hobby 
of a dilettante. He has an extraordinary faculty for figures, and audits the books 
in some of the government departments. Mycroft lodges in Pall Mall, and he 
walks round the comer into Whitehall every morning and back every evening. From 
year's end to year's end he takes no other exercise, and is seen nowhere else, except 
only in the Diogenes Club, which is just opposite his rooms." 

“I cannot recall the name." 

“Very likely not. There are man^ men in London, you know, who, some from 
shyness, some from misanthropy, have no wish for the company of their fellows. 
Yet they arc not averse to comfortable chain and the latest periodicals. It is for 
the convenience of these that the Diogenes Club was started, and it now contains 
the most unsociable and unclubable men in town. No member is permitted to 
take the least notice of any other one. Save in the Stranger’s Room, no talking is, 
under any circumstances, allowed, and three offences, if brought to the notice of 
the committee, render the talker liable to expulsion. My brother was one of the 
founders, and I have myself found it a very soothing atmosphere." 

We had reached Pall Mall as we talked, and were walking down it from the 
St. James's end. Sherlock Holmes stopped at a door some little distance from the 
Carlton, and, cautioning me not to speak, he led the way into the hall. Through 
the g^ass panelling I caught a glimpse of a large and luxurious room, m which a 
considerable number of men were sitting about and reading papers, each m his 
own little nook. Holmes showed me into a small chamber which looked out into 
Pall Mall, and then, leaving me for a minute, he came back with a companion 
whom I knew could only be his brother. 

Mycroft Holmes was a much larger and stouter man than Sherlock. His body 
was absolutely corpulent, but his face, though massive, had preserved something 
of the sharpness of expression which was so remarkable in that of his brother. 
His eyes, which were of a peculiarly light, watery gray, seemed to always retain 
that fer-away, introspective look which I had only observed in Sherlock's when he 
was C|prting his full powers. 

“I nn glad to meet you, sir," said he, putting out a broad, fat hand like the flipper 
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of a seal, “I hear of Sherlock everywhere since you became his chronicler. By the 
way, Sherlock, I expected to sec you round last week to consult me over that 
Manor House case, I thought you might be a little out of your depth/’ 

"No, I solved it,” said my friend, smiling. 

"It was Adams, of course.” 

"Yes, it was Adams,” 

“1 was sure of it from the first.” The two sat down together in the bow-window 
of the club. "To anyone who wishes to study mankind this is the spot,” said My- 
croft. "Look at the magnificent types! Look at these two men who are coming 
towards us, for example.” 

"The billiard-marker and the other?” 

"Precisely. What do you make of the other?” 

The two men had stopped opp^*:ite the window. Some chalk marks over the 
waistcoat pocket were the only signs of billiards which I could see in one of them. 
The other was a very small, dark fellow, with his hat pushed back and several 
packages under his arm. 

"An old soldier, I perceive,” said Sherlock. 

"And ver>' recently discharged,” remarked the brother. 

“Served in India, I see.” 

"And a non-commissioned officer.’’ 

"Royal Artillery, I fancy,” said Sherlock. 

"And a widower.” 

"But with a child.” 

"Children, my dear boy, children.” 

"Come,” said I, laughing, "this is a little too much.” 

"Surely,” answered Holmes, "it is not hard to say that a man with that bearing, 
expression of authorit>, and sun-baked sKin, is a soldier, is more than a private, 
and is not long from India.” 

"TTiat he has not left the service long is shown by his still wearing his ammuni- 
tion boots, as they are called,” c served Mycroft. 

"He had not the cavalry stride, yet he wore his bat on one side, as is shown by 
the lighter skin on that side of his brow. His weight is against his being a sapper. 
He is in the artillery.” 

"Then, of course, his complete mourning shew^s that he has lost someone very 
dear. The fact that he is doing his own shopping looks as though it were his wife. 
He has been buying things for children, you perceive. There is a rattle, which 
shows that one of them is very young. The wife probably died in childbed. The 
fact that he has a picture-book under his arm shows that there is another child 
to be thought of.” 

I began to understand what my fnend meant when he said that his brother 
possessed even keener faculties than he did himself. He glanced across at me and 
smiled. Mycroft took snuff from a tortoise-shell box and brushed away the wander- 
ing grains from his coat front with a large, red silk handkerchief. 

"By the way, Sherlock,” said he, "I have had something quite after your own 
heart— a most singular problem-submitted to my judgment. I really had not the 
energy to follow it up save in a very incomplete fashion, but it gave me a basis 
for some pleasing speculations. If you would care to hear the facts — " 

"My dear Mycroft, I should be deligh^ted." 

277 



The brother scnbbled a note upon a leaf of his pocket-book^ and, ringing the 
bell, he handed it to the waiter. 

**! have asked Mr. Melas to step across/ said he. ‘"He lodges on the floor above 
me, and I have some slight acquaintance with him, which led him to come to me 
in his perplexity. Mr. Melas is a Greek by extraction, as I understand, and he is 
a remarkable linguist. He earns his living partly as interpreter in the law courts 
and partly by acting as guide to any wealthy Orientals who may visit the Northum- 
berland Avenue hotels. I think 1 will leave him to tell bis very remarkable ex- 
perience in his own fashion." 

A few minutes later we were joined by a short, stout man whose olive face and 
coal black hair proclaimed his Southern origin, though his speech was that of an 
educated Englishman. He shook hands eagerly with Sherlock Holmes, and his dark 
eyes sparkled with pleasure when he understood that the specialist was anxious to 
hear his story. 

“1 do not believe that the police credit me— on my word, I do not," said he in 
a w’ailing voice. “Just because they have never heard of it before, they think that 
such a thing cannot be. But I know that I shall never be easy in my mind until 1 
know what has become of my poor man with the sticking-plaster upon his face." 

“I am all attention," said Sherlock Holmes. 

“This is Wednesday evening,” said Mr. Melas. “Well, then, it was Monday night 
—only two days ago, you undentand— that all this happened. I am an interpreter, 
as perhaps my neighbour there has told you. I interpret all languages— or nearly 
all— but as 1 am a Greek by birth and with a Grecian name, it is with that particu- 
lar tongue that I am principally associated. For many years I have been the chief 
Greek interpreter in Lx)ndon, and my name is very well known in the hotels. 

“It happens not unfrcquently that I am sent for at strange houn by foreigners 
who get into difficulties, or by triivellen who arrive late and wish my services. I 
was not surprised, therefore, on Monday night when a Mr. Liatimer, a very fash- 
ionably dressed young man, came up to my rooms and asked me to accompany 
him in a cab which was waiting at the door. A Greek friend had come to see him 
upon business, he said, and as he could speak nothing but his own tongue, the 
services of an interpreter were indispensable. He gave me to understand that his 
house was some little distance off, in Kensington, and he seemed to be in a great 
hurry, bustling me rapidly into the cab when we had descended to the street. 

“I say into the cab, but I soon became doubtful as to whether it was not a car- 
riage in which I found myself. It was certainly more roomy than the ordinary four- 
wheeled disgrace to London, and the fittings, though frayed, were of rich quality. 
Mr. Latimer seated himself opposite to me and we started off through Charing 
Cross and up the Shaftesbury Avenue. We had come out upon Oxford Street and 
I had ventured some remark as to this being a roundabout way to Kensington, 
when my words were arrested by the extraordinary conduct of my companion. 

“He began by drawing a most formidable-looking bludgeon loaded with lead 
from his pocket, and switching it backward and forward several times, as if to 
test its weight and strength. Then he placed it without a word upon the seat be- 
side him. Having done this, he drew up the windows on each side, and I found 
to my astonishment that they were covered with paper so as to prevent my seeing 
through them. 

“ am sorry to cut off your view, Mr, Melas,' said he. ‘The fact is that 1 have 
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no intention that you should see what the place is to which we are driving* It might 
possibly be inconvenient to me if you could find your way there again/ 

“As you can imagine^ I was utterly taken aback by such an address. My com- 
panion was a powerful, broad-shouldered young fellow, and, apart from the weapon, 
I should not have had the slightest chance in a struggle with him. 

“ ‘This IS very extraordinary conduct, Mr. Latimer,' I stammered. Ton must 
be aware that what you are doing is quite illegal.' 

“ ‘It IS somewhat of a liberty, no doubt,' said he, T)ut well make it up to you. 

I must warn you, however, Mr. Melas, that if at any tune to-night you attempt 
to raise an alarm or do anything which is against my interest, you will find it a 
very serious thing I beg you to remember that no one knows where you are, and 
that, whether you are in this carnage or in my house, you are equally in my power.' 

“His words were quiet, but he had a rasping way of saying them, which was 
very menacing, I sat m silence wondenng what on earth could be his reason for 
kidnapping me in this extraordinary fashion Whatever it might be, it was perfectly 
clear that there was no possible use in my resisting, and that I could only wait to 
see what might befall 

Tor IK irly two houi;^ we drove without my having the least due as to where 
wc were going Sometimes the rattle of the stones told of a paved causeway, and 
at others our smooth, silent course suggested asphalt, but, save by this vanation 
m sound, there was nothing at all which could in the remotest way help me to 
foim a guess as to where we wtre The paper over each window was impenetrable 
to light and a blue curtain drawn across the glasswork in front. It was a quarter- 
past seven when we left Fall Mall, and my watch showed me that it was ten min- 
utes to nine when we at last came to a standstill. My companion let down the 
window, and I caught a glimpse of a low* arched doorway with a lamp burning 
above it As I was burned from the carnage it swung open, and I found myself 
inside the house, with a vague impression of a lawn and trees on each side of me 
as I entered Whether these were pnvate grounds, however, or bona-fide country 
was more than I could possibly venture to say 

‘There was a coloured gas-i*^*iip inside which was turned so low that I couM 
see little save that the hall was of some size and hung with pictures In the dim 
light I could make out that the person who had opened the dooi was a small, 
mean looking, middle aged man with rounded shoulden As he turned towards 
Us the glint of the light showed me that he was wearing glasses. 

“ 'Is this Mr. Melas, Harold?’ said he. 

“‘Yes' 

“ ‘Well done, well done! No ill-will, Mr. Melas, I hope, but wc could not get 
on without you. If you dea’ fair with us you'll not regret it, but if you try any 
tneks, God help youl' He spoke in a ner'ous, jerky fashion, and with little gig 
gling laughs m between, but somehow he impressed me with fear more than the 
other 

“ ‘What do you want with me?' I asked 

“ ‘Only to ask a few quesbons of a Greek gentleman who is visiting us, and 
to let us have the answen. But say no more than you arc told to say, or-' here 
came the nervous giggle again— ‘you had better never have been bom ' 

“As he spoke he opened a door and showed the way into a room which appeared 
to be very nchly furnished, but again the only light was afforded by a single lamp 
half-turned down. The chamber was certainly large, and the way in which my 
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feet sank into the carpet as I stepped across it told me of its richness. I caught 
glimpses of velvet chairs, a high white marble mantelpiece, and what seemed to 
be a suit of Japanese armour at one side of it There was a chair just under the 
lamp, and the dderly man motioned that I should sit in it. The younger bad left 
us, but he suddenly returned through another door, leading with him a gentleman 
clad in some sort of loose dressing-gown who moved slowly towards us. As he came 
into the circle of dim light which enabled me to see him more clearly I was thrilled 
with horror at his appearance. He was deadly pale and terribly emaciated, with 
the protruding, brilliant eyes of a man whose spirit was greater than his strength. 
But what shocked me more than any signs of physical weakness was that his face 
was grotesquely criss-crossed with sticking-plaster, and that one large pad of it was 
fastened over his mouth. 

“ ‘Have you the slate, Harold?’ cried the older man, as this strange being fell 
rather than sat down into a chair. VAre his hands loose? Now, then, give him the 
pencil. You are to ask the questions, Mr. Melas, and he will write the answers. 
Ask him first of all whether he is prepared to sign the papers?” 

‘The man’s eyes flashed fire. 

“ ‘Neverr he wrote in Greek upon the slate. 

“ ‘On no conditions?’ I asked at the bidding of our tyrant. 

“ ‘Only if I see her married in my presence by a Greek priest whom I kno>^'.’ 

“The man giggled in his venomous way. 

“ ‘You know what awaits you, then?' 

“ *I care nothing for myself.’ 

“These are samples of the questions and answers which made up our strange 
half-spoken, half-written conversation. Again and again 1 had co ask him whether 
he would give in and sign the documents. Again and again 1 had the same indig- 
nant reply. But soon a happy thought came to me. I took to adding on little sen 
tenccs of rny own to each question, innocent ones at first, tr test whether either 
of our companions knew anything of the matter, and then, as I found that they 
showed no sign I played a more dangerous game. Our conversation ran something 
like this: 

“ ‘You can do no good by this obstinacy. Who are you?' 

“ ‘I care not. I am a stranger in London/ 

“ ‘Your fate will be on your own head. How long have you been here?' 

“ ‘Let it be so. Three weeks/ 

“ ‘The property can never be yours. What ails you?' 

“ ‘It shall not go to villains. They are starving me/ 

“■‘You shall go free if you sign. What house is this?' 

“ ‘I will never sign. I do not know/ 

“ ‘You are not doing her any service. What is your name?* 

“ ‘Let me hear her say so. Kratides/ 

“ ‘You shall see her if you sign. Where are you from?' 

“ ‘Then I shall never see her. Athens/ 

“Another five minutes, Mr. Holmes, and I should have wormed out the whole 
story under their very noses. My very next question might have cleared the matter 
up, but at that instant the door opened and a woman stepped into the room I 
could not see her clearly enough to know more than that she was tall and graceful, 
with black hair, and clad in some sort of loose white gown. 
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" ‘Harold/ said she, speaking English with a broken accent. could not stay 
away longer. It is so lonely up there with only — Oh, my God, it is Pauli' 

“These last words were in Greek, and at the same instant the man with a con- 
vulsive effort tore the plaster from his lips, and screaming out ‘Sophy I Sophy r 
rushed into the woman's arms. Their embrace was but for an instant, however, 
for the younger man seized the woman and pushed her out of the room, while 
the elder easily overpowered his emaciated victim and dragged him away through 
the other door. For a moment I was left alone in the room, and I sprang to my 
feet with some vagi ^ idea that I might in some way get a clue to what this house 
was in which I found myself. Fortunately, however, I took no steps, for looking 
up 1 saw that the older man was standing in the doorway, with his eyes fixed upon 
me. 

“ ‘That will do, Mr. Melas,' said he. ‘You perceive that we have taken you into 
oui confidence over some very private business. We should not have troubled you, 
only that our friend who speaks Greek and who befjan * h , ' negotiations has been 
forced to return to the East. It was quite necessaiy t > us to find someone to take 
his place, and we were fortunate in hearing of your powers ' 

“I bowed. 

“ ‘There are five sovereigns here,' said he, walking up to mc„ ‘which will, I hope, 
be a sufficient fee. But remember/ be added, tapping me lightly on the chest and 
gigghng, ‘if you speak to a human soul about this -one human soul, mind— wdl, 
may God have mercy upon your soul I' 

“1 cannot tell you the loathing and horror with which this insignificantdooking 
man inspired me. I could see him better now as the lamp-light shone upon him. 
His features were peaky and sallow, and h^s little pointed beard was thready and 
ill-nourished. He pushed his face forward as he spoke and his lips and eyelids were 
continually twitching like a man with St. Vitus's dance. 1 could not help thinking 
that his strange, catchy little laugh was also a symptom of some nervous malady. 
The terror of his face lay in his eves, however, steel gray, and glistening coldly with 
a malignant, inexorable cruelty lu their depths. 

“‘We shall know if you speak of this,' said he. *Wc have our own means of 
information. Now you will find the cam, waiting, and my friend will sec you 
on your way.' 

“I was hurried through the hall and into the vehicle, again obtaining that mo- 
mentary glimpse of trees and a garden. Mr. Latimer followed closely at my heels 
and took his place opposite to me without a word. In silence we again drove for 
an interminable distance with the windows raised, until at last, just after mid- 
night, the carriage pulled up. 

“ ‘You will get down here, Mr, Melas,' said my companion. ‘I am sorry to leave 
you so far from your house, but there is no alternative. Any attempt upon your 
part to follow the carriage can only end in injury to yourself.' 

“He opened the door as he spoke, and I had hardly time to spring out when 
the coachman lashed the horse and the carriage rattled away. I looked around me 
in astonishment. I was on some sort of a heathy common mottled over with dark 
clumps of furze-bushes. Far away stretched a line of houses, with a light here and 
there in the upper windows. On the other side I saw the red signal-lamps of a 
railway. 

“The carriage which had brought me^ was already out of sight I stood gazing 
round and wondering where on earth I might be, when I saw someone coming to- 

281 



wards me in the darkness. As he came up to me I made out that he was a railway 
porter. 

“ ‘Can you tell me what place this is?' I asked. 

“ ‘Wandsworth Common/ said he. 

“ ‘Can I get a train into town?' 

“ ‘If you walk on a mile or so to Clapham Junction/ said he, ‘you’ll ]ust be ir 
time for the last to Victoria.' 

"So that was the end of my adventure, Mr. Holmes. I do not know wheie I 
was, nor whom I spoke with, nor anything save what I have told you. But I know 
that there is foul play going on, and I want to hdp that unhappy man if I can I 
told the whole story to Mr. Mycroft Holmes next morning, and subsequently to 
the police ” 

We all sat in silence for some little time after listening to this cxtraordniaiy 
narrative. Then Sherlock looked across at his brother 
"Any steps?” he asked. 

Mycroft picked up the Daily News, winch was lying on the side-table 

“Anybody supplying any information as to the whereTbout^ of a Greek 
gentleman named Paul Kratides, from Athens, who is unable to speak Eng- 
lish, will be rewarded A siniibi reward paid to anyone inforraatien 

about a Greek lady whose first name is Sophy. X 24 '^^, 

"lliat was m all the dailies. No answer ” 

"How about the Greek legation?” 

"I have inquired. They know nothing.” 

"A wire to the head of the Athens police, tht n"*” 

"Sherlock has all the energy of the family/’ said Mycroft. ti’ming to rnc 
you take the case up by all means and let me know if )Oii do any good ' 

"Ccitainly,” answered mv friend, rising from his chair "1 11 let vou know^ 3nci 
Mr, Mclas also In the meantime, Mr Melas, 1 should ceii^ainly be on my guard 
if I were you, for of course they must know Hirrugh these luvcitiscTiiCiits that 
you have betrayed them.” 

As we walked home together, Holmes slopped at a telegraph jificv aud sent ott 
several wires 

"You see, Watson/' he remarked, oiii evening has been b' no wasted. 

Some ot my most interesting cases have come to me 111 this wav through Mveroft 
The problem which we have just listened to, although it can avlinit v)f but one 
explanation, has still some distinguishing features ” 

"You have hopes of solving if” 

"Well, knowing as much as wc do, it will be singular indeed it we fail to dis- 
cover the rest You must yourself have formed some theory which will explain the 
facts to which we have listened.” 

"In a vague way, yes ” 

"What was your idea, then?” 

‘‘It seemed to me to be obvious that this Greek girl had been carried off by 
the young Englishman named Harold Latimer.” 

"Carried off from where?” ' 

"Athens, perhaps.” 

Sherl|pk Holmes shook his head. "This young man could not talk a word of 
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Greek The lady could talk English fairly well Inference— that she had been in 
England some little time» but he had not been in Greece " 

"Well, then, we will presume that she had once come on a visit to England, 
and that this Harold had persuaded her to fly with him ” 

"That is more probable ** 

"Then the brother— for that I fancy, must be the relationship— comes over from 
Greece to interfere He imprudently puts himself into the power of the young 
man and his older associate They seize him and use violence towards him in order 
to make him sign some papers to make over the girl's fortune— of which he may 
be trustee— to them This he refuses to do In order to negotiate with him they 
have to get an interpreter, and they pitch upon this Mr Melas, having used some 
other one before The girl is not told of the arrival of her brother and finds it out 
by tHe merest accident ” 

"Excellent, Watson!” cried Holmes "I really fancy that you aie not fat from the 
truth You see that we hold all the cards, and we have only to fear some sudden 
act of violence on their part If they give us time we must have them 
"But hovi can we find where this house lies? ' 

"Well, if our coniecture b correct and the girl's name is or was Sophy Kratides, 
we siiould have no difficulty m tracing her That must be our mam hope, for the 
brother is, of course, a complete stranger It is clear that some time has elapsed 
since this Harold established these relations with the girl-some weeks, at any rate 
-since the broMier m Greece has had time to hear of it and come across If they 
have been living in the same place dunng this time, it is probable that we shall 
have some answer to Myci eft's advertisement '' 

We nad reached our hou^e m Baker Street while we had been talking Holmes 
ascended the stair first, and as he opened the door of our room he gave a start of 
surprise I ooking over his shoulder I was equally astonished His brother Mycroft 
was sitting smoking in the armchair 

"Come in, :)htrlock! Come in, su, said he blandly, smiling at our surprised 
faces "You don t expect such energy from me, do you, Sherlock? But somehovi 
tills case attracts me ” 

"How did you get here?” 

‘I passed you m a hansom ' 

"There has been some new development? 

"1 had an answer to mv advertisement ” 

"Ah'” 

‘Yes, it came within a few minutes of )Our leaving ” 

"And to what effect? ' 

Mycroft Holmes took out a sheet of paper 

"Here it is/ said he, "written with a J p< n m royal cream papier by a middle- 
aged man with a weak constitution 

"Sir [he saysj 

"In answer to your advertisement of to-day's date, I beg to inform you 
that I know the young ladv m question very well If you should care to call 
upon me I could give you some particulars as to her painful history She is 
living at present at The Myrtles, Beckenham 
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"Yours faithfully, 

"J Davenport 



"He writes from Lower Brixton/’ said Mycroft Holmes. "Do you not think that 
we might drive to him now, Sherlock, and Icam these particulars?” 

"My dear Mycroft, the brother's life is more valuable than the sister's story. I 
think we should call at Scotland Yard for Inspector Gregson and go straight out 
to Beckenham. We know that a man is being done to death, and evety hour may 
be vital.” 

"Better pick up Mr. Melas on our way,” I suggested. "We may need an in- 
terpreter ” 

"Excellent,” said Sherlock Holmes. "Send the boy for a four-wheeler, and we 
shall be off at once.” He opened the table-drawer as he spoke, and I noticed that 
he slipped his revolver into his pocket. "Yes,” Siiid he in answer to my glance, "I 
should say, from what we have heard, that we are dealing with a particularly dan- 
gerous gang.” 

It was almost dark before we found ourselves in Pall Mall, at the rooms of Mr. 
Melas. A gentleman had just called for him, and he was gone. 

“Can you tell me where?” asked Mycroft Holmes. 

"I don't know, sir,” answered the woman whe had opened the door, "I only know 
that he drove away with the gentleman in a carriage.” 

“Did the gentleman give a name?” 

“No, sir.” 

"He wasn't a tall, handsome, dark young man?” 

"Oh, no, sir. He was a little gentleman, with glasses, thin in the face, but very 
pleasant in his ways, for he was laughing all the time that he was talking.” 

“Come alongl” cried Sherlock Holmes abruptly. “This grows senous,” he ob- 
served as we drove to Scotland Yard. “These men have got hold of Melas again. 
He is a man of no physical courage, as they are well aware from their experience 
the other night. This villain was able to terrorize him the instant that he got into 
his presence. No doubt they want his professional services, but, having used him, 
they may be inclined to punish him for what they will regard as his treachery.” 

Our hope was that, by taking train, we might get to Beckenham as soon as or 
sooner than the carriage. On reaching Scotland Yard, however, it was more than 
an hour before we could get Inspector Gregson and comply with the legal for- 
malities which would enable us to enter the house. It was a quarter to ten before 
we reached London Bridge, and half past before the four of us alighted on the 
Beckenham platform. A dnve of half a mile brought us to The Myrtles— a large, 
dark house standing back from the road in its own grounds. Here we dismissed our 
cab and made our way up the drive together. 

“The windows are all dark,” remarked the inspector. "The house seems deserted.” 

"Our birds are flown and the nest empty,” said Holmes. 

“Why do you say so?” 

“A carriage heavily loaded with luggage has passed out during the last hour.” 

The inspector laughed. “I saw the wheel-tnwis in the light of the gate-lamp, 
but where does the luggage come in?” 

"You may have observed the same wheel-tracks going the other way. But the 
outward-bound ones were very much deeper— so much so that we can say for a cer- 
tainty that there was a very considerable weight on the carriage.” 

‘Tou get a trifle beyond jne there,” said the inspector, shrugging his shoulders. 
“It will not be an easy door to force, but we will try if we cannot make someone 
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He hammeted loudly at the knocker and pulled at the bell, but without any 
success. Holmes had slipped away, but he came back in a few minutes. 

“I have a window open,” said he. 

“It is a mercy that you are on the side of the force, and not against it, Mr. 
Holmes,” remarked the inspector as he noted the clever way in which my friend 
had forced back the catch. “Well, I think that under the circumstances we may 
enter without an invitation.” 

One after the other we made our way into a lar^ apartment, which was evi- 
dently that in which Mr. Mdas had found himsdf. The inspector had lit his lan- 
tern, and by its light we could see the two doors, the curtain, the lamp, and die 
suit of Japanese mail as he had described them. On the table lay two gasses, an 
empty brandy-bottle, and the remains of a meal. 

“What is that?” asked Holmes suddenly. 

We all stood still and listened. A low moaning sound was coming from some- 
where over our heads. Holmes rushed to the door and out into the hall. The dismal 
noise came from upstaus. He dashed up, the inspector and I at his heels, while 
his brother Mycroft followed as quickly as his great bulk would permit. 

Three doors faced us upon the second floor, and it was from the central of 
these that the sinister sounds were issuing, sinking sometimes into a dull mumble 
and rising again into a shrill whine. It was locked, but the key had been left on 
the outside. Holmes flung open the door and rushed in, but he was out again in 
au instant, with his hand to his throat. 

“It’s charcoal,” he cried. ‘<Jive it time. It will clear.” 

Peering in, we could see that the only light in the room came from a dull blue 
flame which flickered from a small brass tnpod in the centre. It threw a livid, 
unnatural circle upon the floor, while in the shadows beyond we saw the vague 
loom of two figures which crouched against the wall. From the open door there 
reeked a horrible poisonous exhalation which set us gasping and coughing. Holmes 
rushed to the top of the stain to draw in the fresh air, and tiien, dashing into the 
room, he threw up the window and hurled the brazen bipod out into the garden. 

"We can enter in a minute,” h*. gasped, darting out again. "Where is a candle? 
I doubt if we could strike a match in that atmosphere. Hold the light at ttie door 
and we shall get them out, Mycroft, nowl" 

With a rush we got to the poisoned men and dragged them out into the well- 
lit hall. Both of them were blue-lipped and insensible, with swollen, congested 
faces and protruding eyes. Indeed, so distorted were their features that, save for 
his black brard and stout figure, we might have failed to recognize in one of them 
the Greek interpreter who had parted from us only a few hours before at Ae 
Diogenes Club. His hands and feet were securely strapped together, and he bore 
over one eye the marks of a violent blow. The other, who was secured in a similar 
fashion, was a tall man in the last stage of ema^ iation, with several strips of stiddng- 
plaster arranged in a grotesque pattern over his face. He had ceased to moan as we 
laid him down, and a glance showed me that for him at least our aid had come 
too late. Mr. Melas, however, still lived, and in less than an hour, widi die aid 
of aminniiia and brandy, I had the satisfacbon of seeing him open his eyes, and 
of knowing that my hand had drawn him back from that dark valley in which all 
paths meet. 

It was a simple story which he had to teO, and one which did but confirm our 
own deductions. His visitor, on entering his rooms, had drawn a life^neserver from 
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his sleevc» and had so impicsscd him with the fear of instant and inevitable death 
that he had kidnapped him for the second time Indeed, it was almost mesmeric, 
the effect which this giggling ruffian had produced upon the unfortunate linguist, 
for he could not speak of him save with trembling hands and a blanched cheek 
He had been taken swiftly to Beckenham, and had acted as interpreter in a sec- 
ond interview, even more dramatic than the first, in which the two Englishmen 
had mciiac<d thei: prisoner with instant death if he did not comply with their 
demands Finally, finding him proof against every threat, they had hurled him back 
into his prison, and after reproaching Melas with his treachery, which appeared 
from the newspaper advertisement, they had stunned him with a blow from a 
stick, and he remembered nothing more until he found us bending over him 
And this was the singular case of the Grecian Interpreter, the explanation of 
winch IS still involved in some mystery We were able to find out, by communicat 
ing with the gentleman who had answered the advertisement, that the unfortunate 
young lady camt of a wealthy Grecian family, and that she had been on a visit 
to some friends in England While there she had met a young man named Haiold 
Latimer, who had acquired an ascendency over her and had eventually persuaded 
her to fly with him Her friends, shocked at the event, had contented themselves 
with informing her brother at Athens, and had then washed their hands of the 
matter The brother, on his amval in England, had imprudently placed himself 
111 the power of l^timer and of his associate, whose name was Wilson Kemp— a 
man of the foulest antecedents These two, finding that through his ignorance of 
the language he was helpless in their hands, had kept him a prisoner, and had 
endeavoured by cruelty and starvation to make him sign away his own and his 
sister's property I hey had kept him m the house without the girl's knowledge, 
and the plaster over the face had been for the purpose of making recognibon dif- 
ficult in case she should evei catqh a glimpse of him Her feminine perceptions, 
however, had instantly seen through the disguise when, on the occasion of the in- 
terpreter's visit, she had seen him for the first time The poor girl, however, was 
heiself a prisoner, for there was no one about the house except the man who acted 
as coachman, and his wife, both of whom were tools of the conspirators Finding 
til it their secret was out, and that their prisoner was not to be coerced, the two 
Milams with the giil had fled away at a few hours' notice from the furnished 
house which they had hired, having first, as they thought, taken vengeance both 
upon the man who had defied and the one who had betrayed them 

Months afterwards a curious newspaper cutting reached us from Buda-Pesth. 
It told how two Englishmen who had been travelling with a woman had met with 
a tragic end They had each been stabbed, it seems, and the Hungarian police 
were of opinion that they had quarrelled and had inflicted mortal injunes upon 
each other Holmes, however, is, I fancy, of a different way of thinking, and he 
holds to this day that, if one could find the Grecian girl, one might learn how the 
wiongs ('f herself and her brother came to be avenged 



THE NAVAL TREATY 


The July which immediately succeeded my mairiage was made memonble by 
three cases of interest, in which I had the privilege of being associated witi) Sher* 
lode Holmes and of studying his methods. 1 find them recorded in my notes un> 
der the headings of “The Adventure of the Second Stain,” “The Adventure of the 
Naval Treaty,” and “The Adventure of the Tired Captain.” The first of these, 
however, deals with interests of such importance and implicates so man y of the 
first families in the kingdom that for many years it will be impossible to make it 
public. No case, however, in which Holmes was engaged has ever illustrated the 
value of his analytical methods so clearly or has impressed those who were asso- 
dated with him so deeply. 1 still retain an almost verbatim report of die interview 
in which he demonstrated the true facts of the case to Monsieur Dubugue of the 
Paris police, and Fritz von Waldbaum, the well-known specialist of Dantzig, both 
of whom had wasted their energies upon what proved to be side-issues. The new 
century will have come, however, before the story can be saMy told. Meanwhile 
I pass on to the second on my list, which promised also at one time to be of na- 
tional importance and was marked by several incidents which give it a quite unique 
character. 

During my school-days I had been intimately associated with a lad named Percy 
Phelps, who was of much the same age as myself, though he was two classes ahead 
of me. He was a very brilliant boy and carried away every prize whidi the school 
had to offer, finishing his exploits by wiiming a scbolanhip which sent him on 
to continue his triumphant career at Cambridge. He was, I remember, extremely 
well connected, and even when we were all little boys together we knew that his 
mother's brother was Lord Holdh. <st, the great conservative politician. This gaudy 
relationship did him little good at school. On the contrary, it seemed rather a 
piquant thing to us to chevy him about tiie olayground and hit him over flie shins 
with a wicket. But it was another thing wheu he came out into the world. I heard 
vagudy that his abilities and the influences which he commanded had won him 
a good position at the Foreign Office, and then he passed completely out of my 
mind until the following letter recalled his existence: 


Btiarbtae, Woking. 

Mt dbae Watson: 

I have no doubt that you can remenber “Tadpole” Phelps, who was in 
the fifth form when you were m the third. It is possible even that you may 
have heard that through my uncle’s influence I obtained a good appoint- 
ment at the Foreign Office, and that I was in a situation of trust and honour 
until a horrible misfortime came suddenly to blast my career. 

There is no use writing the details of that dreadful event. In tiie event 
of your acceding to my request it is probable that I shall have to narrate 
them to you. I have only just recovered from nine weeks of brain-fever and 
am still exceedingly weak. Do you think that yon could bring your friend 
Mr. Holmes down to see me? 1 should like to ^ve his opinion oi the case, 

287 



though the authorities assure me that nothing more can be done. Do try to 
bring him down, and as soon as possible. Every minute seems an hour while 
1 live in this state of horrible suspense. Assure him that if I have not asked 
his advice sooner it was not because I did not appreciate his talents, but 
because I have been oS my head ever since the blow fell. Now I am clear 
again, though I dare not think of it too much for fear of a relapse. I am 
still so weak that 1 have to write, as you see, by dictating. Do try to bring 
him. 

Your old school-fellow, 
Percy Phelps. 

There was something that touched me as I read this letter, something pitiable 
in the reiterated appeals to bring Holmes. So moved was I that even had it been 
a difficult matter I should have tried it, but of course I knew well that Holmes 
loved his art, so that he was ever as ready to bring his aid as his client could be to 
receive it. My wife agreed with me that not a moment should be lost in laying 
the matter before him, and so within an hour of breakfast-time I found myself 
back once more in the old rooms in Baker Street. 

Holmes was seated at his side-table clad in his dressing-gown and working hard 
over a chemical investigation. A large curved retort was boiling furiously in the 
bluish flame of a Bunsen burner, and the distilled drops were condensing into a 
two-litre measure. My friend hardly glanced up as 1 entered, and I, seeing that 
his investigation must be of importance, seated myself in an armchair and waited. 
He dipped into this bottle or that, drawing out a few drops of each with his glass 
pipette, and finally brought a test-tube containing a solution over to the table. In 
his right hand he held a slip of litmus-paper. 

**You come at a crisis, Watson, "'^said he. ""If this paper remains blue, all is well. 
If it turns red, it means a man’s life.” He dipped it into the test-tube and it flushed 
at once into a dull, dirty crimson. ""Huml I thought as muchl” he cried. "*1 will 
be at your service in an instant, Watson. You will find tobacco m the Persian slip- 
per.” He turned to his desk and scribbled oS several telegrams, which were handed 
over to the page-boy. Then he threw himself down into the chair opposite and 
drew up his knees unb'l his fingers clasped round his long, thin shins. 

“A very commonplace little murder,” said he. "Tfou’ve got something better, I 
fancy. You arc the stormy petrel of crime, Watson. What is it?” 

I handed him the letter, which he read with the most concentrated attention. 

"It does not tell us very much, does it?” he remarked as he handed it back to 
me. 

""Hardly anything.” 

“And yet the writing is of interest.” 

""But tile writing i^ not his own.” 

"Trccisely. It is a woman's.” 

“A man’s surely,” I cried. 

"?^o, a woman’s, and a woman of rare character. You see, at the commencement 
of an investigation it is something to know that your client is in close contact with 
someone who, for good or evil, has an exceptional nature. My interest is already 
awakened in the case. If yon aie ready we will start at once for Woking and see 
this diplomatist who is in such evil case and the lady to whom he dictates his 
letteisil 
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We were fortunate enough to oatch an early train at Waterloo, and in a little 
under an hour we found ourselves among the fir-woods and the heavier of Woking. 
Briarbrae proved to be a large detached house standing in extensive grounds within 
a few minutes' walk of the station. On sending in our cards we were shown into 
an elegantly appointed drawing-room, where we were joined in a few minutes by a 
rather stout man who received us with much hospitality. His age may have b^ 
nearer forty than thirty, but his cheeks were so ruddy and his eyes so merry that 
he still conveyed the impression of a plump and mischievous boy. 

**1 am so glad that you have come/' said he, shaking our hands with effusion. 
“Percy has been inquiring for you all morning. Ah, poor old chap, he clings to any 
strawl His father and his mother asked me to see you, for the mere mention of 
the subject is very painful to them." 

“We have had no details yet," observed Holmes. “I perceive that you are not 
yourself a member of the family." 

Our acquaintance looked surprised, and then, glancing down, he began to laugh. 

“Of course you saw the J H monogram on my locket," said he. “For a moment I 
thought you had done something clever. Joseph Harrison is my name, and as Percy 
IS to marry my sister Annie 1 shall at least be a relation by marriage. You will find 
my sister in his room, for she has nursed him hand and foot this two months back. 
Perhaps we'd better go in at once, for I know how impabent Be is." 

The chamber into which we were shown was on the same floor as the drawing- 
room It was furnished partly as a sitting and partly as a bedroom, with flowers 
arranged daintily in every nook and comer. A young man, very pale and worn, 
was lying upon a sofa near the open window, through which came the rich scent 
of the garden and the balmy summer air. A woman was sitting beside him, who 
rose as we entered. 

“Shall I leave, Percy?" she asked. 

He clutched her hand to detain her. “How arc you, Watson?" said he cordially. 
“1 should never have known you under that moustache, and I daresay you would 
not be prepared to swear to me. This I presume is your celebrated friend, Mr 
Sherlock Holmes?” 

1 introduced him in a few words, and wr both sat down. The stout young man 
had left us, but his sister sbll remained witli her hand in that of the invalid. She 
was a striking-looking woman, a little short and thick for symmetry, but with a 
beaubful olive complexion, large, dark, Italian eyes, and a wealth of deep black 
hair. Her nch tints made the white face of her companion the more worn and 
haggard by the contrast. 

“I won't waste your time,” said he, raising himself upon the sofa. “PH plunge 
into the matter without further preamble. ? was a happy and successful man, Mr. 
Holmes, and on the eve of being mamed, wnen a sudden and dreadful misfortune 
wrecked all my prospects in life. 

“I was, as Watson may have told you, in the Foreign OflSlce, and through the 
influence of my uncle. Lord Holdhurst, I rose rapidly to a responsible position. 
When my uncle became foreign minister in this administration he gave me several 
missions of trust, and as 1 always brought them to a successful conclusion, he 
came at last to have the utmost confidence in my ability and tact. 

“Nearly ten weeks ago-to be more accurate, on the twenty-third of May-be 
called me into his private room, and, after complimenting me on the good work 
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wbidi 1 had done, be infonned me that he had a new commission of trust for me 
to execute. 

“This,' said he, ♦ating a gray roll of paper from his bureau, % the original of 
that secret treaty between EngLmd and Italy of which, I regret to say, some tu- 
moun have already got into the public press. It is of enormous importance that 
nothing further should leak out. The French or the Russian embassy would pay an 
immense sum to learn the contents of these papers. They should not leave my 
bureau were it not that it is absolutely necessary to have Aem copied You have 
a desk in your office?' 

“ “Yes, sir.' 

* Thai take the treaty and lock it up there. I shall give directions that yon 
may remain behind when the others go, so that you may copy it at your leisure 
widiout fear of being ovalooked. When yon have finished, relock both the original 
and the draft in the desk, and hand Jiem ova to me personally to-morrow 
morning.' 

“I took the papers and — ” 

Txcuse me an instant,” said Holmes. ”Wae you alone during this conversa- 
tion?" 

“Absolutely.” 

“In a large room?” 

Thirty feet each way.” 

“In the centre?” 

Tes, about it.” 

“And speaking low?” 

“My unde's voice is always remarkably low. I hardly spoke at all.” 

“Thank you,” said Holmes, shutting his eyes; “pray go on.” 

“I did exactly what he indicated' and waited until the otha daks had departed. 
One of them in my room, Charles Corot, had some arrears of work to make up, 
so 1 left him there and went out to dine. When 1 returned he was gone. 1 was 
anxioui to hurry my work, for I knew that Joseph— the Mr. Hamson whom you 
saw just now-Hvas in town, and that he would travel down to Wokmg by the 
deven-o'dock train, and I wanted if possible to catch it. 

“When 1 came to examine the treaty 1 saw at once diat it was of such importance 
that my unde had been guilty of no exaggerabon in what he said. Without going 
into details, I may say that it defined die position of Great Britain towards the 
Ttiple Alliance, and forahadowed the policy which this country would pursue in 
the event of the French fleet gaining a complete ascendency ova that of Italy in 
die Mediterranean. The quabons treated in it were purely naval. At the end were 
die signabues of die high dignitaria who had sign^ it I glanced my eyes ova 
it, and then setded down to my task of copying. 

“It was a long document, written in the French language, and containing twenty- 
six separate artides. 1 copied as quickly as I could, but at nine o'clock I had only 
done nine arddes, and it seemed hopeless for me to attempt to catch my tram. 
I was leding drowsy and stupid, partly from my dinner and also horn the eSects 
d a kmg day's work. A cup of coffee would dear my brain. A commissionaire 
lemams aQ n«ht in a litde lodge at tiie foot of the and is Ji) habit th 
making oofee at his spirit-lamp fa any of the officials who may be waking ova- 
time. I tang die bdl, therefae, to summon him. 
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nro my surprise, it was a woman who answered the summons, a large, coarsc' 
faced, elderly woman, in an apron. She explained that she was the commissionaire’s 
wife, who did the charing, and I gave her the order for the cofFee. 

“1 wrote two more articles, and then, feeling more drowsy than ever, I rose and 
walked up and down the room to stretch my legs. My coffee had not yet come, 
and 1 wondered what the cause of the delay could be. Opening the door, I started 
down the corridor to find out. There was a straight passage, dimly lighted, which 
led from the room in which I had been working, and was the only exit from it It 
ended in a curving staircase, with the commissionaire’s lodge in the passage at 
the bottom. Halfway down this staircase is a small landing, with another passage 
running into it at ri^t an^es. This second one leads by means of a second small 
stair to a side door, used by servants, and also as a short cut by clerks when coming 
from Charles Street. Here is a rough chart of the place.” 



“Thank you. I think that I follow you," said Sherlock Holmes. 

"It is of the utmost importance that you should notice this pomt. I went down 
the stain and into the hall, where I found the commissionaire fast asleep in his 
box, with the kettle boffing furiously upoi- the spirit-lamp. I took off the kettle 
and blew out the lamp, for the water was purting over the floor. Then I put out 
my hand and was about to shake the man, who was sbll sleeping soundly, when a 
bell over his head rang loudly, and he woke with a start. 

“ ‘Mr. Phelps, sirl’ said he, looking at me in bewilderment 

" ‘I came down to see if my coffee was ready.’ 

“ ‘I was boiling the kettle when I fell asleep, sir.’ He looked at me and then up 
at the sbll quivering bell with an ever-grow T.e astonishment upon his face. 

“ ‘If you was here, sir, then who rang the bell?' he asked. 

“ ‘The belli’ I cried. ‘What bell is it?’ 

" ‘It’s the bell of the room you were working in.’ 

"A cold seemed to close round my heart. Someone, ttien, was in that room 
where my precious treaty lay upon the table. I ran frantically up the stair and along 
the passage. There was no one in the corridors, Mr. Holmes. TTiere was no one in 
the room All was exactly as I left it, save only that the papers which had been 
committed to my care had been takim from the desk on which they lay. The copy 
was there, and the original was gone. 
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Holmes sat up in his chair and rubbed his hands. I could see that the problem 
was entirely to his heart. **Pray, what did you do then?" he murmured. 

"I recognized in an instant that the thief must have come up the stairs from the 
side door. Of course I must have met him if he had come the other way.” 

^ou were satisfied that he could not have been concealed in the room all the 
time, or in the corridor which you have just described as dimly lighted?" 

""It is absolutely impossible. A rat could not conceal himself either in the room 
or the corridor. Ihere is no cover at all." 

“Thank you. Pray proceed." 

“The commissionaire, seeing by my pale face that something was to be feared, 
had followed me upstairs. Now we both rushed along the corridor and down the 
steep steps which led to Charles Street. The door at the bottom was closed but 
unlocked. We flung it open and rushed out. I can distinctly remember that as we 
did so there came three chimes from a neighbouring clock. It was a quarter to ten." 

“That is of enormous importance,” said Holmes, making a note upon his shirt- 
cuff. 

“The night was very dark, and a thin, warm rain was falling. There was no one 
in Charles Street, but a great traffic was going on, as usual, in Whitehall, at the ex- 
tremity. We rushed along the pavement, bare-headed as wc were, and at the far 
comer we found a policeman standing. 

“ 'A robbery has been committed,' I gasped. 'A document of immense value has 
been stolen from the Foreign Office. Has anyone passed this way?' 

“"I have been standing here for a quarter of an hour, sir,’ said he, 'only one 
person has passed during that time— a woman, tall and elderly, with a Paisley 
shawl.' 

“ ‘Ah, that is only my wife,' cried the commissionaire; ‘has no one else passed?' 

“‘No one.' 

“ ‘Then it must be the other way that the thief took,' cried the fellow, tugging 
at my sleeve. 

“But I was not satisfied, and the attempts which he made to draw me away 
increased my suspicions. 

" ‘Which way did the woman go?' I cried. 

“ ‘I don’t know, sir. I noticed her pass, but I had no special reason for watching 
her. She seemed to be in a hurry.' 

“ ‘How long ago was it?’ 

“ 'Oh, not very many minutes.' 

“‘Within the last five?’ 

“ ‘Well, it could not be more than five.' 

“‘You’re only wasting your time, sir, and every minute now is of importance,' 
cried the commissionaire; ‘take my word for it that my old woman has nothing to 
do with it and come down to the other end of the street. Well, if you won’t, I will.’ 
And with that he rushed off in the other direction. 

“But I was after him in an instant and caught him by the sleeve. 

“ 'Where do you live?' said I. 

Iv)' Lane, Bnxton,’ he ani\^c.:e:d, 'Eu: : e J.a ;; . ' y 

”pon - false scent, Mr PhelpN C:ir.e tc Ih? f 

if we can hesr of anything.’ 

“Nothing W3G to be lost by follcwmg his advice, ‘ht o 

burned hiP only find the full of tiafhL, p-. ii:-' 
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going, but all only too eager to get to a place of safety upon so wet a night There 
was no lounger who could tell us who had passed. 

"'Then we returned to the office and searched the stairs and the passage without 
result. The corridor which led to the room was laid down with a kind of creamy 
linoleum which shows an impression very easily. We examined it very carefully, but 
found no outline of any footmark." 

“Had it been raining all evening?" 

“Since about seven." 

“How is it, then, that the woman who came into the room about nine left no 
traces with her muddy boots?" 

“I am glad you raised the point. It occuned to me at the time. The charwomen 
are in the habit of taking off their boots at the commissionaire’s office, and putting 
on list slippers." 

“That is very clear. There were no marks, then, though the night was a wet 
one? The chain of events is certainly one of extraordinary interest. What did you 
do next?" 

“We examined the room also. There is no possibility of a secret door, and the 
windows are quite thirty feet from the ground. Both of them were fastened on 
the inside. The carpet prevents any possibility of a trapdoor, and the ceiling is of 
the ordinary whitewashed kind. I will pledge my life that whoever stole my papers 
could only have come through the door.” 

“How about the fireplace?" 

“They use none. There is a stove. The bell-rope hangs from the wire just to the 
right of my desk. Whoever rang it must have come right up to the desk to do it. 
But why should any criminal wish to ring the bell? It is a most insoluble mystery." 

“Certainly the incident was unusual. What were your next steps? You examined 
the room, I presume, to see if the intruder had left any traces— any cigar-end or 
dropped glove or hairpin or other trifle?" 

“Tiiere was nothing of the sort." 

“No smell?" 

'Well, we never thought of i at.” 

“Ah, a scent of tobacco would have been worth a great deal to us in such an 
investigation." 

“I never smoke myself, so I think ! should have observed it if there had been 
any smell of tobacco. There was absolutely no clue of any kind. The only tangible 
fact was that the commissionaire’s wife-Mrs. Tangey was the name— had burned 
out of the place. He could give no explanation save that it was about the time when 
the woman always went home The policeman and I agreed that our best plan 
would be to seize the woman before she could get nd of the papers, presuming 
that she had them. 

“The alarm had reached Scotland Yaro by this time, and Mr. Forbes, the de- 
tective, came round at once and took up the case with a great deal of energy. We 
hired a hansom, and in half an hour we were at the address which had been given 
to us. A young woman opened the door, who proved to be Mrs. Tangey's eldest 
daughter. Her mother had not come back yet, and we were shown into the front 
room to wait. 

“About ten minutes later a knock came at the door, and here we made the one 
serious mistake for which I blame myself. Instead of opening the door ourselves, 
we allowed the girl to do so. We heard her say, ‘Mother, there arc two men in the 
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house waiting to see you/ and an instant afterwards we heard the patter of feet 
rushing down the passage. Forbes flung open the door, and we both ran into the 
back room or kitchen, but the woman had got there before us. She stared at us with 
defiant eyes, and then, suddenly recognizing me, an expression of absolute astonish' 
ment came over her face. 

‘Why, if it isn't Mr. Phelps, of the officer she cried. 

“ ‘Come, come, who did you think we were when you ran away from us?' asked 
my companion. 

“ ‘I thought you were the brokers,' said she, ‘we have had some trouble with a 
tradesman.' 

“ ‘That's not quite good enough,' answered Forbes. We have reason to believe 
that you have t^en a paper of importance from the Foreign Office, and that 
you ran in here to dispose of it. You must come back with us to Scotland Yard to 
be searched.' 

“It was in vain that she protested and resisted. A four-wheeler was brought, 
and we all three drove back in it. We had first made an examination of the kitchen, 
and especially of the kitchen fire, to see whether she might have made away with 
the papers during the instant that she was alone. There were no signs, however, of 
any ashes or scraps. When we reached Scotland Yard she was handed over at once 
to the female searcher. I waited in an agony of suspense until she came back with 
her report. There were no signs of the papers. 

‘Then for the first time the honor of my situation c^me in its full force. 
Hitherto 1 had been acting, and action had numbed thought. I had been so con- 
fident of regaining the treaty at once that I had not dared to think of what would 
be the consequence if I failed to do so. But now there was nothing more to be 
done, and I had leisure to realize my position. It was horrible. Wabon there would 
tell you that I was a nervous, sensitive boy at school. It is my nature. I thought of 
my uncle and of his colleagues in the Cabinet, of the shame which I had brought 
upon him, upon myself, upon everyone connected with me. What though I was the 
victim of an extraordinary accident? No allowance is made for accidenb where 
diplomatic interests are at stake. I was ruined, shamefully, hopelessly ruined. 1 
don't know what I did. I fancy I must have made a scene. I have a dim recollection 
of a group of officials who crowded round me, endeavounng to soothe me. One 
of them drove down with me to Waterloo, and saw me into the Woking train I be- 
lieve that he would have come all the way had it not been that Dr. Ferncr, who 
lives near me, was going down by that very train. The doctor most kindly took 
charge of me, and it was well he did so, for I had a fit in the station, and before we 
reached home I was practically a raving maniac. 

‘Tou can imagine the state of things here when they were roused from their 
beds by the doctor's ringing and found me in this condition. Poor Annie here and 
my mother were broken-hearted. Dr. Ferrier had just heard enough from the de- 
tective at the station to be able to give an idea of what had happened, and his 
story did not mend matters. It was evident to all that I was in for a long illness, so 
Joseph was bundled out of this cheery bedroom, and it was turned into a sick- 
room for me. Here I have lain, Mr. Holmes, for over nine weeks, unconscious, 
and raving with brain-fever. If it had not been for Miss Harrison here and for the 
doctor's care, I should not be speaking to you now. She has nursed me by day and 
a hired nurse has looked after ipe by night, for in my mad fib I was capable of 
anydiing. Slowly my reason has cleared, but it is only during the last three days 
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that my memory has quite returned. Sometimes I wish that it never had. The first 
thing that I did was to wire to Mr. Forbes, who had the case in hand. He came out, 
and assures me that, though everything has been done, no trace of a clue has 
been discovered. The commissionaire aiK) his wife have been examined in every 
way without any light being thrown upon the matter. The suspicions of the police 
then rested upon young Gorot, who, as you may remember, stayed over-time in 
the office that night. His remaining behind and his French name were really the 
only two points which could suggest suspicion; but, as a matter of fact, I did not 
begin work until he had gone, and his people are of Huguenot extraction, but as 
English in sympathy and tradition as you and I are. Nothing was found to im- 
plicate him in any way, and there the matter dropped. I turn to you, Mr. Holmes, 
as absolutely my last hope. If you fail me, then my honour as well as my position 
are forever forfeited.” 

The invalid sank back upon his cushions, tired out by this long recital, while 
bis nurse poured him out a glass of some stimulahng medicine. Holmes sat silently, 
with his head thrown back and his eyes closed, in an attitude which might seem 
listless to a stranger, but which I knew betokened the most intense self-absorption. 

Tour statement has been so explicit,” said he at last, "that you have really left 
me very few questions to ask. There is one of the very utmost importance, how- 
ever. Did you tell anyone that you had this special task to perform?” 

"No one.” 

"Not Miss Harrison here, for example?” 

"No. I had not been back to Woking between getting the order and executing 
the commission.” 

"And none of your people had b> chance been to sec you?” 

“None.” 

“Did any of them know their way about in the office?” 

"Oh, yes, all of them had been shown over it.” 

"Still, of course, if you said nothing to anyone about the treaty these inquiries 
are irrelevant.” 

"I said nothing.” 

"Do you know anything of the commissionaire?” 

"Nothing except that he is an old soldier.” 

"What regiment?” 

“Oh, 1 have heard— Coldstream Guards ” 

"Thank you. I have no doubt I can get details from Forbes. The authorities arc 
excellent at amassing facts, though they do not always use them to advantage. 
What a lovely thing a rose is!” 

He walked past the couch to the open window and held up the drooping stalk 
of a moss-rose, looking down at the dainty bleud of crimson and green. It was a new 
phase of his character to me, for I had never before seen him show any keen 
interest in natural objects, 

"There is nothing in which deduction is so necessary as in religion,” said he, 
leaning with his back against the shutters, "It can be built up as an exact science 
by the reasoner. Our highest assurance of the goodness of Providence seems to roc 
to rest in the flowers. AH other things, our powers, our desires, our food, are all 
really necessary for our existence in the first instance. But this rose is an extra. Its 
smell and its colour are an embellishment of life, not a condition of it. It is only 
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goodness which gives extras, and so 1 say again that we have much to hope from 
the flowers.” 

Percy Phelps and his nurse looked at Holmes during this demonstration with 
surprise and a good deal of disappointment written upon their faces He had 
fallen into a reverie, with the moss-rose between his fingers. It had lasted some 
minutes before the young lady broke in upon it. 

“Do you see any prospect of solving this mystery, Mr. Holmes?” she asked with 
a touch of asperity in her voice. 

“Oh, the mysteryl” he answered, coming back with a start to the realities on 
life. “Well, it would be absurd to deny that the case is a very abstruse and com 
plicated one, but I can promise you that I will L^ok into the matter and let you 
know any points which may strike me.” 

“Do you see any clue?” 

“You have furnished me with seven, but of course I must test them before I can 
pronounce upon their value.” 

“You suspect someone?” 

“I suspect myself ” 

“Whatl” 

“Of coming to conclusions too rapidly ” 

“Then go to London and test your conclusions ” 

“Your advice is very excellent, Miss Harrison,” said Holmes, rising ‘*1 think, 
Watson, we cannot do better. Do not allow yourself to indulge in false hopes, Mr 
Phelps The affair is a very tangled one ” 

“I shall be in a fever until I see you again,” cried the diplomatist 

“Well, ril come out by the same train to-monow, though it's more than likely 
that my report will be a negative one ” 

“God bless you for promising to come,” cried our client. “It gives me fresh life 
to know that something is being done. By the way, I have had a letter from Lord 
Holdhurst ” 

“Ha! what did he say?” 

“He was cold, but not harsh I dare say my severe illness prevented him from 
being that. He repeated that the matter was of the utmost importance, and added 
that no steps would be taken about my future— by which he means, of course, my 
dismissal— until my health was restored and I had an opportunity of repainng my 
misfortune.” 

“Well, that was reasonable and considerate,” said holmes. "Come, Watson, for 
we have a good day's work before us in town ” 

Mr. Joseph Hanison drove us down to the station, and we were soon whirling up 
in a Porbmouth train Holmes was sunk in profound thought and hardly opened 
his mouth until we had passed Clapham Junction 

“It's a very cheery thing to come into London by any of these lines which run 
high and allow you to look down upon the houses like this.” 

1 thought he was )oking, for the view was sordid enough, but he soon explained 
himself. 

“Look at those big, isolated clumps of buildings rising up above the slates, like 
bnck islands in a lead-coloured sea.” 

“The board-schools.” 

“Light-houses, my boy! Beacons of the future! Capsules with hundreds of bright 
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little seeds in each, out of which will spring the wiser, better England of the futate. 
1 suppose that man Phelps does not drink?*' 

"I should not think so." 

"Nor should I, but we are bound to take every possibihty into account. The poor 
devil has certainly got himself into very deep water, and it’s a question whether 
we shall ever be able to get him ashore. W^t do you think of Miss Hanistm?" 

"A girl of strong character.” 

"Yes, but she is a good sort, or I am mistaken. She and her brother are the only 
children of an iron-master somewhere op Northumberland way. He got engaged to 
her when travelling last winter, and she came down to be intr^oced to his people, 
with her brodier as escort. Then came the smash, and she stayed on to nurse her 
lover, while brother Joseph, finding himself pretty snug, stayed on, too. I’ve been 
making a few independent inquiries, you see. But to-day must be a day of 
inquines." 

"My prachce — " I began. 

"Oh, if you find your own cases mote interesting than mine — " said Holmes 
with some asperity. 

“I was going to say that my practice could get along very well for a day or two, 
since it is the slackest tune in the year.” s 

"Excellent,” said he, tecovetmg his good-humour. "Then we’ll look into this 
matter together. I tiiink that we should begin by seeing Forbes. He can (nobably 
tell us all the details we want until we know from what side the case is to be 
approached.” 

"You said you had a clue?” 

"Well, we have several, but we can only test their value by further inquiry. The 
most difficult crime to track is the one which is purposeless. Now this is not pur- 
poseless. Who is it who profits by it? There is the French ambassador, there is 
the Russian, there is whoever mi^t sell it to either of these, and there is Lord 
Holdhuist” 

“Lord HoldhuBtl” 

“Well, it IS just conceivable that a statesman might find himself in a position 
where he was not sony to have such a document acadentally destroyed.” 

"Not a statesman with the honourable record of Lord Holdhuist?” 

"It IS a possibility and we cannot afford to disrepid it. We shall see tiie noble 
loid to-day and find out if he can tell us anything. Meanwhile I have already set 
inquines on foot.” 

“Already?” 

"Yes, I sent wires from Woking station to every evening paper in London. This 
advertisement will appear in each of them.” 

He handed over a sheet tom from a notebook. On it was scribbled in pencil: 

£io reward. 'The number of the cab which dropped a fare at or about the 
door of the Foreign Office in Charles Street at quarter to ten in the evening 
of May 23d. Apply 221B, Baker Street. 

jL uu <tic tha. lliw llwc. v.oi .w .. a v-abr 

- 1 ,,^ 

XI JL/ kjLh> iiaiiAs UOakU a* t t xkt. Ulai ttiClC 

ssb CiillLL 111 \^X ill., tiiCkk ti.lL 

kkOilk If kiL rii/kai >1.1 Willie Oil uo' « niglU, kind yet left 

LisfiLC Oi UpO£i dlL iluiCUAii, \nlu\M CAdaiUiicd WitLila k fcVv Ui 
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hit Aen it is exceedinjiy probable that he came in a cab. Yes, I think that 

we may safdy deduce a cab.” 

”It sounds plausible.” 

”That is one of tiie dues of which I spoke. It may lead os to something. And 
then, of cooise, there is the bdl— which is the most distinctive feature of Hie case. 
Why shtMild the bell ring? Was it the thief who did it out of bravado? Or was it 
someone udio was with Hie thief who did it in order to prevent the crime? Or was 
it an accident? Or was it — ?” He sank back into the state of intense and silent 
thought from which he had emerged; but it seemed to me, accustomed as I was 
to his every mood, that some new possibility had dawned suddenly upon him. 

It was twenty past three when we reached our terminus, and after a hasty 
luncheon at the bi^et we pushed on at once to ScoHand Yard. Holmes had already 
wired to Forbes, and we found him waiting to receive us-ra small, foxy man with 
a sharp but by no means amiable expression. He was decidedly fngid in his man- 
ner to us, especially when he heard the errand upon which we had come. 

“Fve heard of your methods before now, Mr. Holmes,” said he tartly. "You are 
ready enough to use all the information that the police can lay at your disposal, 
and then you try to finish the case yourself and bring discredit on them.” 

"On the contrary," said Holmes, "out of my last fifty-three cases my name has 
only appeared in four, and the police have had all the credit in forty-nine. I don’t 
blame you for not knowing this, for you are young and inexperienced, but if you 
wish to get on in your new duties you will work with me and not against me.” 

"I’d be very glad of a hint or two,” said the detective, changing his manner. 
"I’ve certainly had no credit from the case so far.” 

“What steps have you taken?" 

"Tangey, ^e commissionaire, has been shadowed. He left the Guards with a 
good character, and we can find nothing against him. His wife is a bad lot, though. 
I fancy she knows more about this than appears.” 

"Have you shadowed her?” 

"We have set one of our women on to her. Mrs. Tangey drinks, and our woman 
has been with her twice when she was well on, but she could get nothing out of 
her." 

"I understand that they have had broken in the house?” 

"Yes, but they were paid off.” 

“Where did the money come from?" 

"That was all right. His pension was due. 'They have not shown any sign of 
being in funds.” 

"What explanaHon did she give of having answered the bell when Mr. Phelps 
rang for the coffee?” 

s "She said that her husband was very bred and she wished to relieve him.” 

"Well, certainly that would agree with his bemg found a little later asleep in 
his chair. There is nothing against them then but the woman’s character. Did you 
ask her why she hurried away that night? Her haste attracted the attention of the 
police constable." 

"She was later than usual and wanted to get home." 

"Did you point out to her that you and Mr. Phelps, who started at least twenty 
minutes after her, got home before her?" 

"She explains ttiat by the difference between a 'bus and a hansom.” 
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*Did she make it clear why, on reaching her house, she ran into die hack 
kitchen?” 

“Because she had the money there with which to pay off the brokers.” 

“She has at least an answer for everything. Did you ask her whether in leaving 
she met anyone or saw anyone loitering about Charles Street?” 

“She saw no one but the constable.” 

“Well, you seem to have cross-examined her pretty thoroughly. What else have 
you done?” 

“The clerk Gorot has been shadowed all these nine weeks, but without result. 
We can show nothing against him.” 

“Anything else?” 

“Well, we have nothing else to go upon— no evidence of any kind.” 

“Have you formed any theory about how that bell rang?" 

“Well, I must confess that it beats me. It was a cool hand, whoever it was, to 
go and give the alarm like that.” 

“Yes, it was a queer thing to do. Many thanks to you for what you have told 
me. If I can put Ae man into your hands you shall hear from me. Come along, 
Watson." 

“Where are we going to now?” I asked as we left the office. 

“We are now going to interview Lord Holdhurst, the cabinet minister and fu- 
ture premier of England." ' 

We were fortunate in finding that Lord Holdhurst was still in his chambers in 
Downing Street, and on Holmes sending in his card we were instantly shown up. 
The statesman received us with that old-fashioned courtesy for which he is re- 
markable and seated us on the two luxuriant lounges on either side of the fire- 
place. Standing on the rug between us, with his slight, tall figure, his sharp features, 
thoughtful face, and curling hair prematurely tinged with gray, he seemed to rep- 
resent that not too common type, a nobleman who is in truth noble. 

“Your name is very familiar to me, Mr. Holmes,” said he, smiling. “And of 
coarse I cannot pretend to be ignorant of the object of your visit. There has only 
been one occuncnce in these offices which could call for your attention. In whose 
interest are you acting, may I ask?” 

“In that of Mr. Percy Phelps,” answered Holmes. 

“Ah, my unfortunate nephewl You can understand that our kinship makes it the 
more impossible for me to screen him in any way. I fear that the incident must 
have a very prejudicial effect upon his career.” 

“But if the document is found?” 

“Ah, that, of course, would be different.” 

“I had one or two questions which I wished to ask you. Lord Holdhurst.” 

“I shall be happy to give you any information in my power.” 

“Was it in this room that you gave yoilr instructions as to the copying of the 
document?” 

"It was.” 

“Then you could hardly have been overheard?” 

“It is out of the question.” 

“Did you ever mention to anyone that it was your intention to give anyone the 
treaty to be copied?” 

“Never.” 

“You are ce rtain of thatf” 
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"Abtohltdy * 

^'Well, since you never said so, and Mr. Phelps never said so, and nobody else 
knew anything of the matter, then the thief s presence in the room was pardy 
accidental. He saw his chance and he took it*" 

The statesman smiled. Tou take me out of my province there,” said he. 

Holmes considered for a moment. There is another very important point which 
I wish to discuss with you,” said he. Tou feared, as I understand, that very grave 
results might follow from the details of this treaty becoming known.” 

A shadow passed over the expressive face of the statesman. **Vcry grave results 
indeed.” 

“And have they occurred?” 

“Not yet ” 

“If the treaty had reached, let us say, the French or Russian Foreign Office, you 
would expect to hear of it?” 

“I should,” said Lord Holdhurst with a wry face. 

“Since nearly ten weeks have elapsed, then, and nothing has been heard, it is 
not unfair to suppose that for some reason the treaty has not reached them.” 

Lord Holdhurst shrugged his shoulders 

“We can hardly suppose, Mr. Holmes, that the thief took the treaty in order 
to frame it and hang it up ” 

“Perhaps he is waiting for a better price.” 

“If he waits a little longer he will get no price at all The treaty will cease to be 
secret in a few months ” 

“That is most important,” said Holmes “Of course, it is a possible supposition 
that the thief has had a sudden illness — ” 

“An attack of brain-fever, for example?” asked the statesman, flashing a swift 
glance at him 

“I did not say so,” said Holmes imperturbably "And now, Lord Holdhurst, we 
have already taken up too much of your valuable time, and we shall wish you 
good-day ” 

“Every success to your investigation, be the criminal who it may,” answered the 
nobleman as he bowed us out at the door 

“He*s a fine fellow,” said Holmes as we came out into Whitehall “But he has a 
struggle to keep up his position. He is far from rich and has many calls You 
noticed, of course, that his boots had been resoled Now, Watson, I won’t detain 
you from your legitimate work any longer I shall do nothing more to-day unless I 
have an answer to my cab advertisement But I should be extremely obliged to 
you if you would come down with me to Woking to-morrow by the same train which 
we took yesterday ” 

I met him accordingly next morning and we travelled down to Woking together. 
He had had no answer to his advertisement, he said, and no fresh light had been 
thrown upon the case He had, when he so willed it, the utter immobility of coun- 
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considerably bettet than before. He rose from the sofr and greeted us without 
difficulty when we entered. 

"Any news?” he asked eagerly. 

“My report, as I expected, is a negative one," said Holmes. “I have seen Forbes, 
and I have seen your uncle, and I have set one or two trains of inquiry upon foot 
which may lead to something." 

“You have not lost heart, then?" 

"By no means.” 

“God bless you for saying thatl" cried Miss Harrison. "If we keep our courage 
and our patience the truth must come out.” 

"We have more to tell you than you have for us,” said Phelps, reseating himself 
upon the couch. 

“I hoped you might Lave something.” 

"Yes, we have had an adventure during the night, and one which might have 
proved to be a serious one." His expression grew very grave as he spoke, and a look 
of something akin to fear sprang up in his eyes. "Do you know,” said he, "that I 
begin to believe that I am the unconscious centre of some monstrous conspiracy, 
and that my life is aimed at as well as my honour?” 

“Ahl” cried Holmes. 

"It sounds incredible, for I have not, as far as I know, an enemy in the world. 
Yet from last night’s experience I can come to no other conclusion." 

"Pray let me hear it.” 

“You must know that last night was the veiy fint night that I have ever slept 
without a nurse in the room. I was so much better that 1 though I could dispense 
with one. I had a night-light burning, however. Well, about two in the morning 
1 had sunk into a light sleep when I was suddenly aroused by a slight noise. It 
was like the sound which a mouse makes when it is gnawing a plank, and I lay 
listening to it for some time under the impression that it must come from that 
cause. Then it grew louder, and suddenly there came from the window a sharp 
metallic snick. I sat up in amazement. There could be no doubt what the sounds 
were now. The first ones had been caused by someone forcing an instrument 
through the slit between the sashes, and the second by the catch being pressed 
back 

"There was a pause then for about ten minutes, as if the person were waiting 
to see whether the noise had awakened me. Then I heard a gentle creaking as the 
window was very slowly opened. I could stand it no longer, for my nerves are not 
what they used to be. 1 sprang out of bed and flung open the shutters. A man was 
crouching at the window. I could see little of him, for he was gone like a flash. He 
was wrapped in some sort of cloak which came across the lower part of his face 
One thing only I am sure of, and that is friat he had some weapon in his hand. It 
looked to me like a long knife. I distinctly’ kaw the gleam of it as he turned to run.” 

"This is most interesting,” said Holmes. "Pray what did you do then?" 

“1 should have followed him through the open window if I had been stronger. 
As it was, I rang the bell and roused the house. It took some little time, for the 
bell rings in the kitchen and the servants all sleep upstairs. I shouted, however, 
and that brought Joseph down, and he roused the others. Joseph and the groom 
found marks on the iWd outside the window, but the weather has been to dry 
lately that they found it hopeless to follow Ae trail across the grass. There’s a 
place, however, on the wooden fence which skirts the road udiich shows signs, 
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&icy tell me» as if someone had got over^ and had snapped the top of the rail in 
doing so. I have said nothing to the local police yet, for I thought I had best have 
your opinion first." 

This tale of our client's appeared to have an extraordinary effect upon Sherlock 
Holmes. He rose from his chair and paced about the room in uncontrollable 
excitement 

"'Misfortunes never come single," said Phelps, smiling, though it was evident 
that his adventure had somewhat shaken him. 

"You have certainly had your share," said Holmes. "Do you think you could 
walk round the house with me?" 

"Oh, yes, I should like a little sunshine. Joseph will come, too." 

"And I also," said Miss Harrison. 

"i am afraid not," said Holmes, shaking his head. "I think I must ask you to 
remain sitting exactly where you are." 

The young lady resumed her seat with an air of displeasure. Her brother, how- 
e\'er, had joined us and we set off all four together. We passed round the lawn to 
the outside of the young diplomatist’s window. There were, as he had said, marks 
upon the bed, but they were hopelessly blurred and vague. Holmes stooped over 
them for an instant, and then rose shrugging his shoulders. 

“I don’t think anyone could make much of this," said he. "Let us go round 
the house and see why this particular room was chosen by the burglar. I should 
have thought those larger windows of the drawing-room and dining-room would 
have had more attractions for him." 

"They are more visible from the road," suggested Mr. Joseph Harrison. 

"Ah, yes, of course. There is a door here which he might have attempted. What 
is it for?" 

"It is the side entrance for trades-pcoplc. Of course it is locked at night." 

"Have you ever had an alarm like this before?" 

"Never," said our client. 

"Do you keep plate in the house, or anything to attract burglars?" 

"Nothing of value." 

Holmes strolled round the house with his hands in his pockets and a negligent 
air which was unusual with him. 

"By the way," said he to Joseph Harrison, "you found some place, I understand, 
where the fellow scaled the fence. Let us have a look at thatl" 

The plump young man led us to a spot where the top of one of the wooden 
rails had been cracked. A small fragment of the wood was hanging down. Holmes 
pulled it off and examined it critically. 

"Do you think that was done last night? It looks rather old, does it not?" 

"Well, possibly so.” 

"There are no marks of anyone jumping down upon the other side. No, I fanev 
we shall get no help here. Let us go back to the bedroom and talk the matter over ' 

Percy Phelps was walking very slowly, leaning upon the arm of his future 
brother-in-law. Hdlmes walked swiftly across the lawn, and we were at the open 
window of the bedroom long before the others came up. 

"Miss Harrison," said Holmes, speaking with the utmost intensity of manner, 
"you must stay where you are all day. Let nothing prevent you from staving where 
you are all day. It is of the utmost importance." 

"Certainly, if you wish it, Mr Holmes," said the girl in astonishment. 

SO? 



''When you go to bed lock the door of this room on the outside and keep the 
key. Promise to do this.” 

'‘But Percy?” 

“He will come to London with us.” 

“And am I to remain here?” 

“It is for his sake. You can serve him. Quick! Promise!” 

She gave a quick nod of assent just as the other two came up. 

“Why do you sit moping there, Annie?” cried her brother. “Come out into the 
sunshine!” 

“No, thank you, Joseph. I have a slight headache and this room is deliciously 
cool and soothing.” 

“What do you propose now, Mr. Holmes?” asked our client. 

“Well, in invesbgating this minor affair we must not lose sight of our main 
inquiry. It would be a very great help to me if you would come up to London 
with us ” 

“At once?” 

“Well, as soon as you conveniently can. Say in an hour.” 

“1 feel quite strong enough, if 1 can really be of any help.” 

“The greatest possible,” 

“Perhaps you would like me to stay there to-night?” 

“I was just going to propose it.” 

"Then, if my friend of the night comes to revisit me, he will find the bird flown. 
We arc all in your hands, Mr. Holmes, and you must tell us exactly what you 
would like done. Perhaps you would prefer that Joseph came with us so as to 
look after me?” 

“Oh, no, my friend Watson is a medical man, you know, and hell look after 
you. Well have our lunch here, if you will permit us, and then we shall all three 
set off for town together.” 

It was arranged as he suggested, though Miss Harrison excused herself from 
leaving the bedroom, in accordance with Holmes's suggestion. What the object of 
my friend's manoeuvres was I could not conceive, unless it were to keep the lady 
away from Phelps, who, rejoiced by his returning health and by the prospect of 
action, lunched with us in the dining-room. Holmes had a still more startling 
surprise for as, however, for, after accompanying us down to the station and seeing 
us into our carriage, he calmly announced that he had no intention of leaving 
Woking. 

“There are one or two small points which I should desire to clear up before I 
go,” said he. “Your absence, Mr. Phelps, will in some ways rather assist me. Wat- 
son, when you reach London you would oblige me by driving at once to Baker 
Street with our friend here, and remaining with him until I see you again. It is 
fortunate that you are old school-fellows, as you must have much to talk over. Mr. 
Phelps can have the spare bedroom to-night, and I will be with you in time for 
breakfast, for there is a train which will take me into Waterloo at eight.” 

“But how about our investigation in London?” asked Phelps ruefully. 

“We can do that to-morrow. I think that just at present I can be of more im- 
mediate use here.” 

“You might tell them at Briarbrae that I hope to be back to-morrow night,” 
cried Phelps, as we began to move from the platform- 
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hardly expect to go back to Briaibracr answered Holmes, and waved his 
hand to us cheerily as we shot out from the station. 

Phelps and I talked it over on our journey, but neither of us could devise a 
satisfactory reason for this new development 
“I suppose he wants to find out some clues as to the burglary last night, if a 
burglar it was. For myself, I don't believe it was an ordinary thief.’* 

“What is your own idea, then?” 

“Upon my word, you may put it down to my weak nerves or not but I believe 
there is some deep political intrigue going on around me, and that for some 
reason that passes my understanding my life is aimed at by the conspirators. It 
sounds high-flown and absurd, but consider the factsl Why should a thief try to 
break in at a bedroom window where there could be no hope of any plunder, 
and why should he come with a long knife in his hand?** 

“You are sure it was not a house-breaker's jimmy?** 

“Oh, no, it was a knife. I saw the flash of the bMe quite distinctly.** 

“But why on earth should you be pursued with such animosity?*' 

“Ah, that is the question.** 

"Well, if Holmes takes the same view, that would account for his action, would 
it not? Presuming that your theory is correct, if he can lay his hands upon the 
man who threatened you last night he will have gone a long way towards finding 
who took the naval treaty. It is absurd to suppose that you have two enemies, one 
of whom robs you, while the other threatens your life.** 

“But Holmes said that he was not going to Briarbrae.** 

“I have known him for some time,** said 1, “but I never knew him do anything 
yet without a very good reason,** and with that our conversation dnfted off on to 
other topics. 

But it was a weary day for me. Phelps was still weak after his long illness, and 
his misfortunes made him querulous and nervous. In vain I endeavoured to in- 
terest him in Afghanistan, in India, in social questions, in anything which might 
take his mind out of the groove. He would always come back to his lost treaty, 
wondering, guessing, speculating as to what Holmes was doing, what steps Lx 3 rd 
Hcfldhurst was taking, what news we should have in the morning. As the evening 
wort on his excitement became quite painful. 

“You have implicit faith in Holmes?** he asked. 

“I have seen him do some remarkable things.** 

“But he never brought light into anything quite so dark as this?** 

“Oh, yes, I have known him solve questions which presented fewer clues than 
yours.** 

“But not where such large interests are at stake?** 

I don t know that. To my certain knowledge he has acted on behalf of three of 
the reigning houses of Europe in very vital matters.'* 

^ut you know him well, Watson. He is such an inscrutable fellow that 1 never 
quite know what to make of him. Do you think he is hopeful? Do you think he 
expects to make a success of it?** 

“He has said nothing.** 

That is a bad sign.** 

On the contraiy. I have noticed that when he is off the trail he generally 
says It is when he is on a scent and is not quite absolutely sure yet that it is 
the right one that he is most taciturn. Now, my dear fellow, we can*t help mat* 
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ters by making ourselves nervous about them, so let me implote you to go to bed 
and so be fresh for whatever may await us to-morrow.” 

1 was able at last to persuade my companion to take my advice, though 1 knew 
from his excited manner that there was not much hope of sleep for him. Indeed, 
his mood was infectious, for 1 lay tossing half the night myself, brooding over this 
strange problem and inventing a hundred theories, each of which was more im- 
possible than the last. Why had Holmes remained at Woking? Why had he asked 
Miss Harrison to remain in the sick-room all day? Why had he been so careful not 
to inform the people at Bnarbrae that he intended to remain near them? I 
cudgelled my brains until I fell asleep in the endeavour to find some explanation 
which would cover all these facts. 

It was seven o'clock when I awoke, and I set off at once for Phelps's room to 
find him haggard and spent after a sleepless night. His first question was whether 
Holmes had arrived yet. 

“He'll be here when he promised,” said I, “and not an instant sooner or later.” 

And my words were true, for shortly after eight a hansom dashed up to the 
door and our friend got out of it. Standing in the window we saw that his left hand 
was swathed in a bandage and that his face was very grim and pale. He entered the 
house, but it was some little time before he came upstairs. 

“He looks like a beaten man,” cried Phelps. 

I was forced to confess that he was right, “After all,” said I, “the clue of the 
matter lies probably here in town.” 

Phelps gave a groan. 

“I don't know how it is,” said he, “but I had hoped for so much from his return. 
But surely his hand was not tied up like that yesterday. What can be the matter?” 

“You are not wounded, Holmes?” I asked as my friend entered the room. 

“Tut, it is only a scratch through my own clumsiness,” he answered, nodding his 
good-morning to us, “This case of yours, Mr. Phelps, is certainly one of the dark- 
est which I have ever investigated.” 

“I feared that you would find it beyond you.” 

“It has been a most remarkable experience/' 

“TTiat bandage tells of adventures,” said I. “Won't you tell us what has 
happened?” 

“After breakfast, my dear Watson. Remember that I have breathed thirty miles 
of Surrey air this morning. I suppose that there has been no answer from my 
cabman advertisement? Well, well, we cannot expect to score every time.” 

The table was all laid, and just as 1 was about to ring Mrs. Hudson entered 
with the tea and coffee. A few minutes later she brought in three covers, and we 
all drew up to the table, Holmes ravenous, 1 curious, and Phelps in the gloomiest 
state of depression. 

“Mrs. Hudson has risen to the occasion^” said Holmes, uncovering a dish of 
curried chicken. “Her cuisine is a little limited, but she has as good an idea of 
breakfast as a Scotchwoman. What have you there, Watson?” 

“Ham and eggs,” I answered, 
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"Well, then," said Holmes with a mischievous twinkle, "I suppose that you 
have no objection to helping me?" 

Phelps raised the cover, and as he did so he uttered a scream and sat there 
staring with a face as white as the plate upon which he looked. Across the centre 
of it was lying a little cylinder of blue-gray paper. He caught it up, devoured it with 
his eyes, and then danced madly about the room, pressing it to his bosom and 
shrieking out in his delight. Then he fell back into an armchair, so limp and 
exhausted with his own emotions that we had to pour brandy down his throat 
to keep him from fainting. 

"There! there!" said Holmes soothingly, patting him upon the shoulder. "It was 
too bad to spring it on you like this, but Watson here will tell you that I never 
can resist a touch of the dramatic." 

Phelps seized his hand and kissed it. "God bless you!" he cried. "You have saved 
my honour." 

"Well, my own was at stake, you know,” said Holmes. "I assure you it is just as 
hateful to me to fail in a case as it can be to you to blunder over a commission.” 

Phelps thrust away the precious document into the innermost pocket of his 
coat. 

"I have not the heart to interrupt your breakfast any further, and yet I am 
dying to know how you got it and where it was.” 

Sherlock Holmes swallowed a cup of coffee and turned his attention to the 
ham and eggs. Then he rose, lit his pipe, and settled himself down into his chair. 

“ril tell you what I did first, and how I came to do it afterwards," said he. 
"After leaving you at the station I went for a charming walk through some ad- 
mirable Surrey scenery to a pretty little village called Ripley, where I had my tea at 
an inn and took the precaution of filling my flask and of putting a paper of sand- 
wiches in my pocket. There I remained until evening, when I set off for Woking 
again and found myself in the highrol^d outside Bnarbrae just after sunset. 

"Well, I waited until the road was clcar-it is never a very frequented one at any 
time, I fancy— and then I clambered over the fence into the grounds." 

"Surely the gate was openl" ejaculated Phelps. 

"Yes, but I have a peculiar taste in these matters. I chose the place where the 
three fir-trees stand, and behind their screen I got over without the least chance of 
anyone in the house being able to see me. I crouched down among the bushes on the 
other side and crawled from one to the other— witness the disreputable state of my 
trouser knees— until I had reached the clump of rhododendrons just opposite to 
your bedroom window. There I squatted down and awaited developments. 

"The blind was not down in your room, and I could see Miss Harrison sitting 
there reading by the table. It was quarter-past ten when she closed her book^ 
fastened the shutters, and retired. 

"I heard her shut the door and felt quite sure that she had turned the key in 
the lock." 

"The key!" ejaculated Phelps. 

"Yes, I had given Miss Harrison instructions to lock the door on the outside 
and take the key with her when she went to bed. She carried out every one of my 
injunctions to the letter, and certainly without her cooperation you would not have 
that paper in your coat-pocket. She departed then and the lights went out, and I 
was left squatting in the rhododendron-bush. 

"The night was fine, but still it was a very weary vigil. Of course it has the 
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sort of excitement about it that the sportsman feels when he lies beside the water* 
course and waits for the big game. It was very long, though— almost as long, Watson, 
as when you and I waited m that deadly room when we looked into the little 
problem of the Speckled Band. There was a church-clock down at Woking which 
struck the quarters, and I thought more than once that it had stopped. At last, 
however, about two in the morning, I suddenly heard the gentle sound of a bolt 
being pushed back and the creaking of a key. A moment later the servants' door 
was opened, and Mr. Joseph Harrison stepped out into the moonlight*' 

“Josephr* ejaculated Phelps. 

“He was bare-headed, but he had a black cloak thrown over his shoulder, so 
that he could conceal his face in an instant if there were any alarm. He walked 
on tiptoe under the shadow of the wall, and when he reached the window he 
worked a long-bladed knife through the sash and pushed back the catch. Then he 
flung open the window, and putting his knife through the crack in the shutters, 
he thrust the bar up and swung them open. 

“From where I lay 1 had a perfect view of the inside of the room and of every 
one of his movements. He lit the two candles which stood upon the mantelpiece, 
and then he proceeded to turn back the comer of the carpet in the neighbourhood 
of the door. Presently he stooped and picked out a square piece of board, such as 
is usually left to enable plumbers to get at the joints of the gas-pipes. This one 
covered, as a matter of fact, the T joint which gives off the pipd* which supplies the 
kitchen underneath. Out of this hiding-placc he drew that little cylinder of paper, 
pushed down the board, rearranged the caipet. blew out the candles, and walked 
straight into my arms as I stood waiting for him outside the window. 

“Well, he has rather more viciousness than I gave him credit for, has Master 
Joseph. He flew at me with his knife, and I had to grasp him twice, and got a cut 
over the knuckles, before I had the upper hand of him. He looked murder out of 
the only eye he could see with when we had finished, but he listened to reason 
and gave up the papers. Having got them I let my man go, but I wired full par- 
ticulars to Forbes this morning. If he is quick enough to catch his bird, well and 
good. But if, as 1 shrewdly suspect, he finds the nest empty before he gets there, 
why, all the better foi the government. I fancy that Lord Holdhurst, for one, and 
Mr, Percy Phelps for another, would very much rather that the affair never got as 
far as a police-court.” 

“My God!” gasped our client. “Do you tell me that during these long ten weeks 
of agony the stolen papers were within the very room with me all the time?" 

“So it was.” 

“And Joseph! Joseph a villain and a thief!” 

“Hum! I am afraid Joseph’s character is a rather deeper and more dangerous 
one than one might judge from his appearance. From what I have heard from him 
this morning, I gather that he has lost heavily in dabbling with stocks, and that 
he is ready to do anything on earth to better his fortunes. Being an absolutely 
selfish man, when a chance presents itself he did not allow either his sister's 
happiness or your reputation to hold his hand.” 

Percy Phelps sank back in his chair. “My head whirls,” said he. “Your words 
have dazed me.” 

“The principal difficulty in your case,” remarked Holtncs in his didactic fashion, 
'lay in the fact of there being too much evidence. What was vital was overlaid and 
hidden by what was irrelevant. Of all the facts which were presented to us wc had 
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to pick jost those which we deemed to be essential, and then piece them together 
in their order, so as to rewmstnict this very remarkable chain of events. I had 
already begun to suspect Joseph from the fact that you had intended to travel 
home with him that nigbt, and that therefore it was a likely enough thing that he 
should caU for you, knowing the Foreign Office well, upon his way. When 1 heard 
that so meon e had been so amdous to get into the bedroom, in which no <mc but 
Joseph couM have concealed anything-you told us in your narrative how you had 
Joseph out when you arrived with the doctor-my suspicions all changed to 
certainties, especially as the attempt was made on the fint night upon which the 
nurse was absent, showing that the intruder was well acquainted with the ways 
of the house.” 

“How blind I have beeni” 

“The facts of the case, as far as I have worked them out, are these: This Joseph 
Harrison entered the office through the Charles Street door, and knowing his way 
he walked straight into your room the instant after you left it. Finding no one 
there he promptly rang the bell, and at the instant that he did so his eyes caught 
the paper upon the table. A glance showed bun that chance had put in his way a 
State document of immense value, and in an instant he had thrust it into his 
pocket and was gone. A few minutes elapsed, as you remember, before the sleepy 
commissionaire drew your attention to the bell, and those were just enough to 
give the thief time to make his escape. 

“He his way to Woking by the first train, and, having examined his booty 
and assured himself that it really was of immense value, he had concealed it in 
what he thought was a very safe place, with the intention of taking it out again 
in a day or two, and carrying it to the French embassy, or wherever he thought 
that a long price was to be had. Then came your sudden return. He, without a 
moment’s warning, was bundled out of his room, and from that time onward 
there were always at least two of you there to prevent him from regaining his 
treasure. The situation to him must have been a maddening one. But at last he 
thought he saw his chance. He tried to steal in, but was baffled by your wakefulness. 
You may remember that you did not take your usual draught that night.” 

“I remember.” 

“I fancy toat he had taken steps to make that draught efficacious, and that he 
quite relid upon your being unconscious. Of course, I understood that he would 
repeat the attempt whenever it could be done with safety. Your leaving the room 
gave him the chance he wanted. I kept Miss Harrison in it all day so that he might 
not anticipate us. Then, having given him the idea that tiie coast was clear, 1 kept 
guard as I have described. I already knew that the papen were probably in the 
room, but I had no desire to rip up aD the planking and skirting in search of them. 
I let him take them, tiietefore, from die hiding-place, and so saved myself an 
infinity of trouble, b tiiere any other point which I can make dear?" 

“Why did he by the window on the first occasion,” 1 asked, “when he might 
have entered by the door?” 

“In teaching the door he would have to pass seven bedrooms. On the other hand, 
he could get out on to the bwn with ease. Anydiing else?” 

“You do not think,” asked Phelps, “that he had any murderous intention? The 
knife was only meant as a tool.” 

“It may be so^” answered Holmes, shrugging his shoulders. “I can only say for 
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certain that Mr. Joseph Harrison is a gentleman to whose mercy I should be ex- 
tremely unwilling to trust.*' 


THE FINAL PROBLEM 

It is with a heavy heart that I take up my pen to write these the last words in 
which I shall ever record the singular gifts by which my friend Mr. Sherlock 
Holmes was distinguished. In an incoherent and, as I deeply feel, an entirely 
inadequate fashion, I have endeavoured to give some account of my strange ex- 
periences in his company from the chance which first brought us togeiher at the 
period of the "Study in Scarlet,** up to the time of his interference in the matter 
of the "Naval Treaty'*— an interference which had the unquestionable efiFect of 
preventing a serious international complication. It was my intention to have 
stopped there, and to have said nothing of that event which has created a void in 
my life which the lapse of two years has done little to fill. My hand has been 
forced, however, by the recent letters in which Colonel James M[priarty defends the 
memory of his brother, and I have no choice but to lay the facts before the 
public exactly as they occuned. I alone know the absolute truth of the matter, 
and I am satisfied that the time has come when no good purpose is to be served 
by its suppression. As far as 1 know, there have been only three accounts in the 
public press: that in the Journal (k Geneve on May 6th, 1891, the Reuter's dis- 
patch in the English papers on May 7th, and finally the recent letters to which I 
have alluded. Of these the first and second were extremely condensed, while the 
last IS, as I shall now show, an absolute perversion of the facts. It lies with me to 
tell for the first time what really took place between Professor Moriarty and Mr. 
Sherlock Holmes. 

It may be remembered that after my marriage, and my subsequent start in 
private practice, the very intimate relations which had existed between Holmes 
and myself became to some extent modified. He still came to me from time to 
time when he desired a companion in his investigations, but these occasions grew 
more and more seldom, until I find that in the year 1890 there were only three 
cases of which 1 retain any record. Dunng the winter of that year and the early 
spring of 1891, I saw m the papers that he had been engaged by the French 
government upon a matter of supreme importance, and I received two notes from 
Holmes, dated from Narbonne and from Nimes, from which I gathered that his 
stay in France was likely to be a long one. It was with some surprise, therefore, 
that I saw him walk into my consulting-room upon the evening of April X4th. It 
struck me that he was looking even paler and thinner than usual. 

"Yes, I have been using myself up rather too freely,** he remarked, in answer to 
my look rather than to my words; "I have been a little pressed of late. Have you any 
obiection to my closing your shutters?** 

The only light in the room came from the lamp upon the table at which I had 
been reading. Holmes edged his way round the wall, and, flinging the shutters 
together, he bolted them securely. 

"You are afraid of something?" I asked. 
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•WeD, I am.” 

“Of what?” 

"Of air'gans.” 

“My dear H<dme$, what do you mean?” 

“I diink tiiat you know me well enough, Watson, to understand that I am by no 
means a nervous man. At the same time, it is stupidity rather than courage to refuse 
to recognize danger when it is close upon you. Might I trouble you for a match?" 
He drew in the smoke of his cigarette as if the soothing influence was grateful to 
him- 

“I must apologize for calling so late,” said he, “and I must further beg you to be 
so unconventional as to allow me to leave your house presently by scrambling over 
your back garden wall.” 

“But what does it all mean?” I asked. 

He held out his hand, and 1 saw in the light of the lamp that two of his knuckles 
were bunt and Ueedi^ 

“It's not an airy nothing, you see,” said he, smiling. "On the contrary, it is 
solid enough for a man to bre^ his hand over. Is Mrs. Watson in?” 

“She is away upon a visit.” 

“IndeedI You are alone?” 

"Quite.” 

“Then it makes it the easier for me to propose that you should come away with 
me for a wedr to the Contment.” 

“Wherer 

“Oh, anywhere. It's all the same to me.” 

There was something very strange in all this. It was not Holmes’s nature to take 
an aimless holiday, and something about his pale, worn face told me that his 
nerves were at their highest ten$ion..*He saw the question in my eyes, and, putting 
his finger-tips together and his elbows upon his knees, he explained the situation. 

“You have probably never heard of Professor Moriarty?” said he. 

“Never.” 

“Ay, there's the genius and the wonder of the thing!" he cried. “The man 
pervades London, and no one has heard of him. That’s what puts him on a 
pinnacle in the records of crime. I tell you Watson, in all seriousness, that if I 
could beat that man, if I could free society of him, I should feel that my own 
career had reached its summit, and I should be prepared to turn to some more 
placid line in life. Between ourselves, the recent cases in which I have been of 
assistance to the royal family of Scandinavia, and to the French republic, have 
left me in such a position that I could continue to live in the quiet fashion which 
is most congenial to me, and to concentrate my attention upon my chemical re- 
searches. But I could not rest, Watson, 1 could not sit quiet in my chair, if I thought 
that such a man as Professor Moriarty were walking the streets of London un- 
challenged.” 

“What has he done, then?” 

“His career has been an extraordinary one. He is a man of good birth and 
excellent education, endowed by nature with a phenomenal mathematical faculty. 
At the age of twenty-one he wrote a treatise upon the binomi^ theorem, which 
has had a European vogue. On ,the strength of it he won the mathematical chair 
at one of our analler universities, and had, to all appearances, a most brilliant 
career before him. But the man had hereditary tendencies of the most diabolical 
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kind. A criminal strain ran in his Mood, whicli» instead of being modified, was 
increased and lendeied infinitdy more dangerous by his extrarndhuiy mental 
powers. Dark nunoors gathered round him in the university town, and eventuafiy 
he was compelled to resign his chair and to come down to Londmi, adiere he set 
up as an army coach. So much is known to the world, but what I am tdUng you 
now is what I have myself discovered. 

“As you are aware, Watson, there is no one who knows the hij^ criminal 
world <rf London so wdl as I do. For yean past 1 have continually been crms^kms 
of some power behind the malefactor, some deep organizing power which forever 
stands in the way of the law, and throws its shield over the wrong-doer. Again and 
again in cases of the most varying sorts—forgery cases, robberies, murders— I have 
felt the presence of this force, and I have deduced its action in many of tiiose 
undiscovered crimes in which I have not been personally consulted. For years 
1 have endeavoured to break through the veil which shrouded it, and at last the 
time came when I seized my thread and followed it, until it led me, after a 
thousand cunning windings, to ex-Profresor Moriarty, of mathematical cddsrity. 

“He IS the Napoleon of crime, Watson. He is the organizer of half ritat is evil 
and of nearly all that is undetected in this great city. He is a genius, a philotofdier, 
an abstract thinker. He has a brain of the fint order. He sits motionless, l&e a 
spider in the centre of ib web, but that web has a thousand radiations, and he 
knows well every quiver of each of them. He does little himself. He only jdans. 
But his agenb are numerous and splendidly organized. Is there a crime to be done, 
a paper to be abstracted, we will say, a house to be rifled, a man to Ire removed— 
the word is passed to the professor, the matter is organized and carried out. The 
agent may be caught. In that case money is found for his bail or his defence. But 
the central power which uses the agent is never caught— never so much as su^ 
pected. This was the organization which I deduced, Watson, and which I devoted 
my whole energy to exposing and breaking up. 

“But the professor was fenced round with safeguards so cunningly devised that, 
do what I would, it seemed impossible to get evidence which would convict in a 
court of law. You know my powers, my dear Watson, and yet at the end of three 
months I was forced to confess that I had at last met an antagonist who was my 
intellectual equal. My honor at his crimes was lost in my admiration at his skill. 
But at last he made a trip— only a little, little trip— but it was more than he oould 
afford, when I was so close upon him. I had my chance, and, starting from Hiat 
point, I have woven my net round him until now it is ail ready to dose. In three 
days— that is to say, on Monday next— matters will be ripe, and the profosor, with 
all the principal members of his gang, will be in the hands of the police. Then 
will come the greatest criminal trial of the century, the dearing up of over forty 
mysteries, and the rope for all of them; but if we move at all prematurdy, yds 
understand, they may slip out of our hands even at the last moment. 

“Now, if 1 could have done this without the knoadedge of Professor Moriarty, 
all would have been weQ. But he was too wily for that. He saw every step which I 
took to draw my toils round him. Again and again he strove to break away, but 
I as often headed him off. I tdl you, my friend, that if a detailed account of that 
silent contest could be written, it would take ib place as the most brilliant bit of 
thrust-and-pany work in the history of detection. Never have t risen to such a 
height, and never have 1 been so hard prosed by an qiponent. He cut deep, and 
yet I just undercut him. This morning die last steps were bdcen, and three days 
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only were wanted to complete die business. I was sitting in my room thinking die 
matter over when the door opened and Professor Moiiaity sto^ before me. 

'^y nerves are feirly proof, Watson, but I must conf^ to a start when I saw 
die very man udio had been so much in my thoughts standing there on my thresh- 
old. His appearance was quite femiliar to me. He is extremely tall and diin, hh 
foiehead domes out in a white curve, and his two eyes ate deeply sunken in his 
bead. He is dean-shaven, pale, and ascetic-looking, retaining something of the 
professor in his features. His shoulders ate rounded from much study, and his face 
protrudes forward and is forever slowly oscillating from side to side in a curiously 
reptilian fashion. He peered at me with great curiosity in his puckered eyes. 

“ *Yoo have less frontal development than I should have expected,' said he at 
last. ‘It is a dangerous habit to finger loaded firearms in the pocket of one's 
dressing-gown.' 

The feet is that upon his entrance I had instantly recognized the extreme 
personal danger in which I lay. The only conceivable escape for him lay in silencing 
my tongue. In an instant I had slipped the revolver from the drawer into my 
pocket and was covering him through the cloth. At his remark I drew the weapon 
out and laid it cocked upon the table. He still’ smiled and blinked, but there was 
something about his eyes which made me feel very glad that I had it there. 

" 'You evidently don't know me,' said he. 

“ ‘On the contrary,' I answered, 'I think it is fairly evident that I do. Pray take 
a chair. I can spare you five minutes if you have anything to say.' 

“ ‘All that 1 have to say has already crossed your mind,’ said he. 

“ Then possibly my answer has crossed youn,’ I replied. 

* ‘You stand fast?’ 

" ‘Absolutely.' 

"He clapped his hand into his pocket, and I raised the pistol from the table. 
But he merely drew out a memorandum-book in which he had scribbled some 
dates. 

“ ‘You crossed my path on the fourth of January,' said he. ‘On the twenty-third 
you incommoded me; by the middle of February I was senously inconvenienced 
by you; at the end of March I was absolutely hampered in my plans; and now, at 
the close of April, I find myself placed in such a position through your continual 
persecution that 1 am in positive danger of losing my liberty. The situation is 
becoming an impossible one.' 

“ ‘Have you any suggestion to make?' I asked. 

" 'You must drop it, Mr. Holmes,’ said he, swaying his face about. 'You really 
must, you know.’ 

" 'After Monday,' said I. 

“Tut, tuti’ said he. ‘I am quite sure that a man of your intelligence will see 
that there can be but one outcome to this affair. It is necessary that you should 
withdraw. You have worked things in such a fashion that we have only one re- 
source left. It has been an intellectual treat to me to see the way in which you 
have grappled with this ar-sir, and I say, unaffectedly, that it would be a grief to 
me to be forced to take any extreme measure. You smile, sir, but I assure you that 
it really would.’ 

“ 'Danger is part of my trade,’ I remarked. 

“‘This is not danger,' said he. ‘It is inevitable destruction. You stand in the 
way not merely of an individual but of a mighty organization, the full extent of 
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which you, with all your cleverness, have been unable to realize. You must stand 
clear, Mr. Holmes, or be trodden under foot * 

I am afraid,’ said I, rising, ‘that in the pleasure of this conversation I am 
neglecting business of importance which awaits me elsewhere ' 

“He rose aUo and looked at me in silence, shaking his head sadly. 

“'Well, well,' said he at last. ‘It seems a pity, but I have done what I could. I 
know every move of your game. You can do nothing before Monday. It has been 
a duel between you and me, Mr Holmes. You hope to place me in the dock. 1 tell 
you that I will never stand in the dock You hope to beat me I tell you that you will 
never beat me. If vou are clever enough to bring destrucfaon upon me, rest assured 
that I shall do as much to you.' 

“ ‘You have paid me several compliments, Mr. Monarty,' said I. ‘Let me pay 
you one m return when I say that if I were assured of the former eventuality I 
would, in the interests of the public, cheerfully accept the latter ' 

“ ‘I can promise ycu the one, but not the other,' he snarled, and so turned his 
rounded back upon me and went peering and blinking out of the room. 

“That was my singular interview with Professor Monarty I confess that it left 
an unpleasant effect upon my mind. His soft, precise fashion of speech leaves a 
conviction of sincenty which a mere bully could not produce. Of course, you will 
say: ‘Why not take police precautions against him?' The reason is that I am well 
convinced that it is from his agents the blow would fall I have the best of proofs 
that it would be so." 

“You have already been assaulted?" 

“My dear Watson, Professor Monarty is not a man who lets the grass grow un- 
der his feet I went out about midday to transact some business m Oxford Street. 
As I passed the comer which leads from Bentmck Street on to the Weibcek Street 
crossing a two-horse van funously driven whizzed round and was on me like a 
flash. I sprang for the foot-path and saved myself by the fraction of a second. The 
van dashed round by Marylebone Lane and was gone in an instant I kept to the 
pavement after that, Watson, but 1 walked down Vere Street a brick came down 
from the roof of one of the houses and was shattered to fragments at my feet. I 
called the police and had the place examined. There were slates and bricks piled 
up on the roof preparatory to some repairs, ^nd they would have me believe that 
the wind had toppled over one of these Of course I knew better, but I could 
prove nothing. I took a cab after that and reached my brother's rooms in Pall Mall, 
where I spent the day. Now I have come round to you, and on my way I was at- 
tacked by a rough with a bludgeon I knocked him down, and the police have 
him in custody; but I can tell you with the most absolute confidence that no pos- 
sible connection will ever be traced between the gentleman upon whose front teeth 
I have barked my knuckles and the rctinng mathematical coach, who is, I daresay, 
working out problems upon a black-board ten miles away You will not wonder, 
Watson, that my first act on entering your rooms was to close your shutters, and 
that I have been compelled to ask your permission to leave the house by some 
less conspicuous exit than the front door " 

I had often admired my friend’s courage, but never more than now, as he sat 
quietly checking off a senes of incidents which must have combined to make up 
a day of horror 

“You will spend the night here?" 1 said. 

“No, my fnend, you might find me a dangerous guest. I have my plans laid, 
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and aD will be well. Mattm have gone so far now that they can move without my 
help as far as the arrest goes, though my presence is necessary for a conviction. 
It is obvious, therefore, that I cannot do better dian get away for the few days 
which remain before tite police are at liberty to act. It would be a great pleasure 
to me, therefore, if you could come on to the Continent with me.” 

The practice is quiet,” said I, "and I have an accommodating neighbour. I 
should be glad to come.” 

”And to start to-morrow morning?” 

'If necessary.” 

“Oh, yes, it is most necessary. Then these are your instructions, and I beg, my 
dear Watson, that you will obey them to the l^er, for you are now playing a 
double-handed game with me against the cleverest rogue and the most powerful 
syndicate of criminals in Europe. Now listenl You will dispatch whatever luggage 
you intend to take by a trusty messenger unaddressed to Victoria to-night. In the 
morning you will send for a hansom, desiring your man to take neither the fast 
nor the second which may present itself. Into this hansom you will jump, and 
you will drive to the Strand end of the Lowther Arcade, handing the address to 
the cabman upon a slip of paper, with a request that he will not throw it away. 
Have your fare ready, and ^e instant that your cab stops, dash through the Ar- 
cade, timing yourself to reach the other side at a quarter-past nine. You will find 
a snull brougham waiting close to the curb, driven by a fellow with a heavy black 
cloak tipped at the collar with red. Into this you will step, and you will reach 
Victoria in time for the Continental express." 

“Where shall I meet you?” 

“At the station. The second first-class carriage from the front will be reserved 
for us.” 

“The carriage is our rendezvous, then?” 

“Yes.” 

It was in vain that I asked Holmes to remain for the evening. It was evident 
to me that he thought he might bring trouble to the roof he was under, and that 
that was the motive which impelled him to go. With a few hurried words as to 
our plans for the monow he rose and came out with me into the garden, clamber- 
ing over the wall which leads into Mortimer Street, and immediately whistling 
for a hansom, in which I heard him drive away. 

In the morning I obeyed Holmes’s injunctions to the letter. A hansom was pro- 
cured with such precautions as would prevent its being one which was placed ready 
for us, and I drove immediately after breakfast to the Lowther Arcade, through 
which I hurried at the top of my speed. A brougham was waiting with a very mas- 
sive driver wrapped in a dark cloak, who, the instant that I had stepped in, whipped 
up the horse and rattled off to Victoria Station. On my alighting there he turned 
the carriage, and dashed away again without so much as a look in my direction. 

So far all had gone admirably. My luggage was waiting for me, and I had no 
difficulty in finding the carriage which Holmes had indicated, the less so as it was 
the only one in the train which was marked “Engaged.” My only source of anxiety 
now was the non-appearance of Holmes. The station clock marked only seven min- 
utes from the time when we were due to start. In vain I searched among the groups 
of travellers and leave-takers for the lithe figure of my friend. There was no sign 
of him. I spent a few minutes in assisting a venerable Italian priest, who was en- 
deavouring to make a porter understand, in his broken English, that his luggage 
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was to be booked through to Paris. Then, having taken another look round, I re- 
turned to my carriage, where I found that the porter, in spite of the ticket, had 
given me my decrepit Italian friend as a travelling companion. It was useless for 
me to explain to him that his presence was an intrusion, for my Italian was even 
more limited than his English, so I shrugged my shoulders resignedly, and con- 
tinued to look out anxiously for my friend. A chill of fear had come over me, as 
I thought that his absence might mean that some blow had fallen during the 
night. Already the doors had all been shut and the whistle blown, when — 

‘'My dear Watson,” said a voice, "you have not even condescended to say good- 
morning.” 

I turned in uncontrollable astonishment. The aged ecclesiastic had turned his 
face towards me. For an instant the wrinkles were smoothed away, the nose drew 
away from the chin, the lower lip ceased to protrude and the mouth to mumble, 
the dull eyes regained their 6re, the drooping figure expanded. The next the whole 
frame collapsed again, and Holmes had gone as quickly as he had come. 

“Good heavens!” I cried, "how you startled me!” 

"Every precaution is still necessary,” he whispered. "I have reason to think that 
they are hot upon our trail. Ah, there is Moriarty himself.” 

The train had already begun to move as Holmes spoke. Glancing back, I saw a 
tall man pushing his way furiously through the crowd, and waving his hand as if 
he desired to have the train stopped. It was too late, however, for we were rapidly 
gathenng momentum, and an instant later had shot clear of the station. 

"With all our precautions, you see that we have cut it rather fine,” said Holmes, 
laughing. He rose, and throwing off the black cassock and hat which Had formed 
his disguise, he packed them away in a hand bag. 

"Have you seen the morning paper, Watson?” 

"No.” 

"You haven't seen about Baker Street, then?” 

"Baker Street?” 

“They set fire to our rooms last night. No great harm was done." 

“Good heavens, Holmes, this is intolerable!” 

"They must have lost my track completely after their bludgeonman was ar- 
rested. Otherwise they could not have imagii.ed that I had returned to my rooms. 
They have evidently taken the precaution of watching you, however, and that is 
what has brought Moriarty to Victoria. You could not have made any slip in 
coming?” 

"I did exactly what you advised.” 

"Did you find your brougham?” 

"Yes, it was waiting.” 

“Did you recognize your coachman?” 

“No.” 

"It was my brother Mycroft. It is an advantage to get about in such a case with- 
out taking a mercenary into your confidence. But we must plan what we are to do 
about Moriarty now.” 

“As this is an express, and as the boat runs in connection with it, I should think 
we have shaken him off very effectively.” 

"My dear Watson, you evidently did not realize my meaning when I said that 
this mao may be taken as being quite on the same intellectual plane as myself. 



You do not imagine that if I were the pursuer I should allow myself to be baffled 
by so slight an obstacle. Why» then, should you think so meanly of him?” 

“What will he do?" 

“What I should do." 

“What would you do, then?” 

“Engage a special.” 

“But it must be late.” 

"By no means. This tram stops at Canterbury; and there is always at least a 
quarter of an hour's delay at the boat. He will catch us there ” 

“One would think that we were the cnminals. Let us have him arrested on 
his amval.” 

“It would be to ruin the work of three months. We should get the big 6sh, but 
the smaller would dart nght and left out of the net. On Monday we should have 
them all. No, an arrest is inadmissible.” 

“What then?” 

“We shall get out at Canterbury.” 

“And then?” 

“Well, then we must make a cross-country jouiney to Newhaven, and so over to 
Dieppe. Moriarty will again do what I should do He will get on to Pans, mark 
down our luggage, and wait for two days at the depot. In the meantime we shall 
treat ourselves to a couple of carpet-bags, encourage the manufactures of the coun- 
tries through which we travel, and make our way at our leisure into Switzerland, 
yta Luxembourg and Basle.” 

At Canterbury, therefore, we alighted, only to find that we should have to wait 
an hour before we could get a tram to Newhaven. 

1 was still looking rather ruefully after the rapidly disappeanng luggage-van 
which contained my wardrobe, when Holmes pulled my sleeve and pointed up 
the line 

“Already, you see,” said he 

Far away, from among the Kentish woods there rose a thin spray of smoke \ 
minute later a carnage and engine could be seen fl>ing along the open curve winch 
leads to the station We had hardly time to take our place behind a pile of luggage 
when it passed with a rattle and a roar, beating a blast of hot air into our faces. 

‘There he goes,” said Holmes, as we watched the carnage swing and rock over 
the points. “There are limits, you see, to our friend's intelligence It would have 
been a coup-de-medtre had he deduced what I would deduce and acted accordingly.” 

“And what would he have done had he overtaken us?” 

“There cannot be the least doubt that he would have made a murderous at- 
tack upon me. It is, how'ever, a game at which two may play The question now 
IS whether we should take a premature lunch here, or run our chance of starving 
before we reach the buffet at Newhaven ” 

We made our way to Brussels that night and spent two days there, moving on 
upon the third day as far as Strasbourg. On the Monday morning Holmes had 
telegraphed to the London police, and in the evening we found a reply waiting for 
us at our hotel. Holmes tore it open, and then with a bitter curse hurled it into 
the grate. 

“I might have known it!” he groaned. “He has escaped!” 

"Monarty?” 

“They have secured the whole gang with the exception of him He has given 
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them the slip. Of course, when I had left the country there was no one to cope 
with him. But I did think that I had put the game in their hands. I think that 
you had better return to England, Watson.® 

"Why?" 

"Because you will find me a dangerous companion now. This man^s occupation 
IS gone. He is lost if he return*' to London. If I read his character right he will 
devote his whole energies to revenging himself upon me. He said as much in our 
short interview, and I fancy that he meant it. I should certainly recommend you 
to return to your practice." 

It was hardly an appeal to be successful with one who was an old campaigner 
as well as an old fnend. We sat in the Strasbourg stdle-A-manger arguing the ques> 
tion for half an hour, but the same night we had resumed our journey and were 
well on our way to Geneva 

For a charming week we wandered up the valley of the Rhone, and then, branch- 
ing oft at Leuk, we made our way over the Gemmi Pass, still deep in snow, and 
so, by way of Interlaken, to Meiringen. It was a lovely trip, the dainty green of 
the spring below, the virgin white of the winter above; but it was clear to me that 
never for one instant did Holmes forget the shadow which lay across him. In the 
homely Alpine villages or in the lonely mountain passes, I could sbll tell by his 
quick glancing eyes and his sharp sembny of every face that pas.sed us, tiiat he 
was well convinced that, walk where we would, we could not walk ourselves clear 
0 *' the danger which was dogging our footsteps. 

(3nc'e, I remember, as we passed over the Gemmi, and walked along the border 
3^ the melancholy Daubensee, a large rock which had been dislodged from the 
ndge upon our right clattered down and roared into the lake behind us. In an 
instant Holmes had raced up on to the ndge, and, standing upon a lofty pinnacle, 
craned his neck in every direcbon. It was in vain that our guide assured him that 
a fall uf stones was a common chance in the springtime at that spot He said 
nothing, but he smiled at me with the air of a man who sees the fulfilment of 
that whi< h he had expected. 

And vet for all hi.s watchfulness he was never depressed. On the contrary, I 
can never recollect having seen him in such exuberant spirits. Again and again 
he rec lined to the fact that if he could l>e assured that society was freed from 
Professor Moriarty he would cheerfully bnng his own career to a conclusion. 

"I think that 1 may go so far as to say, Watson, that I have not lived wholly 
in vam," he remarked. "If my record were closed to-night I could still survey it 
with equanimity, lire air of London is the sweeter for my presence. In over a tliou- 
sand cases I am not aware that 1 have ever used my powers upon the wrong side. 
Of late 1 have been tempted to look into the problems furnished by nature rather 
than those more superficial ones for which our artificial state of society is respon- 
sible. Your memoirs will draw to an end, Wation, upon the day that I crown my 
career by the capture or extinction of the most dangerous and capable cnmtnal 
in Europe." 

I shall be brief, and yet exact, in the little which remains for me to tdl. It is 
not a subject on which I would willingly dwell, and yet I am conscious that a duty 
devolves upon me to omit no detail. 

It was on the third of May that we reached the little village of Meiringen, where 
we put up at tihe Engiischer Hof, then kept by Peter SteOer the elder. Our land- 
lord was an intelligent man and spoke excdlent English, having served for three 
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yean as waiter at the Crosvenor Hotel in London. At his advice, on the afternoon 
of die fourth we set off together, with the intention of crossing the hills and spend- 
ing the night at the hamlet of Rosenlaui. We had strict injunctions, however, on 
no account to pass the falls of Reichenbach, which are about halfway up the hills, 
without making a small detour to see them. 

It is, indeed, a fearful place. The tonent, swollen by the melting snow, plunges 
into a tremendous abyss, from which the spray rolls up like the smoke from a 
burning house. The shaft into which the river hurls itself is an immense chasm, 
lined by glistening coal-black rock, and narrowing into a creaming, boiling pit of 
incalculable depth, which brims over and shoots the stream onward over its jagged 
lip. The long sweep of green water roaring forever down, and the thick flickering 
curtain of spray hissing forever upward, turn a man giddy with their constant whirl 
and clamour. We stood near the edge peering down at the gleam of the breaking 
water far below us against the black rocks, and listening to the half-human shout 
which came booming up with the spray out of the abyss. 

The path has been cut halfway round the fall to afford a complete view, but it 
ends abruptly, and the traveller has to return as he came. We had turned to do 
so, when we saw a Swiss lad come running along it with a letter in his hand. It bore 
the mark of the hotel which we had just left and was addressed to me by the 
landlord. It appeared that within a very few minutes of our leaving, an English 
lady had arrived who was in the last stage of consumption. She had wintered at 
Davos Platz and was journeying now to join her friends at Lucerne, when a sudden 
hemonhage had overtaken her. It was thought that she could hardly live a few 
hours, but it would be a great consolation to her to see an English doctor, and, 
if I would only return, etc. The good Steiler assured me in a postscript that he 
would himself look upon my compliance as a very great favour, since the lady 
al»olutely refused to see a Swiss physician, and he could not but feel that he was 
incurring a great responsibility. 

The appeal was one which could not be ignored. It was impossible to refuse 
the request of a fellow-countrywoman dying in a strange land. Yet I had my scruples 
about leaving Holmes. It was finally agreed, however, that he should retain the 
young Swiss messenger with him as guide and companion while I returned to 
Mciringen. My friend would stay some little time at the fall, he said, and would 
then walk slowly over the hill to Rosenlaui, where I was to rejoin him in the eve- 
ning. As 1 turned away I saw Holmes, with his back against a rock and his arms 
folded, gazing down at the rush of the waters. It was the last that I was ever des- 
tined to see of him in this world. 

When I was near the bottom of the descent I looked back. It was impossible, 
from that position, to sec the fall, but I could see the curving path which winds 
over the shoulder of the hills and leads to it. Along this a man was, I remember, 
walking very rapidly. 

I could see his black figure clearly outlined against the green behind him. I 
noted him, and the energy with which he walked, but he passed from my mind 
again as I hurried on upon my errand. 

It may have been a little over an hour before I reached Mciringen. Old Steiler 
was standing at the porch of his hotel. 

‘‘Well,** said I, as I came hurrying up, **1 trust that she is no worse?” 

A look of surprise passed over his face, and at the first quiver of his eyebrows 
my heart turned to lead in my breast. 
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“You did not write this?” I said, pulling the letter from my pocket There is 
no sick Englishwoman in the hotel?” 

“Certainly not! he cned. “But it has the hotel mark upon it! Ha, it must have 
been written by that tall Englishman who came in after you had gone. He said ” 

But I waited for none of the landlord's explanation. In a tingle of fear I was 
already running down the village street, and making for the path which I had so 
lately descended. It had taken me an hour to come down. For all my efforts two 
more had passed before I found myself at the fall of Reichenbach once more. 
There was Holmes's Alpine-stock still leaning against the rock by which 1 had left 
him. But there was no sign of him, and it was in vain that I shouted. My only 
answer was my own voice reverberating in a rolling echo from the cliffs around me. 

It was the sight of that Alpine^stock which turned me cold and sick. He had 
not gone to Rosenlaui, then. He had remained on that three-foot path, with sheer 
wall on one side and sheer drop on the othex, until his enemy had overtaken him. 
The young Swiss had gone too. He had probably been in the pay of Moriarty and 
had left the two men together. And then what had happened? \^o was to tell us 
what had happened then? 

I stood for a minute or two to collect myself, for I was dazed with the horror 
of the thing. Then I began to think of Holmes's own methods and to try to practise 
them in reading this tragedy. It was, alas, only too easy to do. louring our conver- 
sation we had not gone to the end of the path, and the Alpine-stock marked the 
place where we had stood. The blackish soil is kept forever soft by the incessant 
drift of spray, and a bird would leave its tread upon it. Two lines of footmarks 
were clearly marked along the farther end of the path, both leading away from 
me. There were none returning. A few yards from the end the soil was all ploughed 
up into a patch of mud, and the brambles and ferns which fringed the chasm 
were tom and bedraggled. I lay upon my face and peered over with the spray 
spouting up all around me. It had darkened since I left, and now I could only see 
here and there the glistening of moisture upon the black walls, and far away down 
at the end of the shaft the gleam of the broken water. I shouted; but only that 
same half-human cry of the fall was borne back to my ears. 

But it was destined that I should, after all, have a last word of greeting from 
my friend and comrade. I have said that his Alpine-stock had been left leaning 
against a rock which jutted on to the path. From ^e top of this bowlder the gleam 
of something bright caught my eye, and raising my hand I found that it came 
from the silver cigarette-case which he used to carry. As I took it up a small square 
of paper upon which it had lain fluttered down on to the ground. Unfolding it, I 
found that it consisted of three pages tom from his notebook and addressed to 
me. It was characteristic of the man that the direction was as precise, and the 
writing as firm and clear, as though it had been written in his study. 

My dear Watson [it said]: 

I write these few lines through the courtesy of Mr. Moriarty, who awaits 
my convenience for the final discussion of those questions which lie between 
us. He has been giving me a sketch of the methods by which he avoided the 
English police and kept himself informed of our movements. TTicy certainly 
confirm the very high opinion which 1 had formed of his abilities. I am 
pleased to think that I shall be able to free society from any further effects 
of his presence, though I fear that it is at a cost which will give pain to my 
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friends, and especially, my dear Watson, to you I have already explained 
to you, however, that my career had in any case reached its cnsis, and that 
no possible conclusion to it could be more congenial to me than this Indeed, 
if I may make a full confession to you, I was quite convinced that the letter 
from Meiringen was a hoax, and I allowed you to depart on that errand 
under the penuasion that some development of this sort would follow Tell 
Inspector Patterson that the papers which he needs to convict the gang are 
in pigeonhole M , done up in a blue envelope and inscribed “Monarty ” I 
made every disposition of my property before leaving England and handed 
it to my brother Mycroft Pray give my greetings to Mrs Watson, and be- 
lieve me to be, my dear fellow. 

Very sincerely yours, 
Sherlock Hot^mes 

A few words may suEct to tell the little that remains An examination by ex 
pcrts leaves little doubt that a personal contest between the two men ended, as 
it could hardly fail to end in such a situati n, in their reeling over, locked m each 
othcr*s arms Any attempt at recovering the bodies was absolutely hopeless, and 
there, deep down in that dreadful cauldron of swirling water and seething foam, 
will he for all time the most dangerous cnmmal and the foremost champion of 
the law of their generation The Swiss youth was never found again, and there can 
be no doubt that he was one of the numerous agents whom Morraity kept in his 
employ As to the gang, it will be within the memory of the public how completeH 
the evidence which Holmes had accumulated exposed their organization, and how 
heavily tlie hand of the dead man weighed upon them Of their temble chief tew 
details came out during the proceedings, and if I have now been compelled to 
make a clear statement of his career, it is due to those m|udicious champions who 
have endeavoured to clear his memory by attacks upon him whom I shall ever 
regard as the best and the wisest man whom I have ever known 



THE RETURN OF SHERLOCK HOLMES 




THE ADVENTURE OF THE EMPTY HOUSE 


It was in the spring of the year 1894 that all London was interested, and the fash> 
ionable world dismayed, by the murder of the Honourable Ronald Adair under 
most unusual and inexplicable circumstances. The public has already learned those 
particulars of the crime which came out in the police investigation, ^t a good deal 
was suppressed upon that occasion, since the case for the prosecutirm was to over' 
whelmingly strong dtat it was not necessary to bring forward all the facts. Only 
now, at the end of nearly ten years, am I allowed to supply those missing lints which 
make up the whole of that remarkable chain. The crime was of interest in itsdf, but 
that interest was as nothing to me compared to the inconceivable sequd, which 
afforded me the greatest shock and surprise of any event in my adventurous life. 
Even now, after this long interval, I find myself thrilling as 1 think of it, and feding 
once more that sudden flood of joy, amazement, and incredulity which utterly sub- 
merged my mind. Let me say to that public, which has shown some interest in 
those glimpses which I have occasionally given tliem of the thoughts and actions of 
a very remarkable man, that they are not to blame me if I have not shared my knowL 
edge with them, for I should have considered it my first duty to do so, had I not 
been baned by a positive prohibition from bis own lips, which was only withdrawn 
upon the third of last month. 

It can be imagined that my dose intimacy with Sherlock Holmes had interested 
me deeply in crime, and that after his disappearance I never failed to read wnth cate 
the various problems which came before the public. And 1 even attempted, mote 
than once, for my own private satisfaction, to employ his methods in their solution, 
though with indifferent success. There was none, however, which appealed to me 
like this tragedy of Ronald Adair. A*: I read the evidence at the inquest, which led 
up to a verdict of wilful murder against some person or persons unknown, I realized 
more clearly than 1 had ever done the loss which the community had sustained by 
the death of Sherlock Holmes. There were points about this strange business which 
would, I was sure, have specially appealed tc him, and the efforts of the police 
would have been supplemented, or more probably anticipated, by the trained ob* 
servation and the alert mind of the first criminal agent in Europe. All day, as I drove 
upon my round, I turned over the case in my mind and found no explanation which 
appeared to me to be adequate. At the risk of telling a twice-told tale, I will recapit- 
ulate the facts as they were known to the public at the conclusion of the inquest. 

The Honourable Ronald Adair was the second son of the Earl of Maynooth, at 
that time governor of one of the Australian colonies. Adair’s mother had returned 
from Australia to undergo the operation for cataract, and she, ha son Ronald, and 
ha daughta Hilda wae living togetha at 427 Park Lane. The youth moved in the 
bat society-had, so far as was known, no enemia and no particular vka. He had 
been engaged to Miss Edith Woodley, of Carstairs, but the engagement had been 
broken off by mutual consent some months before, and thae was no sign that it 
had left any very profound feeling behind it. For the rat of the man’s life moved 
in a narrow and conventional cirde, for his habits were quiet and his nature un- 
emotional. Yet it was upon this easy-going young aristocrat Aat deaffi earner in 
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most stnnge and unexpected form, between the hours of ten and eleven-twenty on 
die night ci March 30, 1894. 

Ronald Adair was fond of cards— playing continually, but never for such stakes 
as would hurt him. He was a member of the Baldwin, the Cavendish, and the Baga- 
telle caad clubs. It was shown that, after dinner on the day of his death, he had 
played a rubber of whist at th^Jatter club. He had also played there in the after- 
noon. The evidence of those who had played with him— Mr. Murray, Sir John 
Hardy, and Colond Moran— showed that the game was whist, and that diere was a 
foirly equal fall of the cards. Adair might have lost five pounds, but not more. His 
fortune was a considerable one, and such a loss could not in any way affect him. 
He had played neatly every day at one dub or other, but he was a cautious player, 
and usually rose a winner. It came out in evidence that, in partnership with Colonel 
Moran, be had actually won as much as four hundred and twenty pounds in a sit- 
ting, some wedb before, ftom Godfrey Mflner and Lord Balmoral. So much for his 
recent history as it came out at tiie inquest. 

On the evening of the crime, he returned from the club exactly at ten. His mother 
and sister were out spending the evening with a relation. The servant deposed that 
she heard him enter the front room on the second floor, generally used as his sitting- 
room. She had lit a fire there, and as it smoked she had opened the window. No 
sound was heard from the room until eleven-twenty, the hour of the return of Lady 
Maynooth and her daughta. Desiring to say good-night, she attempted to enter her 
son's room. The door was locked on the inside, and no answer could be got to their 
cries and knocking. Help was obtained, and the door forced. The unfortunate young 
man was found lying near the table. His head had been hom 1 >ly mutilated by an 
esqnnding revolver bullet, but no weapon of any sort was to be found in the room. 
On the table lay two banknotes for ten pounds each and seventeen pounds ten in 
silver and gold, die money arranged in little piles of varying amount. There were 
some figures also upon a sheet of paper, with the names of some club friends op- 
posite to them, from which it was conjectured that before his death he was endeav- 
ouring to make out his losses or winnings at cards. 

A minute examination of the circumstances served only to make the case more 
complex. In the fint place, no reason could be given why the young man should 
have fastened the door upon the inside. There was the possibility that the murderer 
had done this, and had afterwards escaped by the window. The drop was at least 
twenty feet, however, and a bed of crocuses in full bloom lay beneath. Neither the 
flowers nor the earth showed any sign of having been disturbed, nm were there any 
marks upon the nanow strip of grass which separated the house from the road. Ap- 
parently, therefore, it was the young man himself who had fastened the door. But 
how did he come 1 ^ his death? No one could have climbed up to the window with- 
out leaving traces. Suppose a man had fired through the window, he would indeed 
be a remadable shot who could with a revolver inflict so deadly a wound. Again, 
Park Lane is a frequented thoroughfare; there is a cab stand within a hundred yards 
of the house. No one had heard a shot. And yet there was the dead man, and there 
the revolver buOet, which had mushroomed out, as soft-nosed bullets will, and so in- 
flicted a wound which most have caused instantaneous deafifi. Such were the circum- 
stances of the Park Lane Mystery, which were further complicated by entire absence 
of motive, since, as I have said, young Adair was not known to have any enemy, and 
no attempt had been made to remove tire money or valuables in the room. 

Aflgday I turned these facts over in my mind, endeavouring to bit upon some 
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theory which could reconcile them aU, and to find that of least » — yiddch 
my poor friend had declared to be the stattmg'pmnt of every investigatioo. 1 coof e ii 
that 1 made litde progress. In the eveni^ I strolled across the Ptui^ and fband my^ 
sdf about six o'clock at the Oxford Street end of Park Lane. A gtoiq> of loafieni upon 
the pavements, all staring up at a particular window, directed me to the house whidi 
I had come to see. A tall, tiiin man with coloured gliuses, wIuot I strongly snspectod 
of being a plain-clothes detective, was pointing out some theory of his own, vHiile 
the others crowded round to listen to what he said. I got as near him as I ooi^ but 
his observations seemed to me to be absurd, so I withdrew again in some di^ptat. 
As I did so I struck against an elderly, deformed man, who had been bdiind me^ and 
I knocked down several books which he was carrying. I remember that as I picked 
them up, I observed the title of one of them. The Origin of Tree Wonhip, and it 
struck me that the fellow must be scrnie p<x» bibliophfle, who, either as a trade or 
as a hobby, was a collector of obscure volumes. I endeavoured to apcdogiee fat the 
accident, but it was evident that these books which I had so unfoctonatdy mal- 
treated were very precious objects in the eyes of their owner. With a snail of con- 
tempt he turned upon his heel, and I saw his curved back and white side-whiskeis 
disappear among the throng. 

My observations of No. 427 Park Lane did little to dear up die proUem in which 
I was interested. The house was separated from the street by a^low wall and tailing, 
the whole not more than five feet high. It was perfecdy easy, therefore^ for anyone 
to get into the garden, but the window was entirely inaccessible, sinoe foere was no 
waterpipe or anything which could help the most active man to climb it More pnx- 
zled than ever, I retraced my steps to Kensington. I had not been in my study five 
minutes when the maid entered to say that a person desired to see me. To my as- 
tonishment it was none other than my strange old book collector, his sharp, wizened 
face peering out from a frame of white hair, and his predous volumes, a dozen of 
them at least, wedged under his right arm. 

"You’re surpris^ to see me, sir," said he, in a strange, croaking voice, 

I acknowledged that I was. 

"Well, I’ve a conscience, sir, and when I chanced to see you go into this house, as 
I came hobbling after you, I thought to myself. I’ll just step in and see that kind 
gentleman, and tell him that if 1 was a bit gruff in my manna there was not any 
harm meant, and that I am much obliged to him for picking up my books." 

"You make too much of a trifle," said I. "May I ask how you knew who I waS?" 

"Well, sir, if it isn't too great a liberty, I am a neighbour of yours, for yon's find 
my little bookshop at the coma of Church Street, and very happy to see yon, I am 
sure. Maybe you collect yourself, sir. Here's British Birds, and CutuBus, and The 
Holy War— a bargain, every one of them. With five voluma you could just fill that 
gap on that second shelf. It looks untidy, does it not, sir?" 

I moved my head to look at the cabinet behind me. When I turned again, Sha* 
lock Holmes was standing smiling at me across my study table. I rose to my feet, 
stared at him for some seconds in utta amazement, and thoi it appears Aat I 
must have fainted for the first and the last time in my life. Certaiidy a gny mist 
swirled before my eyes, and when it cleared I found my collar-ends undone and die 
tingling afta-taste of brandy upon my lips. Holms was bending ova my ^lair, his 
flask in his hand. 

"My dear Watson,” said the well-remembeied voice, "I owe you a thousand 
apologies. I had no idea that you would beso affected.” 
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I gripped him by the mms. 

"Holmesl" I cried. **1$ it really you? Can it indeed be that you are alive? Is it pos- 
sible that you succeeded in dimbing out of that awful abyss?” 

”Wait a moment,” said he. "Are you sure that you are really fit to discuss things? 
1 have given you a serious shock by my unnecessarily dramatic reappearance.” 

”I am all right, but indeed. Holmes, I can hardly bdieve my eyes. Good heavens! 
to think that you— you of all men— should be standing in my study.” Again I gripped 
him by the deeve, and fdt the thin, sinewy arm beneath it. "Well, you’re not a 
spirit, anyhow,” said I. "My dear chap. I’m overjoyed to see you. Sit down, and tell 
me how you came alive out of that dreadful chasm.” 

He sat opposite to me, and lit a cigarette in his old, nonchalant manner. He was 
dressed in Ae seedy frodxoat of die book merchant, but the rest of that individual 
lay in a pile of white hair and old books upon the table. Holmes looked even thinner 
and keener than of old, but there was a dead-white tinge in his aquiline face which 
told me that his life recently had not been a healthy one. 

"I am glad to stretch myself, Watson,” said he. "It is no joke when a tall man has 
to take a foot off his stature for several hours on end. Now, my dear fellow, in the 
matter of these explanations, we have, if 1 may ask for your cooperation, a hard and 
dangerous night’s work in front of us. Perhaps it would be better if I gave you an 
account of the whole situation when that work is finished.” 

"I am full of curiosity. I should much prefer to hear now.” 

"You’ll come with me to-night?” 

"When you like and where you like.” 

*This is, indeed, like the old days. We shall have time for a mouthful of dinner 
before we need go. Well, then, about that chasm. I had no senous difficulty in get- 
ting out of it, for the very simple reason that I never was in it.” 

"You never were in it?” 

"No, Watson, I never was in it. My note to you was absolutely genuine. I had 
little doubt that I had come to the end of my career when I perceived the some- 
what sinister figure of the late Professor Monaity standing upon the narrow path- 
way which led to safety. I read an inexorable purpose in his gray eyes. I exchanged 
some remarks with him, therefore, and obtained his courteous permission to write 
the short note which you afterwards received. I left it with my cigarette-box and my 
stick, and I walked along the pathway, Moriarty still at my heels. When 1 reached 
the end I stood at bay. He drew no weapon, but he rushed at me and threw his long 
arms around me. He knew that his own game was up, and was only anxious to re- 
venge himself upon me. We tottered together upon the brink of the fall. I have 
some knowledge, however, of baritsu, or the Japanese system of wrestling, which has 
more than once been very useful to me. I slipped through his grip, and he with a 
horrible scream kicked madly for a few seconds, and clawed the air with both his 
hands. But for all his efforts he could not get his balance, and over he went. With 
my face over the brink, I saw him fall for a long way. Then he struck a rock, bounded 
off, and splashed into the water.” 

I listened with amazement to this explanation, whidi Holmes ddiiveied between 
the puffs of his cigarette. 

"But the trades!” I cried. "I saw, with my own eyes, that two went down die path 
and none returned.” 

"It came about in this way. The instant that the Profesor bad disappeared, it 
struck me what a really extraordinarily lucky chance Fate had placed in my way. 1 
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knew that Moriarty was not the only man who had sworn my death. There were at 
least three othen whose desire for vengeance upon me would only be increased by 
the death of their leader. They were all most dangerous men. One or other would 
certainly get me. On the other hand, if all the wwld was convinced that I was dead 
they would take liberties, these men, they would soon lay themsdves open, and 
sooner or later I could destroy them. Then it would be time for me to announce 
that I was still in the land of the living. So rapidly does the brain act that I believe 
I had thought this all out before Professor Moriarty had reached the bottom of the 
Reichenbach Fall. 

“I stood up and examined the rocky wall behind me. In your picturesque account 
of the matter, which I read with great interest some months later, you assert that 
the wall was sheer. That was not literally true. A few small footholds presented 
themselves, and diere was some indication of a ledge. The cliff is so hi^ that to 
climb it all was an obvious impossibility, and it was equally impossible to make my 
way along the wet path without leaving some tracks. I might, it is true, have reversed 
my boots, as 1 have done on similar occasions, but the sight of three sets of tracks in 
one direction would certainly have suggested a deception. On the whole, then, it 
was best that I should risk the climb. It was not a pleasant business, Watson. The 
fall roared beneath me. I am not a fanciful person, but I give you my word that I 
seemed to hear Moriarty's voice screaming at me out of the abysl. A mistake would 
have been fatal. More than once, as tufts of grass came out in my hand or my foot 
slipped in the wet notches of the rock, 1 thought that I was gone. But I struggled 
upward, and at last I reached a ledge several feet deep and covered with soft green 
moss, where I could lie unseen, in the most perfect comfort. There I was stretched, 
when you, my dear Watson, and all your following were investigating in the most 
sympathetic and inefficient manner tW circumstances of my death. 

‘'At last, when you had all formed your inevitable and totally erroneous conclu- 
sums, you departed for the hotel, and I was left alone. I had imagined that I had 
reached the end of my adventures, but a very unexpected occunence showed me 
that there were surprises still in «^ore for me. A huge rock, fallir^ from above, 
boomed past me, struck the path, and bounded over into the chasm. For an instant 
I thought that it was an accident, but a moment later, looking op, I saw a man’s 
head against the darkening sky, and another stone strack the very ledge upon which 
I was stretched, within a foot of my head. Of course, the meaning of tiiis was ob- 
vious. Moriarty had not been alone. A confederate— and even that one glance had 
told me how dangerous a man that confederate was— had kept guard while the Pro- 
fessor had attadeed me. From a distance, unseen by me, he had been a witness of 
his friend’s death and of my escape. He had waited, and then making his way round 
to the top of the cliff, he had endeavoured to succeed where his comrade had failed. 

“I did not take long to think about it, Watson. Again I saw that grim face look 
over the diff, aiul I knew that it was the precursor of another stone. I scrambled 
down on to the path. I don’t think I could have done it in cold blood. It was a 
hundred times more difficult than getting up. But I had no time to think of the 
danger, for another stone sang past me as I hung by my hands from the edge of the 
ledge. Halfway down I slipped, but, by the blessing of God, I landed, tom and 
bleeding, iqmn the path. I took to my beds, did ten miles over die mountains in the 
darkness, and a wedc later I found myself in Florence, with die certainty that no 
one in the world knew what had become of iqe. 

had only one confidant— my brother Mycroft. I owe you many apologies, my 
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dev Watson, but it was all'impoitant that it should be thought I was dead, and it 
is quite certain that you would not have written so convincing an account of my 
nn^ppy end had you not yoursdf thought that it was true. Several times during the 
last &iee years I have taken up my pen to write to you, but always I feared lest your 
affectionate regard im me should tempt you to some indiscretion which would be> 
tray my secret. For that reason I turned away from you this evening when you upset 
my books, for 1 was in danger at the time^ and any show of surprise and emotion 
upon your part might have drawn attention to my identity and led to the most 
deplorable and irreparable results. As to Mycroft, I had to confide in hiip in order 
to obtain the money which 1 needed. The course of events in London did not run so 
wdl as I had hoped, for the trial of the Mmiaity gang left two of its most danger- 
ous members, my own most vindictive enemies, at liberty. I travelled for two years 
in Tibet, therefore, and amused myself by visiting Lhassa, and spending some days 
with the head lama. You may have read of the remarkable explorations of a Nor- 
wegian named Sigerson, but I am sure that it never occurred to you that you were 
receiving news of your friend. 1 then passed through Persia, looked in at Mecca, and 
paid a short but interesting visit to the Khalifa at Khartoum, the resulb of which I 
have communicated to the Foreign Office. Returning to France, I spent some 
months in a research into the coal-tar derivatives, which 1 conducted in a laboratory 
at Montpellier, in the south of France. Having concluded this to my satisfaction 
and learning that only one of my enemies was now left in London, I was about to 
return when my movements were hastened by the news of this very remarkable 
Park Lane Mystery, which not only appealed to me by its own merits, but which 
seemed to offer some most peculiar personal opportunities. I came over at once to 
London, called in my own person at Baker Street, threw Mrs. Hudson into violent 
hysterics, and found that Mycroft had preserved my rooms and my papers exactly 
as they had always been. So it was, my dear Watson, that at two o'clock to-day I 
found myself in my old armchair in my own old room, and only wishing that I could 
have seen my old friend Watson in the other chair which he has so often adorned.” 

Such was the remarkable narrative to which I listened on that April evening— a 
narrative which would have been utterly incredible to me had it not Ixen confirmed 
by the actual sight of the tall, spare ^ure and the keen, eager ffice, which 1 had 
never thought to see again. In some manner he had learned of my own sad bereave- 
ment, and his sympathy was shown in his manner rather than in his words. "Work 
is the best antidote to sorrow, my dear Watson,” said he; "and I have a piece of 
work for us both to-night which, if we can bring it to a successful conclusion, will 
in itself justify a man’s life on this planet.” In vain I begged him to tell me more. 
"You will hear and see enough before morning,” he answered. "We have three yean 
of the past to discuss. Let that suffice until half-past nine, when we start upon the 
notable adventure of the empty house.” 

It was indeed like old times when, at that hour, I found myself seated beside him 
in a hansom, my revolver in my pocket, and the thrill of adventure in my heart. 
Holmes was cold and stem and silent. As the gleam of the street-lamps flashed upon 
his austere features, I saw that his brows were drawn down in thought and his thin 
lips compressed. I knew not what wild beast we were about to hunt down in tiie 
dark jungle of criminal London, but I was well assured, from the bearing of this 
master huntsman, that the^ adventure was a most grave one-while the sardonic 
smile which occasionally broke through his ascetic gloom boded little good for the 
obje^of our quest. 
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I had imagiiied that we were bound for Baker Street but H(rixnes stopped die cab 
at the comer Cavendish Square. I observed that as he stepped out he gave a most 
seardiing glance to right and left md at every subsequent stree t comer he took the 
utmost pains to assure that he was not followed. Our route was certainly a sfaigular 
one. Holmes’s knowledge of the byways of London was ex trao rd inary, and on this 
occasion he passed rapidly and with an assured step through a network of mews and 
staUes, the very eaisteaoe of which I had never Imown. We emerged at last into a 
smaO road, lind with (dd, gloomy houses, which led ns into Manchester Street and 
so to Blandfmd Street. Here he turned swiftly down a narrow passage, passed 
diroogh a wooden gate into a deserted yard, and then opened with a key die back 
door of a house. We entered together, and he closed it b^ind us. 

The place was pitch dark, but it was evident to me foat it was an empty boose. 
Our feet creaked and crackled over the bare plulring, and my outstietohed hand 
touched a wall from sriiidi the paper was banging in ribboiu. Hrdmes's cold, thin 
fingers dosed round my wrist and M me forward down a long hall, until I dimly saw 
die murky fanlight over the door. Here Holmes turned suddenly to the ri^ht; and 
we found oorsdves in a large, square, empty room, heavily shadowed in the comen, 
but faintly lit in the centre fi^ the lights of the street beyond. There was no lamp 
near, and the window was thick with dust, so diat we could only just discern each 
odier’s figures within. My companion put his hand upon my shoulder and his lips 
dose to my ear. 

T>o you know where we are?" he whispered. 

"Study that is Baker Street," 1 answered, staring through the dim window. 

"Exaedy. We are in Camden House, which stands opposite to our own old 
quarters." 

"But why are we here?” 

"Because it commands so ezodlent a view of diat picturesque pile. Mi^t I 
trouble you, my dear Watson, to draw a litde neater to the window, taking evesy 
precaution not to show yoursdf, and then to look up at our old rooms— die starting' 
point of so many of your litde fiu^' tales? We will sec if my three years of absence 
have entirdy taken away my power to surprise you." 

I crept forward and looked across at the familiar window. As my eyes fell upon 
it, I gave a gasp and a cry of amazement. Tlte blind was down, and a stn^ light 
was burning in the room. The shadow of a man who was seated in a chair widiin 
was thrown in hard, black oudine upon the luminous screen of the window. Hiete 
was no »ni«hilcing the poise of the head, the squareness of the shoulders, the shaip> 
ness of the features. The face was turned half-round, and die efiect was that of wie 
of diose black silhouettes which our grandparents loved to frame. It was a perfect 
reproduction of Holmes. So amazed was I that I threw out my hand to make sure 
that the man himsdf was standing beside me. He was quivering with silent laughter. 

-Wdl?”saidhe. 

"Good heavensl" I cried. “It is marvellous.” 

"I trust diat age dodi not wither nor custom stale my infinite variety,” said he, 
and I recognized in his vmce the joy and pride which the artist takes in his own 
creation. “It really is ratha like me, is it not?” 

"I diould be prepared to swear that it was you.” 

"The credit of the execution is doe to Monsieur Oscar Meunier, of Grenoble, 
who spent some days in doing die moulding. It is a bust in wax. The rest I axianged 
mysdf during my visit to Baker Street diis afternoon.” 
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“Butvhy?'’ 

^Because; my dear Watson, I had the strongest possible reason for wishing certain 
peoide to Aink that I was there when I was really elsewhere.” 

*And you Uiought the rooms were watched?” 

”I knew that tiiey were watched.” 

“By whom?” 

”By my old enemies, Watson. By the charming society whose leader lies in the 
Reichenbach Fall. You must remember that they knew, and only they knew, that 
I was still alive. Sooner or later they believed that I should come back to my rooms. 
Hiey watched them continuously, and this morning they saw me arrive.” 

*How do you know?” 

"Because I recognized their sentinel when I glanced out of my window. He is a 
harmless enough fellow, Parker by name, a garroter by trade, and a remarkable per- 
former upon the jew’s-haip. I car^ nothing for him. But I cared a great deal for the 
much more formidable person who was behind him, the bosom friend of Moriarty, 
the man who dropped the rocks over the cliS, the most cunning and dangerous 
criminal in London. That is the man who is after me to-night, Watson, and that 
is the man who is quite unaware that we are after him." 

My friend's plans were gradually revealing themselves. From this convenient re- 
treat, the watchers were being watched and the trackers tracked. That angular 
shadow up yonder was the bait, and we were the hunters. In silence we stood to- 
gether in the darkness and watched the hurrying figures who passed and repassed 
in front of us. Hdmes was silent and motionless; but 1 could tell that he was keenly 
alert, and that his eyes were fixed intently upon the stream of passers-by. It was a 
bleak and boisterous night, and the wind whistled shrilly down the long street. 
Many people were moving to and fro, roost pf them mu£B^ in their coats and cra- 
vats. Ctace or twice it seemed to me that I had seen the same figure before, and I 
especially noticed two men who appeared to be sheltering themselves from the wind 
in the doorway of a house some distance up the street. I tried to draw my compan- 
ion's attention to them; but he gave a little ejaculabon of impatience, and continued 
to stare into the street. More than once he fidgeted with his feet and tapped rapidly 
with his fingers upon the wall. It was evident to me that he was becoming uneasy, 
and that his plans were not working out altogether as he had hoped. At last, as mid- 
night approached and the street gradually cleared, he paced up and down the room 
in uncontrollable agitation. I was about to make some remark to him, when I raised 
my eyes to the lighted window, and again experienced almost as great a surprise as 
b^ore. I dutched Holmes’s arm, and pointed upward. 

"The shadow has movedi” I cried. 

It was indeed no longer the profile, but the back, which was turned towards us. 

Three years had certainly not smoothed the asperities of his temper or his im- 
patience with a less active intelligence than his own. 

"Of course it has moved,” said he. "Am I such a farcical bungler, Watson, that I 
should erect an obvious dummy, and expect that some of the sharpest men in 
Europe would be deceived by it? We have been in this room two hours, and Mrs. 
’ Hudson has made some change in that figure eight times, or once in every quarter 
; of an hour. She works it from the front, so that her shadow may never be seen. Ahl” 
He drew in his breath with a shrill, excited intake. In the dim light I saw his head 
thrown forward, his whole attitude rigid with attention. Outside the street was 
absolutely deserted. Those two men might still be crouching in the domway, but i 
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could no l(»iger see them. All was still and dark, save onljr that tmlliant yellow 
screen in front of us with the black figure outiined upon its centre. Again in the 
utter silence I heard that thin, silulant note which spoke of intense suppressed ex* 
citement. An instant hltn he pulled me back into the blackest comer of the room, 
and I felt his warning hand upon my lips. The fingers which clutched me were 
quivering. Never had I known my friend more moved, and yet the dark street stQI 
stretched lonely and motionless More us. 

But suddenly I was aware of that which his keener senses had already distin* 
guished. A low, stealthy sound came to my ean, not from the direction Baker 
Street, but from the back of the very house in which we lay concealed. A door 
opened and shut. An instant later steps crept down the passage— steps which were 
meant to be sOent, but which reverberated harshly through the empty house. 
Holmes crouched back against the wall, and I did the same, my hand closing upon 
the handle of my revolver. Peering through the glcwm, I saw the vague outline of a 
man, a shade blacker than the blackness of the open door. He stood for an instant, 
and then he crept forward, crouching, menacing, into the nwm. He was within 
three yards of us, this sinister figure, and I had braced myself to meet his spring, 
before 1 realized that he had no idea of our presence. He passed close beside us, 
stole over to the window, and very sofdy and noiselessly rais^ it for half a foot. As 
he sank to the levd of this opening, the light of the street, no longer dimmed by 
the dusty glass, fell full upon his face. The man seemed to be beside himsdf with 
excitement. His two eyes shone like stars, and his features were working convul- 
sively. He was an elderly man, with a thin, projecting nose, a high, bald forehead, 
and a huge grizzled moustache. An opera hat was pushed to the back of his head, 
and an evening dress shirt-front gleamed out through his open overcoat. His face 
was gaunt and swarthy, scored with deep, savage lines. In his hand he carried what 
appeared to be a stick, but as he laid it down upon the floor it gave a metallic 
clang. Then from the pocket of his overcoat he drew a bulky object, and he busied 
himself in some task which ended with a loud, sharp click, as if a spring or bolt 
had fallen into its place. Still kneeling upon the floor he bent forward and threw all 
his weight and strength upon some lever, with die result that there came a long, 
whirling, grinding noise, ending once more in a powerful click. He straightened 
himself then, and I saw that what he held in his hand was a sort of gun, with a 
curiously misshapen butt. He opened it at the breech, put something in, and 
snapped the breech-lock. Then, crouching down, he rested the end of the band 
upon the ledge of the open window, and I saw his long moustache droop over the 
stock and his eye gleam as it peered along the sights. I heard a litde sigh of utis- 
faction as he cuddled the butt into his shoulder, and saw that amazing target, the 
black man on the ydlow ground, standing clear at the end of his foresi^t. For an 
instant he was rigid and motionless. Then his finger tightened on the trigger. There 
was a strange, loud whiz and a long, sflvety bnlde of broken glass. At diat instant 
Holmes sprang like a tiger on to the marksman’s back, and hurled him flat upon 
his face. He was up again in a mmnent, and witii convulsive strength he seized 
Holmes by the throat, but I struck him on die head with the butt of my revolver, 
and he dropped again upon the floor. I fdl upon him, and as I hdd him my comrade 
blew a «b rni call upon a sdiisde. There was die datter of rurming feet upon the 
pavement, and two policemen in uniform, with one pIain<lodies detective; rushed 
through the front entrance and into die room. 

‘That you, Lestrade?” said Hohnes. 
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"ftt, Hobnes. I took tbe fob nqndf . It's good ta see )roa bode in haadaa, sir ” 

*I 70a want a litfle imoffidal Tbree nndelie^ maiden in one year 
won't do^ Lesbade. But 70a handled the Molest Mysteijr wid> kss Chan your tunal 
-4haf s to say, yon handed it toiler w^” 

We hod d risen to ov feel^ our prisoner breathing hard, with a stshrart ocm* 
stable on eadi side of him. Ahsady a few loiteien had began to collect in the street 
Hdmes stqtped up to die window, dosed it and dnqiped die blinds. Lestrade had 
prodooed two candes, and toepdicemen h^ onooveied dieir lanterns. I was able 
at last to have a good lode at oar prisoner. 

It was a ttemendoody virile yet sinister fece which was tamed towards us. 
With the brow of a philosoplMr above and the ja# of a sensualist bdow, the man 
most have started with great capaddes for good or for evil. But one could not look 
iqioo his crod bine eyes, with foeir drooping; cynical lids, or upon the fierce; aggres- 
sive nose and die threatening, deepened brow, without reading Nature's plainest 
danger-signals. He took no heed of any d ns, but his eyes were fixed upon Holmes's 
fece with an expression in which hatred and amazement were equally blended. 
*¥00 fiendl" he kqit on muttering. "You dever, dever fiendl” 

"Ah, Colondr said Hdmes, arranging his rumpled collar. "'Journeys end in 
lovers' meetings,' as die old play says. I drm't think I have had die {deasuie of seeing 
you since yon fevouied me with foose attentions as I lay on die ledge above the 
Rddienbech Fan." 

The cdond stQl stared at my friend like a man in a trance. "You cunning, cun- 
ning fiendl" was aU that he could say. 

"I have not introduced you yet,” said Holmes. This, gendemen, is Colond Se- 
bastian Moran, once of Her Maje^s Indian Army, and the best heavy-game shot 
that our Eastern Empire has ever produced. I bdieve I am oHiect, Cdond, in say- 
ing that your bog d tigers stQl remains unrivalled?" 

The fierce old man said nothing, hut sttD glared at my companion. With his 
savage eyes and bristling moustache he was wonderfully lilx a tiger himsdf. 

"I wonder diat my very simple stratagem could deceive so old a shtkuri," said 
Holmes. *Tt most be very fiuniliar to you. Have you not tethered a young kid 
under a bee, lain above it with your rifle, and waited for the bait to bring up your 
tiger? This empty house is my tree, and yon are my tiger. You have possibly had 
oriier guns in reserve in case there should be several tigers, or in foe unlikdy suppo- 
sition of youf own aim feOirig you. These;" he pointed around, “are my other guns. 
The pasdlel is exact” 

Cdond Moran sprang forward with a snarl of rage, but the constables dragged 
him bode. The fury upon his fece was terrible to look at. 

"I confess that you had one small surprise for me," said Holmes. "I did not 
antiefoate that you would yoursdf make use of tihu empty house and this convenient 
frrmt window. I had imagined you as operating from the sheet, where my friend 
Lestrade and his merry men were awaiting you. With that exception, all has gone 
as I eipected." 

Cdond Moran tomed to the official detective. 

Too may or may not have fust cause for anesting me,” said be; "but at least 
there can be no reason why I riiould submit to the gibes of this person. If I am 
in die haiids<rf die law, let dungs be done in a legal way.” 

“WdL that's reasmiable enot^gh,” said Lestrade. "Nothing further you have 
to say, Mr. Holmes, before we gO?” 
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Holmes had pidced up the powerful air-^n from tiie floor, and was fWMwiiiing 
its mechanism. 

An admirable and unique weapon,** said he, “noisdess and of tremendous 
power: 1 knew Von Herder, the blind German mechanic, who constructed it to the 
order of the late Professor Moriarty. For years I have been aware of its existence, 
though 1 have never before had the opportunity of handling it. I commend it very 
specially to your attention, Lestrade, and also the bullets which fit it.” 

"You can trust us to look after tiiat, Mr. Holmes,” said Lestrade, as the whole 
party moved towards the door. "Anything further to say?” 

"Only to ask what charge you intend to prefer?” 

"What charge, sir? Why, of course, the attempted murder of Mr. Sherlock 
Holmes.” 

"Not so, Lestrade. I do not propose to appear in the nutter at aD. To you, and 
to you only, bdongs tire credit of the remarkable arrest which you have effected. 
Yes, Lestrade, I congratulate youl With your usual happy mixture of cuiming and 
audacity, you have got him." 

“Got himl Got whom, Mr. Holmes?” 

"The man that the whole force has been seeking in vain— Colond Sebastian 
Moran, who shot the Honourable Rotuld Adair with an expanding bullet from an 
air-gun through the open window of the second-floor front of No. 427 Park Lane, 
upon the thirtieth of last month. Hiat’s the charge, Lestrade. And now, Watson, 
if you can endure the draught frcnn a broken window, I think that half an hour 
in my study over a cigar may afford you some profitable amusement.” 

Our old chambers had been left unchanged dirough die supervision of Mycroft 
Holmes and the immediate care of Mrs. Hudson. As I entered I saw, it is true, an 
unwonted tidiness, but the old landmarks were all in their place. There were the 
chemical comer and the acid-stained, deal-topped table. There upon a shelf was 
the row of formidable scrap-books and books of reference which many of our 
fellow-citizens would have been so glad to bum. The diagrams, the violin-case, and 
the pipe-rack— even the Persian slipper which contained the tobacco— all met my 
eyes as I glanced round me. There wer:: two occupants of the room— one^ Mn. 
Hudson, who beamed upon us both as we entered— the other, the strange dummy 
which had played so important a part in the evening’s adventures. It was a wax- 
coloured model of my friend, $0 admirably done that it was a perfect faicsimfle. It 
stood on a small pedestal table with an old dressing-gown of Holmes’s so draped 
round it that the illusion from the street was absolutdy perfect. 

“I hope you observed all precautions, Mrs. Hudson?” said Holmes. 

“I went to it on my knees, sir, just as you told me.” 

"Excellent. You carried the Aing out very well. Did you observe where the 
bullet went?" 

“Yes, sir. I’m afraid it has spoilt your beautiful bust, for it passed right through 
the head and flattened itself on the waD. I picked it up from tihe carpet Here it isl” 

Holmes held it out to me. "A soft revolver bullet, as you perceive, Watson. 
There’s genius in that for who would expect to find such a thing fired from an air- 
gun? All right Mrs. Hudson. I am much obliged for your assistance. And now, 
Watson, let me see you in your old seat once mor^ for there are several points 
which I should like to discuss with yod.” 
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He bad tinown off the ceedy frockcoat, and now he was die Holmes of old in 
the moose<oloured dressing-gown which he took from his effigy. 

**nie old Aikarft nerves have not lost their steadiness, not his eyes their keen- 
ness,” said he, widi a laugh, as he inspected the shattered forehead of his bust. 

“Plumb in the middle of the back of die head and smack through the brain. 
He was the best shot in India, and I expect that there are few better in London. 
Have you heard the name?” 

“No, I have not.” 

“W^ well, such is fimel But, then, if I remember right, you had not heard 
the name of Professor James Moriarty, who had one of the great brains of the 
century. Just give me down my index of biographies from the shdf.” 

He turned over the pages lazily, leaning back in his chair and blowing great 
clouds from his cigar. 

“My collection of M’s is a fine one,” said he. “Moriarty himself is enough to 
make any letter illustrious, and here is Morgan the poisoner, and Merridew of 
abominable memory, and Mathews, who knocked out my left canine in the waiting- 
room at Charing Cross, and, finally, here is our friend of to-night.” 

He handed over the book, and 1 read: 

Moran, Sebastian, Colonel. Unemployed. Formerly ist Bangalore Pioneers. 
Bom London, 1840. Son of Sir Augustus Moran, C.B., once British Minister 
to Persia. Educated Eton and Oxford. Served in Jowaki Campaign, Afghan 
Campaign, Charasiab (despatches), Sherpur, and Cabul. Author of Heavy 
Game of the Western Himalayas (1881); Three Months in the Jungle 
(1884). Address: Conduit Street. Clubs; The Anglo-Indian, the Tanker- 
^le, the Bagatelle Card Club. 

On the margin was written, in Holmes’s precise hand: 

The second most dangerous man in London. 

“This is astonishing,” said I, as I handed back the volume. “The man’s career 
is that of an honourable soldier.” 

“It is trae," Holmes answered. "Up to a certain point he did well. He was always 
a man of iron nerve, and the story is still told in India how he crawled down a drain 
after a wounded man-eating tiger. There are some trees, Watson, which grow to 
a certain height, and then suddenly develop some unsightly eccentricity. You will 
see it often in humans. I have a theory that the individual represents in his develop- 
ment the whole procession of his ancestors, and that such a sudden turn to good or 
evil stands for some strong influence which came into the line of his pedigree. The 
person becomes, as it were, the epitome of the history of his own family.” 

“It is surely rather fanciful.” 

“Well, I don’t insist upon it. Whatever the cause. Colonel Moran began to go 
wrong. Without any open scandal, he still made India too hot to hold him. He 
retired,- came to London, and again acquired an evil name. It was at this time that 
he was sought out by Professor Moriarty, to whom for a time he was chief of the 
staff. Moriarty supplied him liberally with money, and used him only in one or 
two very high<lass jobs, which no ordinary criminal could have undertaken. You 
may have some recollection of the death of Mn. Stewart, of Lauder, in 1887. Not? 
Well, I am sure Moran was at the bottom of it, but nothing could be proved. So 
cleverly was the colonel concealed that, even when the Moriarty gang was broken 
up, we could not incriminate him. You remember at that date, when I called upon 
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you in your rooms, how I put up the shutters for fear of air-guns? No doubt you 
thought me fanciful. I knew exactly what I was doing, for I knew of the existence 
of this remarkable gun, and I knew also that one of the best shots in the worid 
would be behind it. When we were in Switzerland he followed us with Moriarty, 
and it was undoubtedly he who gave me that evil five minutes on the Reichenbach 
ledge. 

“You may think that I read the papers with some attention during my sojourn 
in France, on the look-out for any chance of laying him by the heels. So long as 
he was free in London, my life would really not have been worth living. Night 
and day the shadow would have been over me, and sooner or later his chance must 
have come. What could I do? I could not shoot him at sight, or I should myself 
be in the dock. There was no use appealing to a magistrate. They cannot interfere 
on the strength of what would appear to them to be a wild suspicion. So 1 could 
do nothing. But I watched the criminal news, knowing that sooner or later I should 
get him. Then came the death of this Ronald Adair. My chance had come at last. 
Knowing what I did, was it not certain that Colonel Moran had done it? He had 
played cards with the lad, he had followed him home from the club, he had shot 
him through the open window. There was not a doubt of it. The bullets alone are 
enough to put his head in a noose. I came over at once. I was seen by the sentinel, 
who would, I knew, direct the colonel’s attention to my pres<jncc. He could not 
fail to connect my sudden return with his crime, and to be terribly alarmed. I was 
sure that he would make an attempt to get me out of the way at once, and would 
bring round his murderous weapon for that purpose. I left him an excdlent mark 
in the window, and, having warned the police that they might be needed— by the 
way, Watson, you spotted their presence in that doorway with unerring accufacy- 
I took up what seemed to me to be a judicious post for observation, never dream- 
ing that he would choose the same spot for his attack. Now, my dear Watson, does 
anything remain for me to explain?” 

“Yes," said I. “You have not made it clear what was Colonel Moran’s motive 
in muidering the Honourable Ronald Adair?” 

“Ahl my dear Watson, there we come into those realms of conjecture, where 
the most logical mind may be at fault. Each may form his own hypothesis upon 
the present evidence, and yours is as likely to be correct as mine.” 

“You have formed one, then?” 

“I think that it is not difficult to explain the facts. It came out in evidence that 
Colonel Moran and young Adair had, between them, won a considerable amount 
of money. Now, Moran undoubtedly played foul— of that I have long been aware. 
I believe that on the day of the murder Adair had discovered that Moran was cheat- 
ing. Very likely he had spoken to him privately, and had threatened to expose him 
unless he voluntarily resigned his membership of the club, and promised not to play 
cards again. It is unlikely that a youngster like Adair would at once make a hideous 
scandal by exposing a well known man so much older than himself. Probably he 
acted as I suggest. The exclusion from his clubs would mean ruin to Moran, who 
lived by his ill-gotten card-gains. He therefore murdered Adair, who at the time 
was endeavouring to work out how much money he should himself return, since he 
could not profit by his partner’s foul play. He locked the door lest tiie ladies should 
surprise him and insist upon knowing what he was doing with these names and 
coins. Will it pass?” 

“I have no doubt that you have hit upon the truth.” 
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'll win be verified or disproved at the trial. Meanwhile, come what may. Colonel 
Moran wiU trouble us no more. The femous air-gun of Von Herder will embellish 
riie Scotiand Yard Museum, and once again Mr. Sherlock Holmes is free to devote 
his life to examining those interesting little problems which the complex life of 
London so plentifully presents.” 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE NORWOOD BUILDER 

'Txom the point of view of the criminal expert,” said Mr. Sherlock Holmes, 
“London has become a singularly uninteresting city since the death of the late 
lamented Professor Moriarty.” 

“I can hardly think that you would find many decent citizens to agree with you,” 
I answered. 

"WeU, well, I must not be selfish,” said he, with a smile, as he pushed back his 
chair from the breakfast-table. “The community is certainly the gainer, and no one 
the loser, save the poor out-of-work specialist, whose occupation has gone. With 
that man in the field, one’s morning paper presented infinite possibilities. Often 
it was only the smallest trace, Wateon, the faintest indication, and yet it was enough 
to tdl me that the great malignant brain was there, as the gentlest tremors of the 
edges of the web remind one of the foul spider which lurks in the centre. Petty 
thefts, wanton assaults, purposeless outrage-to the man who held the due all could 
be worked into one connected whole. To the scientific student of the higher cnmi- 
nal world, no capital in Europe ofltered the advantages which London then pos- 
sessed. But now — ” He shrugged his shoulders in humorous deprecation of the 
state of things which he had himself done so much to produce. 

At the time of which I speak, Holmes had been back for some months, and I 
at his request had sold my practice and returned to share the old quarters in Baker 
Street. A young doctor, named Vemer, had purchased my small Kensington prac- 
tice, and given with astonishingly little demur the highest price that I ventured 
to ask— an incident which only explained itself some years later, when I found 
that Vemer was a distant relation of Holmes, and that it was my friend who had 
really found the money. 

Our months of partnership had not been so uneventful as he had stated, for I 
find, on looking over my notes, that this period includes the case of the papers 
of ex-President Murillo, and also the shocking affair of the Dutch steamship Fries- 
land, which so nearly cost us both our lives. His cold and proud nature was always 
averse, however, from anything in the shape of public applause, and he bound me 
in the most stringent terms to say no further word of himself, his methods, or his 
successes— a ixrohibition which, as I have explained, has only now been removed. 

Mr. Sherlock Holmes was leaning back in his chair after his whimsical protest, 
and was unfolding his morning paper in a leisurely fashion, when our attention was 
arrested by a tremendous ring at the bdl, followed immediatdy by a hollow drum- 
ming sound, as if someone were beating on the outer do<» with his fist. As it 
opened there came a tumultuous rush into the hall, rapid feet clattered up the 
stair, and an instant later a wfld-eyed and frantic young man, pale, dishevelled, and 
palpitating, bunt into the room. He lo<dced from one to the other of us, and under 
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our gaze of inquiry he became conscious that some apology was needed for this 
unceremonious entry. 

“Fm sorry, Mr. Holmes,” he cried. ^*You mustn’t blame me. I am nearly mad. 
Mr. Holmes, I am the unhappy John Hector McFarlane.” 

He made the announcement as if the name alone would explain both his visit and 
its manner, but I could see, by my companion’s unresponsive face, that it meant no 
more to him than to me. 

' Have a cigarette, Mr. McFarlane,” said he, pushing his case across. "I am sure 
that, with your symptoms, my friend Dr. Watson here would prescribe a sedative. 
The weather has been so very warm these last few days. Now, if you feel a little 
more composed, I should be glad if you would sit down in that chair, and tell 
us very slowly and quietly who you are, and what it is that you want. You mentioned 
your name, as if I should recognize it, but I assure you that, beyond the obvious 
facts that you are a bachelor, a solicitor, a Freemason, and an asthmatic, I know 
nothing whatever about you.” 

Familiar as I was with my friend's methods, it was not difficult for me to follow 
his deductions, and to observe the untidiness of attire, the sheaf of legal papers, 
the watch-charm, and the breathing which had prompted them. Our client, how- 
ever, stared in amazement. 

"Yes, I am all that, Mr. Holmes, and, in addition, I am the most unfortunate 
man at this moment in London. For heaven’s sake, don’t abandon me, Mr. Holmes! 
If they come to arrest me before I have finished my story, make them give me time, 
so that I may tell you the whole truth. I could go to jail happy if I knew that you 
were working for me outside.” 

*‘Arrest you!” said Holmes. "This is really most giati— most interesting. On what 
charge do you expect to be arrested?” 

"Upon the charge of murdering Mr. Jonas Oldacrc, of Lower Norwood.” 

My companion’s expressive face showed a sympathy which was not, I am afraid, 
entirely unmixed with satisfac*^* >n. 

“Dear me,” said he, “it was only this moment at breakfast that I was saying 
to my friend, Dr. Watson, that sensational cases had disappeared out of our papers.” 

Our visitor stretched forward a quiver;‘ig hand and picked up the Daily Tele- 
graph, which still lay upon Holmes’s knee. 

"If you had looked at it, sir, you would have seen at a glance what the errand is 
on which I have come to you this morning. I feel as if my name and my misfortune 
must be in every man's mouth.” He turned it over to expose the central page. "Here 
it is, and with your permission I will read it to you. Listen to this, Mr. Holmes. 
The headlines are: ‘Mysterious Affair at Lower Norwood. Disappearance of a Well 
Known Builder. Suspicion of Murder and ^rson. A Clue to the Criminal.’ That is 
the clue which they arc already following, Mr. Holmes, and I know that it leads 
infallibly to me. I have been followed from London Bridge Station, and 1 am sure 
that they arc only waiting for the warrant to arrest me. It will break my mother's 
heart-it will break her heart!” He wrung his hands in an agony of apprehension, 
and swayed backward and forward in his chair. 

I looked with interest upon this man, who was accused of being the perpetrator 
of a crime of violence. He was flaxen-haired and handsome, in a washed-out negative 
fashion, with frightened blue eyes, and a clean-shaven face, with a weak, sensitive 
mouth. His age may have been about twenty-seven, his dress and bearing that of 



a fendonan. From die pocket of his light sonuner overcoat protruded the bundle 
of indorsed papers which proclaimed his profession. 

“We must use what time we have," said Holmes. “Watson, would you have the 
kindness to take the paper and to read the paragraph in question?" 

Underneath the vigorous headlines which our client had quoted, I read the fol- 
lowing suggestive narrative: 

“Late last night, or early this morning, an incident occurred at Lower Nor- 
wood which points, it is feared, to a serious crime. Mr. Jonas Oldacre is a wdl 
known resident of that suburb, where he has carried on his business as a 
builder for many years. Mr. Oldacre is a bachdor, fifty-two years of age, and 
lives in Deep Dene House, at the Sydenham end of the road of that name. 
He has had the reputation of being a man of eccentric habits, secretive and 
retiring. For some years he has practically withdrawn from the business, in 
which he # said to have massed considerable wealth. A small timber-yard 
still exists, however, at the back of the house, and last night, about twelve 
o'dodc, an alarm was given that one of the stacks was on fire. The engines 
were soon upon the spot, but the dry wood burned with great fury, and it 
was impossible to arrest the conflagration until the stack had been entirely 
consumed. Up to diis point the incident bore the appearance of an ordinary 
accident, but fresh indications seem to point to serious crime. Surprise was 
expressed at the absence of the master of the establishment from the scene 
(rf the fire, and an inquiry followed, which showed that he had disappeared 
from the house. An examination of his room revealed that the bed had not 
been slept in, that a safe which stood in it was open, that a number of im- 
portant papers were scattered about the room, and finally, that there were 
signs of a murderous struggle, slight traces of blood being found within 
the room, and an oaken walking-stick, which also showed stains of blood 
upon the handle. It is known that Mr. Jonas Oldacre had received a late 
visitor in his bedroom upon that night, and the stick found has been identi- 
fied as the property of this person, who is a young Londim solicitor named 
John Hector McFarlane, junior partner of Graham and McFarlane, of 426 
Gresham Buddings, E. C. The police believe that they have evidence in 
their possession which supplies a very convincing motive for the crime, and 
altog^er it cannot be doubted that sensational developments will follow. 

“Latbk.— It is rumoured as we go to press that Mr. John Hector McFarlane 
has actually been arrested on the charge of the murder of Mr. Jonas Oldacre. 
It is at least certain that a warrant has been issued. There have been furttier 
and sinister devdopments in the investigation at Norwood. Besides the signs 
of a struggle in the room of the unfortunate builder it is now known that the 
French windows of his bedroom (which is on the ground floor) were found 
to be open, that there were marks as if some bulky object had been dragged 
across to die wood-pile, and, finally, it b asserted that charred remains have 
been found among the charcoal ashes of the fire. The police dieory b that 
a most sensational crime has been committed, foat the victim was clubbed to 
deadi in hb own bedroom, hb papers rifled, and hb dead body dragged acnbs’ 
to die wood-stadc, which was then ignited so as to hide all traces of the crime. 
The conduct of ^ crimmal investigation has been left in the experienced 
hands of Inqiector Lestrade, of Scodand Yard, who b foOowmg up die dues 
widi hb accustomed energy and 

SS8 



Sheriock H(dincs listeocd witii closed ^es and fingertips together to remark* 
able account. 

“The case has certainly scune points of interest,” said he, in his languid fashion. 
"May I ask, in the first plaoi^ Mr. McFailan^ how it is that you are still at liberty, 
sinoe there appean to be enough evidence to justify your arrest?” 

"I live at Torringtion Lodges Blackheath, with my parents, Mr. Hdmes, but last 
night, having to do business very late witii Mr. Jonas Oldacre^ I stayed at an hotd 
in Norwood, and came to my business from there. I knew nothing of diis affair 
nntfl I was in die train, when I read what you have just heard. I at once saw the 
horrible danger of my podtioa, and I hurried to put die case into your hands. I have 
no doubt that I sboi^ have bm anested either at my city office or at my home. A 
man fcdlowed me from London Bridge Station, and I have no doubt — Great 
heaven! what is that?” 

It was a dang of the bdl, fdlowed instantly by heavy steps upon the stair. A 
moment later, our old friend Lestrade appeared in the doorwr^. Over his shoulder I 
caught a glimpse of one or two uniformed policemen outside. 

"Mr. John Hector McFarlane?” said Lestrade. 

Our unfortunate dient rose with a ghasdy face. 

"I arrest you for the wilfol murder of Mr. Jonas Oldacre, of Lower Norwood.” 

McFarlane turned to us with a gesture of despair, and sank into his chair once 
more like one who is crushed. 

"One moment, Lestrade,” said Holmes. "Half an hour more or less can make no 
difference to you, and the gentleman was about to give us an account of this very 
interesting affair, which might aid us in clearing it up.” 

"I think there wfll be no difficulty in clearing it up,” said Lestrade, grimly. 

"None the less, with your permission, I should be much interested to hear his ac- 
count.” 

"Well, Mr. Hdmes, it is difficult fcnr me to refuse you anything, for you have 
been of use to the force once or twice in the past, and we owe you a good turn 
at Scotland Yard,” said Lestrade. "At the same time I must remain with my prisoner, 
and I am bound to warn him Uiat anything he may say will appear in evidence 
against him.” 

"I wish nothing better,” said our client. "All I ask is that you should hear and 
recognize the abscdute truth.” 

Lestrade looked at his watch. "Ill give you half an hour,” said he. 

"I must eacplain first,” said Md’'arlane, "that I knew nothing of Mr. Jonas Old- 
acre. His name was fotniliar to me, to many yean ago my parents were acquainted 
with him, but they drifted ^rt. I was very mudi surprised, therefore, when yester- 
day, about three o'clock in the afternoon, he walked into my office in the dty. But I 
was still mote astonished when he told me the object of bis visit. He had in his hand 
several sheets of a notdsodc, covered with scribbled writing-bere th^ are-and he 
laid them on my table. 

" 'Here is my will,’ said he. 'I want you, Mr. Md’'ailane, to cast it into proper 
legal shape. I wOl sit here while you do so.’ 

"I set mysdf to copy it, and yon can imagine my astonishment when I found 
that, widi some reservations, he had left all his property to me. He was a strange 
little ferret^ike man, with white eydashes, and when I looked up at him I found 
his ke en gray eyes fixed upon me with an amused expression. I could hardly bdieve 
my own senses as I read the tenns ci the will; but he exjdained diat he was a bache- 
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lor with hardly any living rektkm, that he had known my parents in his youth, and 
that he had always heard of me as a very deserving young man, and was assured that 
his money would be in worthy hands. Of course, I could only stammer out my 
dianks. Tire will was duly finished, signed, and witnessed by my derk. This is it on 
the blue paper, and these sUps, as 1 have explained, are the rougb draft. Mr. Jonas 
Oldacre thra informed me that diere were a number of docnments-boilding Iwes, 
tidedeeds, mortgages, scrip, and so forth— which it was necessary that I should see 
and understand. He said diat his mmd would not be easy until the whole thing was 
setded, and he begged roe to come out to his house at Norwood that night, bring- 
ing the will with me, and to arrange matters. ‘Remember, my boy, not one word to 
your parents about the affair until everything is setded. We will keep it as a litde 
surprise for them.’ He was very insistent upon this point, and made me promise it 
faidifully. 

‘Tou can imagine, Mr. Holmes, that I was not in a humour to refuse him any- 
thing diat he might ask. He was my benefactor, and all my desire was to carry out 
his wishes in every particular. I sent a telegram home, tiinefore, to say that I had 
important business on hand, and that it was impossible for me to say bow late I 
might be. Mr. Oldaae had told me that be would like me to have supper with him 
at nine, as he might not be home before that hour. I had some difficulty in finding 
his house, however, and it was nearly half-past before I reached it. I found him — ” 

“One momentr said Holmes. “Who opened the door?” 

“A middle-aged woman, who was, 1 suppose, his housekeeper.” 

“And it was she, I presume, who mentioned your name?” 

“Exactly,” said McFarlane. 

"Pray proceed.” 

McFarlane wiped his damp brow, and then continued his narrative: 

“I was shown by this woman into a sitting-romn, where a frugal supper was laid 
out. Afterwards, Mr. Jonas Oldacre led me into his bedroom, in which there stood 
a heavy safe. This he opened and took out a mass of documents, which we went 
over togeffier. It was between deven and twelve when we finished. He remarked 
that we must not disturb the housekeeper. He showed me out through his own 
French window, which had been open all this time.” 

“Was the blind down?” asked Holmes. 

“I will not be sure, but I believe that it was only half down. Yes, 1 remember bow 
he pulled it up in order to swing open the window. I could not find my stick, and he 
said, ‘Never mind, my boy, ! shall see a good deal of you now, 1 hope, and 1 will keep 
your stick until you come back to daim it.’ I left him these, the safe open, and the 
papen made up in packete upon Jthe table. It was so late that I could not get back to 
Blackheath, so I spent the night at the Anetley Arms, and I knew nothing more 
until I read of this horrible affair in the morning.” 

“Anything more that you would like to ask, Mr. Holmes?” said Lestrade, whose 
eyebrows had gone up once or twice during this remarkable ablution. 

“Not until I have been to Blackheadi.” 

‘Too mean to Norwood,” said Lestrade. 

“Oh, yes, no doubt that is what 1 must have meant,” said Holmes, with his enig- 
matical smile. Lestrade had learned by more eqietiences than be would care to 
acknowledge ffiat ffiat razor-like brain could cut Uirong^ tiiat which was impenetra- 
ble to him. I saw him look cniidhsly at my coitqMiiion. 

“! think I diould like to have a word widi you pteacndy, Mr. Sheriock Hdmei,” 
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said he. “Now, Mr. McFarlane, two of my constables are at the door, and there is 
a four-wheeler waiting.” The wretched young man arose, and with a last beseeching 
glance at us walked from the room. The officen conducted him to the cab, but 
Lestrade remained. 

Holmes had picked up the pages which formed the rough draft of the will, and 
was looking at them with the keenest interest upon his face. 

“There are some points about that document, Lestrade, are there not?” said he, 
pushing them over. 

The oi&cial looked at them with a puzzled expression. 

“I can read the first few lines, and these in the middle of the second page, and one 
or two at the end. Those are as clear as print,” said he, “but the writing in between 
is very bad, and there are three places where I cannot read it at all ” 

“Wiat do you make of that?” said Holmes. 

“Well, what do you make of it?” 

“'Fliat it was written m a train. The good writing represents stations, the bad 
writing movement, and the very bad writing passing over points. A scientific expert 
would pronounce at once that this was drawn up on a suburban line, since nowhere 
save in the immediate vicinity of a great city could there be so quick a succession of 
points. Granting that his whole journey was occupied in drawing up the will, then 
the tram was an express, only stopping once between Norwood add Ix>ndon Bridge.” 

Lestrade began to laugh. 

“You are too many for me when you begin to get on your theories, Mr. Holmes,” 
said he. “How does this bear on the case?” 

“Well, it corroborates the young man’s story to the extent thc^ the will was 
drawn up by fonas Oldacre in Ins journey yesterday. It is curious— is it not?— that a 
man should draw up so important a document in so haphazard a fashion. It suggesb 
that he did not think it was going to be of much pracrical importance. If a man 
drew up a will which he did not intend ever to be effective, he might do it so.” 

“Well, he drew up his own deatli warrant at the same lime,” said Lestrade. 

“Oh, you think so?” 

“Don't you?” 

“Well, it is quite possible, but the case is not clear to me yet." 

“Not clear? Well, if that isn't clear, what could be clear? Here is a young man 
who learns suddenly that, if a certain older man dies, he will succeed to a fortune. 
What does he do? He says nothing to anyone, but he arranges that he shall go out 
on some pretext to see his client that night. He waits until the only other person in 
the house is in bed, and then in the solitude of a man’s room he murders him, bums 
his body in the wood-pile, and departs to a neighbouring hotel. The blood-stains in 
the room and also on the stick arc very slight. It is probable that he imagined his 
crime to be a bloodless one, and hoped that if the body were consumed it would 
hide all traces of the method of his death-traces which, for some reason, must have 
pointed to him. Is not all this obvious?” 

“It strikes me, my good Lestrade, as being just a trifle too obvious,” said Holmes. 
“You do not add imagination to your other great qualities, but if you could for one 
moment put yourself in the place of this young man, would you choose the very 
night after the will had been made to commit your crime? Would it not seem dan- 
gerous to you to make so very close a relation between the two incidents? Again, 
would you choose an occasion when you are known to be in the house, when a serv- 
ant has let you in? And, finally, would you take the great pains to conceal the body, 
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and yet leave your own stick as a sign that you were the criminal? Confess, Lestrade, 
that all this is very unlikely.” 

”As to the stick, Mr. Holmes, you know as well as I do that a criminal is often 
flurried, and does such things, which a cool man would avoid. He was very likely 
afraid to go back to the room. Give me another theory that would fit the facts.” 

”I could very easily give you half a dozen,” said Hdmes. ”Here, for example, is a 
very possible and even probable one. I make you a free present of it. The older man 
is showing documents which are of evident value. A passing tramp sees them 
through the window, the blind of which is only half down. Exit the solicitor. Enter 
the trampi He seizes a stick, which he observes there^ kills Oldacre, and departs 
after burning the body.” 

"Why should the tramp bum the body?” 

"For the matter of that, why should McFarlane?” 

“To hide some evidence.” 

"Possibly the tramp wanted to hide that any murder at all had been committed.” 

"And why did the tramp take nothing?” 

"Because they were papers that he could not negotiate.” 

Lestrade shook his head, though it seemed to me that his manner was less ab- 
solutely assured than before. 

"Well, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, you may look for your tramp, and while you are 
finding him we wfll hold on to our man. The future will show which is right. Just 
notice this point, Mr. Holmes; that so far as we know, none of the papers were 
removed, and that the prisoner is the one man in the world who had no reason for 
removing them, since he was heir-at-law, and would come into them in any case.” 

My friend seemed stmck by this remark. 

"I don’t mean to deny that the evidence is in some ways very strongly in favour 
of your theory,” said he. “I only wish to point out that there ate other theories pos- 
sible. As you say, the future will decide. Cood-momingl I dare say that in the course 
of the day 1 shall drop in at Norwood and see how you are getting on.” 

When the detective departed, my friend rose and made his preparations for the 
day’s work with the alert air of a man who has a congenial task before him. 

"My fint movement, Watson," said he, as he bustled into his frockcoat, "must, 
as I said, be in the direction of Blackheath.” 

"And why not Norwood?” 

"Because we have in this case one singular incident coming close to the heek of 
another singular incident. The police are making the mistake of concentrating their 
attention upon the second, because it happens to be the one which is actually crimi- 
nal. But it is evident to me that the logical way to approach die case is to begin by 
hying to throw some light upon die first incident— the curious will, so suddenly 
made, and to so unexpected an heir. It may do something to simplify what followed. 
No^ my dear fdlow, I don’t think you can hdp me. There is no prospect of danger, 
or I should not dream of stirring out without you. I trust that when I see you in the 
evening, I will be able to report that J have been able to do something for this un- 
fortunate youngster, who has thrown himself upon my protection.” 

It was late when my friend returned, and I could see, by a glance at his haggard 
and anxious hce, that the high hopes with which he had started had not been ful- 
filled. For an hour he droned away upoo his violin, endeavouring to soothe his own 
ruflBed spirits. At last he flung down the instrument, and plunged into a detailed 
account o^bis misadventures. 
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"It's all going wrong, Watson-all as wrong as it can go. I kept a bold face before 
Lestrade, but, upon my soul, I believe that for once the fellow is on the right track 
and we are on the wrong. All my instincts are one way, and all the facts are the 
other, and I much fear that British juries have not yet attained that pitch of intel^ 
ligence when they will give the preference to my theories over Lestrade’s facts.'* 

"Did you go to Blackheath?" 

"Yes, Watson, I went there, and I found very quickly that the late lamented Old- 
acre was a pretty considerable blackguard. The father was away in search of his son. 
The mother was at home-a little, fluffy, blue-eyed person, in a tremor of fear and 
indignation. Of course, she would not admit even the possibility of his guilt. But 
she would not express either surprise or regret over the fate of Oldacre. On the 
contrary, she spoke of him with such bitterness that she was unconsciously con- 
siderably strengthening the case of the police for, of course, if her son had heard her 
speak of the man in this fashion, it would predispose him towards hatred and vio- 
lence. 'He was more like a malignant and cunning ape than a human being,' said 
she, ‘and he always was, ever since he was a young man.' 

" Tou knew him at that time?' said I. 

" ‘Yes, I knew him well, in fact, he was an old suitor of mine. Thank heaven that 
I had the sense to turn away from him and to marry a better, if poorer, man. I was 
engaged to him, Mr. Holmes, when 1 heard a shocking story of how he had turned 
a cat loose in an aviary, and I was so horrified at his brutal cruelty that I would have 
nothing more to do with him.' She rummaged in a bureau, and presently she pro- 
duced a photograph of a woman, shamefully defaced and mutilated with a knife. 
‘That is my own photograph,' she said. ‘He sent it to me in that state, with his 
curse, upon my wedding morning/ 

" ‘Well,' said I, ‘at least he has forgiven you now, since he has left all his property 
to your son.' 

" ‘Neither my son nor I want anything from Jonas Oldacre, dead or alive!' she 
cried, with a proper spirit. “^Fhere is a God in heaven, Mr. Holmes, and that same 
God who has punished that wicked man will show, in His own good time, that my 
son's hands are guiltless of his blood.' 

"Well, I tned one or two leads, but could get at nothing which would help our 
hypothesis, and several points which would n^ake against it. I gave it up at last, and 
off I went to Norwood. 

‘This place, Deep Dene House, is a big modem villa of staring brick, standing 
back in its own grounds, with a laurcl<lumped lawn in front of it. To the right and 
some distance back from the road was the timber-yard which had been the scene of 
the fire. Here's a rough plan on a leaf of my notebook. This window on the left is 
the one which opens into Oldacre's room. You can look into it from the road, you 
sec. That is about the only bit of consolation I have had to-day. Lestrade was not 
there, but his head constable did the honoun. They had just found a great treasure- 
trove! They had spent the morning raking among the ashes of the burned wood-pfle, 
and besides the charred organic remains they had secured several discoloured metal 
discs. I examined them with care, and there was no doubt that they were trouser 
buttons. I even distinguished that one of them was marked with the name of 
‘Hyams,' who was Oldacre's tailor. I then worked the lawn very carefully for signs 
and traces, but this drought has made everything as hard as iron. Nothing was to be 
seen save that some body or bundle had been dragged through a low privet hedge 
which is in a line with the wood pile. All that, of course, fits in with flic official 

343 



tfaeoxy* I crawled about the lawn with an August sun on my back, but I got up at the 
end of an hour no wiser than before. 

"Well, after this fiasco I went into the bedroom and examined that also. The 
blood-stains were very slight, mere smears and discolourations, but undoubtedly 
fresh. The stick had been removed, but there also the marks were slight. There is 
no doubt about the stick belonging to our client. He admits it. Footmarks of both 
men could be made out on the carpet, but none of any third person, which again is 
a tnck for the other side. They were piling up their score all the time and we weie 
at a standstill. 

“Only one little gleam of hope did I get— and yet it amounted to nothing I exam- 
ined the contents of the safe, most oi which had been taken out and left on the 
table. The papers had been made up into sealed envelopes, one or two of which had 
been opened by the police. They were not, so far as I could )udge, of any great value, 
nor did the bank-book show that Mr Oldacre was in such very affluent circum- 
stances. But it seemed to me that all the papers were not there. ITiere were allusions 
to some deeds— possibly the more valuable—which I could not find 'This, of course, 
if we could definitely prove it, would tuok Lestrade's argument against himself, for 
who would steal a thing if he knew that he would shortly iniient it? 

“Finally, having drawn ever> other cover and picked up no scent, I tned my luck 
with the housekeeper. Mrs. Lexington is her name*— a little, daik, silent j/'rson, with 
suspicious and sidelong eyes She could tell us sonietliing if she would -I am con- 
vinced of it. But she was as close as wax Yes, she had let Mr McFarlaoe m at hall 
past nine. She wished her hand had withered before she had done so She had gone 
to bed at half-past ten Her room was at the other end of the hous^, and she could 
hear nothing of what passed Mr McFarlane had left his bat, and to the best of her 
belief his stick, in the hall She had beeii awakenal by the ala m of fine Her 
dear master had certainly been murdered. Had he any eneiui.^'r Well, e\ery man 
had enemies, but Mr Oldacre kept himself very much to hunself, and only met 
people in the way of business She had seen the buttons, a.id wa*^ suie that they 
belonged to the clothes which he had worn last night The w^ooJ pile was very dr>, 
for it had not rained for a month It burned like tindci, and by the time she reachrd 
the spot, nothing could be seen but flames. She and all the firemen smelled the 
burned flesh from inside it. She knew nothing of the papers, nor of Mi Oldacre’s 
private affairs. 

“So, my dear Watson, there*s my report of a failure. And yet— and yet-” he 
clenched his thin hands m a paroxysm of conviction-“I know it's all wrong. I feel 
it in my bones. There is something that has not come out, and that housekeeper 
knows it. There was a sort of sulky defiance in her eyes, which only goes with guilty 
knowledge. However, there's no good talking any more about it, Watson; but unless 
some lucky chance comes our way I fear that the Norwood Disappearance Case will 
not figure in that chronicle of our successes which I foresee that a patient public 
will sooner or later have to endure.” 

“Surely,” said I, “the man’s appearance would go far with any jury?” 

“That is a dangerous argument, my dear Watson. You remember that temble 
murderer, Bert Stevens, who wanted us to get him off in ’87? Was there ever a more 
mild-mannered, Sunday-school young man?” 

“It is true.” 

“Unless we succeed in establishing an alternative theory, this man is lost. You 
can hardly find a flaw in the case which can now be presented against him, and all 
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fuTtha investigation has seived to strengthen it. By &e way, there is one cunons 
little point about those papers which may serve us as die starting-point for an in- 
quiry. On looking over the bank4>0(dc I found that tile low state of the balance 
was inindpally due to large checks which have been made out during the last year 
to Mr. Cornelius. I confess tiiat I should be interested to know who this Mr. Corne- 
lius may be with whom a retired builder has had such very large transactions. Is it 
possible that' he has had a hand in the affair? Comdius might be a broker, but we 
have found no scrip to correspond witii these large payments. Failing any other in- 
dicabon, my researches must now take the direction ot an inquiry at the bank for 
the gentleman who has cashed these checks. But I fear, my dear fellow, that our 
case will end ingloriously by Lestrade hanging our client, which will certainly be a 
triumph for Scotland Yard.” 

I do not know how far Sherlock Holmes took any sleep that night, but when I 
came down to breakfast I found him pale and harassed, his bright eyes tiie brighter 
for the dark shadows round them. The carpet round his chair was littered witii 
cigarette-ends and with the early editions of foe morning papers. An open tdegiam 
lay upon foe table. 

"What do you think of this, Watson?" he asked, tossing it across. 

It was from Norwood, and ran as follows: 

Important fresh evidence to hand. McFarlane’s guilt definitely established. 

Advise you to abandon case. , 

Lestkaob. 

"This sounds serious,” said I. 

"It is Lestrade’s little cock-a-doodle of victory,” Holmes answered, with a bitter 
smile. "And yet it may be premature to abandon the case. After all, important fresh 
evidence is a two-edged thing, and may possibly cut in a very different direction to 
foat which Lestrade imagines. Take your breakfast, Watson, and we will go out 
together and see what we can do. I fed as if I shall need your company and your 
moral support totiay.” 

My friend had no breakfast himself, for it was one of his peculiarities tiiat in his 
more intense moments he would permit himsdf no food, and 1 have known him 
presume upon his iron strength until he has fainted from pure inanition. "At pre- 
sent I cannot spare energy and nerve force fot digestion,” he would say in answer to 
my medical remonstrances. I was not surprised, therefore, when this morning he 
left his untouched meal behind him, and started with me for Norwood. A crowd of 
morbid sightseers were still gathered round Deq> Dene House, which was just such a 
suburban villa as I had pictured. Within the gates Lestrade met us, his face flushed 
with victory, his manner grossly triumphant. 

"Well, Mr. Holmes, have you proved us to be wrong yet? Have you found your 
tramp?” he cried. 

"I have formed no condusion whatever,” my companion answered. 

"But we formed ours yesterday, and now it proves to be correct, so you must 
acknowledge that we have been a little in front of you this time, Mr. Holines.” 

"You certainly have the air of something unusual having occurred,” said Holmes. 

Lestrade laughed loudly. 

"You don't like being beaten any more than the rest of os do,” said he. "A man 
can’t expect always to have it his own way, can he. Dr. Watson? Step this way, if 
you please, gentiemen, and I tiiink 1 can convince you once for all tiiat it was John 
McFarlane who did this crime.” 
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He led os tiirough the passage and out into a dark hall beyond. 

This is where young McFarlane must have come out to get his hat after the 
crime was done,” said he. ”Now look at this.” With dramatic suddenness he struck 
a match, and by its light exposed a stain of blood upon the whitewashed wall. As 
he held the match nearer, I saw that it was more than a stain. It was the well-marked 
print of a tiiumb. 

"Look at that with your magnifying glass, Mr. Holmes.” 

"Yes, I am doing so.” 

"You are aware that no two thumb-marks are alike?" 

"I have heard something of the kind.” 

"Wdl, then, will you please compare that print with this wax impression of 
young McFarlane’s right thumb, taken by my orden this morning?" 

As he held the waxen print close to the blood-stain, it did not take a magnifying 
glass to see that the two were undoubtedly from the same thumb. It was evident to 
me that our unfortunate client was lost. 

"That is 6nal,” said Lestrade. 

“Yes, that is final,” I involuntarily echoed. 

"It is final,” said Holmes. 

Something in his tone caught my ear, and 1 turned to look at him. An extraor- 
dinary change had come over his face. It was wnthing with inward merriment. His 
two eyes were shining like stars. It seemed to me that he was making desperate 
efforts to restrain a convulsive attack of laughter. 

"Dear me! Dear mel” he said at last. "Well, now, who would have thought it? 
And how deceptive appearances may be, to be sure! Such a nice young man to look 
atl It is a lesson to us not to trust our own judgment, is it not, Lestrade?” 

"Yes, some of us are a little too much inclined to be cock-sure, Mr. Holmes,” 
said Lestrade. The man's insolence was maddening, but we could not resent it. 

"What a providential thing that fliis young man should press his right thumb 
against the wall in taking his hat from the pegl Such a very natural action, too, if 
you come to think if it.” Holmes was outwardly calm, but his whole body gave a 
wriggle of suppressed excitement as he spoke. 

"By the way, Lestrade, who made this remarkable discovery?” 

“It was the housekeeper, Mrs. Lexington, who drew the night constable’s at- 
tention to it.” 

"Where was the night constable?” 

"He remained on guard in the bedroom where the crime was committed, so as to 
see that nothing was touched.” 

"But why didn’t the police see this mark yesterday?” 

"Well, we had no particular reason to make a careful examination of the hall. 
Besides, it’s not in a veiy prominent place, as you see.” 

"No, no— of course not. I suppose there is no doubt that the mark was there 
yesterday?” 

Lestrade looked at Holmes as if he thought he was going out of his mind. I con- 
fess that I was myself surpnsed both at his hilarious manner and at his rather wild 
observation. 

"I don’t know whether you think that McFarlane came out of jail in the dead of 
the night in order to strengthen the evidence against himself,” said Lestrade. "I 
leave it to any expert in the world whether that is not the mark of his thumb.” 

"It is unquestionably the mark of his thumb.” 

346 



'There, that’s enough," said Lestrade. "I am a practical man, Mr. Holmes, and 
when 1 have got my evidence I come to my conclusions. If you have anytiiing to say, 
you will find me writing my report in the sitting-room.” 

Holmes had recovered his equanimity, though 1 sh’ll seemed to detect gleams of 
amusement in his expression. 

"Dear me, this is a very sad development, Watson, is it not?” said he. "And yet 
there are singular points about it which hold out some hopes for our client.” 

"I am delighted to hear it,” said I, heartily. “I was afraid it was all up with him.” 

"I would hardly go so far as to say that, my dear Watson. The fact is that there is 
one really serious flaw in this evidence to which out friend attaches so much im- 
portance.” 

"Indeed, Holmesl What is it?" 

"Only this: that I know that that mark was not there when I examined the hall 
yesterday. And now, Watson, let us have a little stroll round in the sunshine.” 

With a confused brain, but with a heart into which some warmth of hope was 
returning, I accompanied my friend in a walk round the garden. Holmes took each 
face of the house in turn, and examined it with great interest. He then led the way 
inside, and went over the whole building from basement to attic. Most of the rooms 
wae unfurnished, but none the less Holmes inspected them aQ minutely. Finally, 
on the top corridor, which ran outside three untenanted bedrooms, he again was 
seized with a spasm of merriment. 

"There are really some very unique features about this case, Watson,” said he. 
“I think it is time now that we took our friend Lestrade into our confidence. He has 
had his little smile at our expense, and perhaps we may do as much by him, if my 
reading of this problem proves to be correct. Yes, yes, I think I see how we should 
approach it.” 

The Scotland Yard inspector was still writing in the parlour when Holmes in- 
terrupted him. 

"I understood that you were writing a report of this case,” said he. 

“So I am." 

“Don’t you think it may be a little premature? I can’t help thinking that your 
evidence is not complete.” 

Lestrade knew my friend too well to disre^’ard his words. He laid down his pen 
and looked curiously at him. 

“What do you mean, Mr. Holmes?" 

“Only that there is an important witness whom you have not seen." 

“Can you produce him?” 

“I think I can.” 

“Then do so.” 

"I will do my best. How many constables have you?” 

"There are three within call.” 

"ExcdlentI” said Holmes. "May I ask if they are all large, able-bodied men with 
powerful voices?” 

"I have no doubt they are, though I fail to see what their voices have to do with 
it.” 

"Perhaps I can help you to see that and one or two other things as well,” said 
Holmes. "Kindly summon your men, and I will try.” 

Five minutes later, three policemen had aliembled in the hall. 

"In the outhouse you will find a consideiaUe quantity of straw,” said Holmes. 
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“I will ask you to cany in two bundles of it. I think it will be of the greatest assist- 
ance in producing the witness whom I require. Thank you very much. I bclie\'c you 
have some matches in your pocket, Watson. Now, Mr. L^trade, 1 will ask you all to 
accompany me to the top landing/’ 

As I have said, there was a broad corridor there, which ran outside three empty 
bedrooms. At one end of the corridor we were all marshalled by Sherlock Holmes, 
the constables grinning and Lestrade staring at my friend with amazement, expecta- 
tion, and derision chasing each other across his features. Holmes stood before us 
with the air of a conjurer who is performing a trick. 

"Would you kindly send one of your constables for two buckets of water? Put the 
straw on the floor here, free from the wall on either side. Now I think that we are 
all ^eady/’ 

Lestrade’s face had begun to grow red and angry. 

"I don’t know whether you are playing a game with us, Mr Sherlock Holmes,” 
said he. "If you know anything, you can surely say it without all this toiiitoolcr>'/’ 

"1 assure you, my good Lestrade, that 1 have an cxcJIcnt icason for every thing 
’hat I do. You may possibly remember that you chaffed me a little, some hours ago, 
when the sun seemed on your side of tlie hedge, so you must not grudge me a little 
pomp and ceremony now. Might I ask you, Watson, to open that window, and 
then to put a match to the edge of the straw?” 

I did $0, and driven by the draught, a coil of giay smoke swirled down the comdor. 
while the dry straw crackled and flamed. 

"Now we must sec if we can And this witness for you, Lestrade. Might I ask you 
all to join in the cry of 'Firel’? Now then; one* two, three — ” 

"Fuel” we all yelled, 

"Thank you. I will trouble you once again.” 

"Fuel” 

"Just once more, gentlemen, and all together.” 

"Fuel” ITie shout must have rung over Norwood 

It had hardly diexl away when an amazing thing happened. A door suddenly flew 
open out of what appeared to be solid wall at the end of the coindor, and a little 
wizened man darted out of it, like a rabbit out of it^ bu^^ow^ 

"Capital!” said Holmes, calmly. "Watson* a bucket of watei ovei the straw . That 
will do! Lestrade, allow' me to present you woth your principal missing witness, Mr 
Jonas Oldacre.” 

ITie detective stared at the newcomer wulh blank amazement. The latter was 
blinking in the bnght light of the corridor, and peering at us and at the smc-uldermc 
fare. It was an odious tace-crafty, vicious, malignant, with shifty, light-giay eyes 
and white lashes. 

"What’s this, then?” said Lestrade, at last. "What have you been doing all this 
time, eh?” 

Oldacre give an uneasy laugh, shrinking back from the furious red face of 
aiigiy detective. 

"I have done no harm.” 

"No harm? You have done your best to get an innocent man hanged If it vvavi’’’ 
for this gentleman here, I am not sure that you would not have succeeded 

The wi etched creature began to whimper 

"I am s\m . sir, it was only my practical joke ” 

"Ohl a ]Okc, wa.s it? You won’t find the laugh on vour side, I proinisf vou Tike 



him down, and keep him m the 8itting>to(Hn until I come. Mr. Holnies,’’ he contin- 
ued, when they had gone, *1 could not speak before the ocmstables, but I don’t mind 
saying, in the presence of Dt. Watam, tiut this is the Inig^test thing that yon have 
done yet, though it is a mystery me bow you did it Yon have saved an innocent 
man’s life, and you have prevented a very grave scandal, ndtich would have ruined 
my reputation in the Force.” 

Holmes smiled, and clapped Lestiade upon the shoulder. 

"Instead of being ruined, my good sir, you will find that your reputation has been 
enormously enhanced. Just make a few alterations in that report which you nrete 
writing, and they will understand how hard it is to throw dust in the eyes of Inspec- 
tor Lestrade.” 

"And you don’t want your name to appear?” 

"Not at all. The work is its own reward. Perhaps I shall get the credit also at 
some distant day, when I permit my aealous historian to lay out his foolscap once 
more-eh, Watson? Well, now, let us see where this rat has been ludiing.” 

A lalh-and-plaster partition had been run aaoss the passage six feet from the end, 
with a door cunningly concealed in it. It was lit within by slits under die eaves. A 
few articles of furniture and a supply of food and water were within, together with a 
number of books and papers. 

"There’s the advantage of being a buflder,” said Holmes, af we came out. "He was 
able to fix up his own little hiding-place without any confederate-save, of course, 
that precious housekeeper of his, whom I should lose no time in adding to your bag, 
Lestrade.” 

"I’ll take your advice. But how did you know of this place, Mr. Holmes?” 

"1 made up my mind that the fellow was in hiding in the house. When I paced 
one corridor and found it six feet shorter than the corresponding one below, it was 
pretty clear where he was. I thought he bad not the nerve to lie quiet before an 
alarm of fire. We could, of course, have gone in and taken him, but it amused me to 
make him reveal himself. Besides, I owed you a little mystification, Lestrade, for 
your chaff in the morning.” 

“W’ell, sir, you certainly got equal with me on that. But how in the wwld did you 
know that he was in the house at all?” 

“The thumb-mark, Lestrade. You said it was final; and so it was, in a very different 
sense. I knew it had not been there the oay before. I pay a good deal of attention 
to matters of detail, as you may have observed, and I had examined the hall, and 
was sure that the wall was clear. Therefore, it had been pot on during the ni^t.” 

“But how?” 

“Very simply. When those packets were sealed up, Jonas Oldacre got McFatlane 
to secure one of the seals by putting his thumb upon the soft wax. It would be done 
SO quickly and so naturally, that I daresay tbe young man himsdf has no recollection 
of it. Very likely it just so happened, and Oldacre had himsdf no notion of the use 
he would put it to. Brooding over the case in that den (rf his, it suddenly stmek him 
what absolutely damning evidence he could make against McFarlane by using that 
thumb-mark. It was the simplest thing in the world loi him to take a wax impression 
from the seal, to moisten it in as much blood as be could get from a pin-prick, artd 
to put the mark upon the wall during the night, either with his own hat^ or with 
that of his housekeeper. If you examine among those docnrrrents which he took with 
him into his retreat, I will lay you a wager that you find the seal with the thumb- 
mark upon it.” 



"Wonderfoir said Lestiade. ‘^ondeifuli It's all as dear as crystal, as you put it. 
But udnt is tlie object of this deqi dec^tion, Mr. Holmes?” 

It was Mniiring to me to see bow (be detective's overbearing maimer had changed 
suddenly to that of a diQd asking questiom (rf its teacher. 

"We^ I don't think that is very hard to explain. A very deep, malicious, vindic- 
tive person is the gentleman who is now waiting us downstairs. You know that he 
was once refused by McFarlane's mother? You don'tl I told you that you should go 
to Bhckheath first and Norwood afterwards. Wdl, this injury, as he would consider 
it, has rankled in his widced, scheming brain, and all his life he has longed for 
vengeance, but never seen his chance. During the last year or two, things have gone 
against him— secret speculation, I think— and he finds himsdf in a bad way. He 
determines to swindle his creditors, and for this puqiose he pays large checks to a 
certam Mr. Cornelius, who is, I imagine, himself under another name. I have not 
traced these checks yet, but I have no doubt that they were banked under that name 
at some provincial town where Oldacre from t,me to time led a double existence. 
He intended to change his name altogether, draw this money, and vanish, starting 
life again elsewhere.” 

“Well, that's likely enou^.” 

“It would strike him that in disappearing he might throw all pursuit off his track, 
and at the same time have an ample and crushing revenge upon his old sweetheart, 
if he could give the impression ^at he had been murdered by her only child. It 
was a masterpiece of villainy, and he carried it out like a master. The idea of the 
will, which would give an obvious motive for the crime, the secret visit unknown to 
his own parents, the retention of the sbck, the blood, and the animal remains and 
buttons in the wood-pile, all were admirable. It was a net from which it seemed to 
me, a few hours ago, that there was no possible escape. But he had not that supreme 
gift of the artist, the knowledge of when to stop. He wished to improve that which 
was already perfect— to draw the rope tighta yet round the neck of his unfortunate 
victim— and so he ruined all. Let us descend, Lestrade. There are just one or two 
questions that I would ask him.” 

The malignant creature was seated in his own parlour, with a policeman upon 
each side of him. 

"It was a joke, my good sir— a practical joke, nothing more,’’ he whined inces- 
santly. "I assure you, sir, that I simply concealed myself in order to sec the effect of 
my disappearance, and I am sure that you w'ould not be so un)ust as to imagine 
that I would have allowed any harm to befall poor young Mr. McF’arlaiie.” 

“That's for a jury to dedde,” said Lestiade “Anyhow, we shall have you on a 
charge of conspiracy, if not for attempted murder." 

"And you'll probably find that your creditors will impound the banking account 
of Mr. Cornelius,” said Holmes. 

The little man started, and turned his malignant eyes upon my friend. 

“I have to thank you for a good deal,” said he. “Perhaps I’ll pay my debt some day.” 

Holmes smiled indulgently. 

“1 fiincy that, for some few years, you will find your time very fully occupied,” 
said he. “By the way, what was it you put into the wood-pile besides your old trou- 
sers? A dead dog, or rabbits, or what? You won’t tell? Dear me, how very unkind of 
you! Well, well, I daresay that a couple of rabbits would account both for the blood 
and for the charted ashes. If ever you write an account, Watson, you can make 
abbits serve your turn.” 
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THE ADVENTURE OF THE DANCING MEN 


Holmes had been seated for some hoois in sflenoe with his long, thin back cuived 
over a chemical vessel in which he was brewing a paiticalatly malodorous product 
His head was sunk upon his breast end he looked from my point of view like a 
strange, lank bird, wi A dull gray plumage and a blade top-knot 

*^o, Watson,' said he, sudd^y, "Von do not propose to invest in South African 
securities?'’ 

I gave a start of astonishment Accustomed as I was to Hdmes's curious faculties, 
this sudden intrusion into my most intimate thoughts was utterly inexplicable. 

“How on earth do you know that?” I asked. 

He wheeled round upon his stool, widi a steaming test-tube in his hand, and 
a gleam of amusement in his deep^ eyes. 

“Now, Watson, confess yourself utterly taken aback," said he. 

a<f 

1 am. 

“1 ought to make you sign a paper to that effect.” 

“Why?" 

"Because in five minutes you will say that it is all so absurdly simjde." 

“I am sure that I shall say nothing of the kind." 

‘Tou see, my dear Watson”-he propped his test-tube in the rack, and began 
to lecture with the air of a professor addressing his class-“it is not tolly difficult 
to construct a series of inferences, each dependent upon its predecessor and och 
simple in itself. If, after doing so, one simply knocks out aU ffie central inferences 
and presents one’s audience with the starting-point and the conclusion, one nuy 
produce a startling, though possibly a meretricious, effect Now, it was not really 
difficult by an inspection of the groove between your left forefinger and thumb, to 
feel sure that you did not propose to invest your small capital in the gold fidds." 

“I see no cormection.” 

“Very likdy not but I can quickly show you a dose connection. Here ate tire 
missing links of the very simple chain: i. You had dialk between your left finger 
and thumb when you returned from the dub last night z. You put chalk there 
when you play billiatds, to steady the cue. 3. You never play billi^ except with 
Thurston. 4. You told me^ four weeks ago, that Thurston h^ an option on some 
South African property which would expire in a month, and which he desired you 
to share with him. 5. Your check book is lodced in my drawer, and you have not 
asked for the key. 6. You do not propose to invest your money in this manner." 

"How absurdly simplel" I cried. 

“Quite sol" said he, a little nettled. “Every problem becomes very childish when 
once it is eiqrlained to you. Here is an unexplained one. See what you can make 
of that, friend Watson." He tossed a sheet of paper upon the table, and turned 
once moK to his diemical analysis. 

1 looked with amazement at the absurd hieroglyphics upon the paper. 

“Why, Holmes, it is a child’s drawing,” I cried. 

“Oh, ^t’s your ideal” 

“What else should it be?” 
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'That is what Mr. Hilton Cubitt, of Riding Thorpe Manor, Norfolk, is vory 
anxious to know. This little conundrum came by the first post, and he was to follow 
by Ae next train. There's a ring at the bell, Watson. I should not be very much 
surprised if this were he.” 

A heavy step was heard upon the stairs, and an instant later there entered 
a tall, ruddy, clean-shaven gentleman, whose clear eyes and florid cheeks told of 
a life led hr from the fogs of Baker Street. He seemed to bring a whiff of his strong, 
fresh, bracing, east-coast air with him as he entered. Having shaken hands with 
each of us, he was about to sit down, when his eye rested upon the paper with the 
curious markings, which 1 had iust examined and left upon the table. 

“Well, Mr. Holmes, what do you make of these?" he cried. “They told me 
that you were fond of queer mysteries, and I don't think you can find a queerer 
one &an that. I sent the paper on ahead, so ffiat you might have time to study 
it before I came.” 

“It is certainly rather a curious producbon,” said Holmes. “At first sight it would 
appear to be some childish prank. It consists of a number of absurd little figures 
dancing across the paper upon which they are drawn. Why should you attribute 
any importance to so grotesque an object?" 

“I never should, Mr. Holmes. But my wife does. It is frightening her to death. 
She says nothing, but I can see terror in her eyes. That’s why I want to sift the 
matter to the bottom.” 

Holmes held up the paper so that the sunlight shone full upon it. It was a page 
tom from a notebook. The markings were done in pencil, and ran in this way: 
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Holmes examined it for some time, and then, folding it carefully up, he placed it 
in his pocketbook. 

“This promises to be a most interesting and unusual case,'’ said he. “You ga^e 
roc a few particulars in your letter, Mr. Hilton Cubitt, but I should be very much 
obliged if you would kindly go over it all again for the beneSt of my friend, Dr, 
Watson.” 

*Tm not much of a stor>'-teller,” said our visitor, nervously clasping and un- 
clasping his great, strong hands. “You'll just ask me anything that I don't make 
clear. Fll begin at the time of my marriage last year, but I want to say first of all 
that, though I’m not a rich man, my people have been at Riding Thorpe for a 
matter of five centuries, and there is no better known family in the County of 
Norfolk. Last year 1 came up to London f<^ the Jubilee, and I stopped at a board< 
inghouse in Russell Square, because Parker, the vicar of our parish, was staying m 
it. There was an American young lady thcre-Patrick was the name-Elsie Patrick. 
In some way we became friends, until before my month was up I was as much in 
love as man could be. We were quietly married at a registry office, and we returned 
to Norfolk a wedded couple. You'll think it very mad, Mr. Holmes, that a man of 
a good old family should marry a wife in this fashion, knowing nothing of her past 
or of her people, but if you saw hfcr and knew her, it would help you to understand. 

“She was very straight about it, was Elsi6. I can't say that she did not give me 
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eveiy chance of getting out of it if I wished to do so. *I have had some verjr disagree- 
able associations in my life,’ said she, 'I wish to feiget all about tihan. I wookl 
rather never allude to the past, for it is very painful to me. If you take m^ Hilton, 
you will take a woman who has nothing diat she need be personally ashmed o^ 
but you will have to be content with my word for it, and to allow me to be sflerrt as 
to all that passed up to the time when I became yours. If tihese conditions are too 
hard, then go back to Nmfolk, and leave me to the lonely life in whidi yon found 
me.’ It was only the day before our wedding that she said those very words to me. 
I told her that I was content to take her on her own terms, and I have been as good 
as my word. 

“Well, we have been married now for a year, and very happy we have been. But 
about a month ago, at the end of June, I saw for the first time signs of trouble. One 
day my wife received a letter from America. I saw the American stamp. She turned 
deadly white, read the letter, and threw it into the fire. She made no allnsioo to it 
afterwards, and I made none, for a promise is a promise, but she has never known 
an easy hour from that moment. There is always a look of fear upon her fece>u look 
as if she were waiting and expecting. She would do better to trust me. She would 
find that I was her best friend. But until she speaks, I can say nothing. Mind you, 
she Is a truthful woman, Mr. Holmes, and whatever trouble there may hove been 
in ha past life it has been no fault of hers. I am only a simple Norfolk squire, but 
there is not a man in England who ranks his family honour more highly than I do. 
She knows it well, and she knew it well before the married me. She would neva 
bring any stain upon it— of that I am sure. 

“Well, now 1 come to the quea part of my story. About a week ago-it was the 
Tuesday of last week— I found on one of the window-sills a number of absurd little 
dancing figures like these upon the papa. They wae scrawled with chalk. I thought 
that it was the stable-boy who had drawn them, but the lad swore he knew nothing 
about it. Anyhow, they had come thae during the night. I had them washed out, 
and I only mentioned the matta to my wife afterwards. To my surprise; she took 
it very' seriously, and begged me if any more came to let ha see them. None did 
come for a week, and then yesterday morning I found this papa lying on the sun- 
dial in the garden. I showed it to Elsie, and down she dropp^ in a dead faint Since 
then she has looked like a woman in a dream, half daz^ and witii terror always 
lurking in ha eyes. It was then that I wrote and sent the papa to you, Mr. Hdmes. 
It was not a thing that I could take to the police, for they would have lauj^bed at 
me, but you will tell me what to do. I am not a rich man, W if there is any danga 
threatening my little woman, 1 would spend my last coppa to shield ha.” 

He was a fine creature; this man of the old English sofl— simple, straight, and 
gentle, with his great, earnest blue eyes and broad, comdy fece. His love for bis 
wife and bis trust in ha shone in his features. Holmes had listened to his story 
with the utmost attention, and now he sat for some time in silent thou^t. 

“Don’t you think, Mr. Cubitt,” said he; at last, “that your best plan would be to 
make a direct appeal to your wife, and to ask her to share ha secret with you?’’ 

Hilton Cubitt shook his massive head. 

“A promise is a promise, Mr. Holmes. If Elsie wished to tell me shw would. If 
not, it is not for me to force ha confidence. But I am justified in taking my own 
line— and I wfll.” 

“Then I will help you with all my heart. In the first place, have yon heard of 
any strangers being seen in your neighbourhood?” 
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"No." 

"1 presume that it b a very quiet place. Any ftedi tee would cause comment?" 

"In tlie immediate neifllibourhood, yes. But we have several small watering- 
[daces not very far away. And die farmers take in lodgers." 

"These hiero^yphics have evidently a meaning. If it b a puidy arbitrary one, it 
may be impossible for ns to solve it. If, on the odier hand, it b systematic, I have 
no doubt tint we shall get to the bottom of it But thb particular sample b so short 
that I can do nothing, and the tets v^iich you have brought me are so indefinite 
that we have no basb for an investigaticm. I would suggest that you retiun to Nor- 
fcdk, drat you keep a keen lookout, and that you take an exact copy of any fresh 
dancing men which may appear. It b a thousand pities that we have not a reproduc- 
tion of those which were done in chalk upon die windowsill. Make a discreet 
inquiry also as to any strangers in the neighbourhood. When you have collected 
some hesb evidence, come to me again. That is the best advice which I can give 
you, Mr. Hilton Cubitt If there are any pressing fresh devdopments, I shall be 
always ready to run down and see you in your Norfolk home." 

The interview left Sherlock Holmes very thoughtful, and several times in the 
next few days I saw him take hb slip of paper from hb notebook and look long 
and earnestly at the curious figures inscribe upon it. He made no allusion to the 
affab, however, until one afternoon a fortnight or so later. I was going out when 
he cdled me back. 

"Yon had better stay here, Watsmi.” 

"Why?" 

"Because I had a wire from Hilton Cubitt thb morning. You remember Hilton 
Cubitt, of the dancing men? He was to teach Liverpool Street at one-twenty. He 
may be here at any moment. I gather from hb wire that there have been some new 
incidents of importance.” 

We had not long to wait, for out Norfolk squire came straight from the station 
as fast as a hansom could bring him. He was looking worried and depressed, with 
dred eyes and a lined forehead. 

"It’s getting on my nerves, thb business, Mr. Holmes,” said he, as he sank, like 
a wearied man, into an armchair. "It’s bad enough to feel that you are surrounded 
by unseen, unknown folk, who have some kind of design upon you, but when, in 
addition to that, you know that it b just killing your nife by inches, then it becomes 
as much as flesh and blood can endure. She’s wearing away under it— just wearing 
away before my eyes.” 

“Has she said anything yet?” 

"No, Mr. Holmes, she has not And yet there have been times when the poor 
girl has wanted to speak, and yet could not quite bring herself to take the plunge. 
I have tried to help her, but I daresay I did it clumsily, and scared her tern it. 
She has spoken abwt my old famfly, and our reputation in the county, and our 
pride in our unsullied honour, and I always fdt it was leading to the point, but 
somdiow it turned oS before we got there.” 

“But you have found out something for yourself?” 

"A good deal, Mr. Holmes. I have seve^ fresh dancing-men pictures for you 
to examine, and, what b more important, I have seen the Mlow.” 

"What, the man who draws them?" 

“Yes, I saw him at hb work. But I will tell you everything in mder. When 1 
got back after my vbit to you, the very first thmg I saw next morning was a fresh 
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crop of dandng men. Tliejr had be»t drawn in chalk upon the black wooden door 
of the tool-house^ ndiich stands bende the lawn in full view of the front windows. 

I took an exact cc^y, and here it is.” He unfolded a paper and laid it upon the table. 
Here is a copy of the hieroglyphics: 

‘‘Excellent!" said Holmes. “Excellent! Pray continue." 

‘‘When I had taken the copy, I nibbed out the marks, but, two mornings later, 
a fresh inscription had appeared. I have a copy of it here": 

Holmes rubbed his hands and chuckled with delight. 

“Our material is rapidly accumulating,” said he. 

“Three days later a message was left scrawled upon paper, and placed under a 
pebble upon the sundial. Here it is. The characters are, as you see, exactly the same 
as the last one. After that I determined to lie in wait, so I got out my revolver and 
I sat up m my study, which overlooks the lawn and garden. About two in the 
morning I was seat^ by the window, all being dark save for the moonlight 
outside, when I heard steps behind me, and there was my wife in her dressing- 
gown. She implored me to come to bed. I told her frankly that I wished to see who 
it was who played such absurd tncks upon us. She answered that it was some sense- 
less practical joke, and that I should not take any notice of it. 

“ Tf it really annoys you, Hilton, we might go and travel, you and 1, and so avoid 
this nuisance.’ 

“ ‘What, be driven out of our own house by a practical joker?’ said I. ‘Why, 
we should have the whole county laughing at us.’ 

“ ‘Well, come to bed,’ said she, ‘and we can discuss it in the morning.’ 

“Suddenly, as she spoke, I saw her white face grow whitei yet in the moonlight, 
and her hand tightened upon my shoulder. Something was moving in the shadow 
of the tool-house. I saw a dark, creeping figure which crawled round the comer and 
squatted in front of the door. Seizing my pistol, I was rushing out, when my wife 
threw her arms round me and held me with convulsive strength. I tried to throw 
her off, but she clung to me most desperately At last I got clear, but by the fj™® ^ 
had opened the door and reached the house the creature was gone. He had left 
a trace of his presence, however, for there on the door was the v^ same anang^ 
ment of dancing men which had already twice appeared, and which I have copied 
on that paper. There was no other sign of the fellow anywhere, the ugh I ran all 
over the grounds. And yet the amazing thing is that he must have been there ^ 
the time, for when I examined the door again in the morning, he had scrawled 
some more of his pictures under the line which I had already seen. 

“Have you that fresh drawfing?” 

“Yes, it is very short, but I made a copy of it, and here it is.” 

Again he produced a paper. The new dance was in this form; 

mxT' 

“Tell me,” said Holmes-and I could see by his eyes that he was much excited- 
“was this a mere addition to the first or did it appear to be entirely separate?” 

“It was on a different panel of the door.”* 
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‘^cdlentl This is far the most important of all for our purpose. It fills me witti 
hopes. Now, Mr. Hilton Cubitt, please continue your most interesting statement." 

"I have nothing more to say, Mr. Holmes, except that I was angry with my wife 
that night for having held me back when I might have caught the skulking rascal. 
She said that she feared that I might come to harm. For an instant it had crossed 
my mind that perhaps what she really feared was that he might come to harm, 
for I could not doubt that she knew who this man was, and what he meant by these 
strange sigiuls. But there is a tone in my wife's voice, Mr. Holmes, and a look in 
her eyes which forbid doubt, and I am sore that it was indeed my own safety that 
was in her mind. There’s the whole case, and now 1 want your advice as to what 1 
ought to do. My own inclination is to put half a dozen of my farm lads m the shrub- 
bery, and when this fellow comes again to give him such a hiding that he will leave 
us in peace for the future." 

"I fear it is too deep a case for such simple remedies," said Holmes. “How long 
can you stay in London?” 

“I must go back to<lay. 1 would not leave my wife alone all night for anything. 
She is very nervous, and begged me to come back." 

”1 daresay you are right. But if you could have stopped, I might possibly have 
been .ihie to return witih yon in a day or two. MeanwhOe you will leave me these 
p.ipri .'lod I think that it is very likely that I shall be able to pay you a visit shortly 
nnd ‘ throw some light upon your case.” 

i'lr.jrlock Holmes preserved his calm professional manner untfl our visitor had 
left us, although it was easy for me, who knew him so well, to see that be was pro- 
foundly excite. The moment that Hilton Cubitt’s broad back had disappeared 
through the door my comrade rushed to the table, laid out aU the slips of paper con- 
taining dancing men in front of him, and threw himself into an intricate and elabo- 
rate calculation. For two hours 1 i^atched him as he covered sheet after sheet of 
paper with figures and letters, so completely absorbed in his task that he had evi- 
dently forgotten my presence. Sometimes he was making progress and whistled 
and sang at his work; sometimes he was puzzled, and would sit for long spells with 
a farrowed brow and a vacant eye. Finally he sprang from bis chair with a cry of 
satisfaction, and walked up and down the room rubbing his hands together. Then 
he wrote a long tdegram upon a cable form. “If my answer to this is as I hope, 
you will have a very pretty case to add to your collectiou, Watson," said he. "I 
expect that we shaU be able to go down to Norfolk to-morrow, and to take our 
friend some very definite news as to the secret of his annoyance." 

I confess diat I was filled with cariosity, but I was aware diat Holmes liked to 
make bis disclosures at his own time and in bis own way, so I waited until it should 
suit him to take me into his confidence. 

But there was a delay in that answering telegram, and two days of impatience 
followed, during which Holmes pricked up his ears at every ring of the bell. On the 
evening of the second tihere came a letter from Hilton Cubitt. All was quiet with 
him, save that a long inscription had appeared that morning upon the p^estal of 
the sundial. He inclosed a copy of it, which is here reproduced: 



Holines beot over this grotesque frieze for some minute^ and then suddenly 
sprang to his feet with an ezdamation of surprise and dismay. His fe w ? was haggard 
with anxiety. 

**We have let this a£foir go far enou^** said he. "Is there a train to Notdi 
Walsham faMii^tT” 

I turned up ^ time-taUe. *1116 last had just gone. 

"Then we shall breakfast early and take the very first in the morning,” said 
Hdmes. "Our presence is most urgently needed. Ahl here is our expected Gablc> 
gram. One moment, Mrs. Hudson, there may be an answer. No^ that is quite as 
I expected. This message makes it even more essential that we should not Iok an 
hour in letting Hilton Cubitt know how matten stand, for it is a singular and a 
dangerous web in whidi our simple Notfdk squire is entan^ed.” 

So^ indeed, it proved, and as I come to the d^ condusion of a st(»y which had 
seemed to me to be only childish and bizarre, I experience once again the dismay 
and honor with which I was filled. Would that I had some brighter ending to 
communicate to my readers, but these are the chronides of fact, and I most follow 
to their dark crisis the strange chain of events which for some days made Riding 
Thorpe Manor a housdidd word tiirough the length and breadth of England. 

We had hardly alighted at North Walsham, and mentioned the name our 
destination, when die stationmaster hurried towards us. 'T suppose that you are die 
detectives torn Londrm?” said he. 

A look of annoyance passed over Holmes’s face. 

“What makes you think such a thing?” 

“Because Inspector Martin from Norwich has just passed through. But maybe 
you are the surgeons. She’s not dead-or wasn’t by last accounts. You may be in 
time to save her yet— though it be for the gallows.” 

Hohnes’s brow was dark with anxiety. 

“We are going to Riding Thorpe Manor,” said b^ “but we have heard nothing 
of what has passed there.” 

“It’s a terrible business,” said the stationmaster. “They are shot, both Mr. Hilton 
Cubitt and his wife. She shot him and then herself— so the servants say. He’s dead 
and her life is despaired of. Dear, dear, one of the oldest families in the county of 
Norfolk, and one of the most honoured.” 

Without a word Holmes hurried to a carriage, and during the long seven miles’ 
drive he never opened his mouth. Seldom have 1 seen him so utterly despondent He 
had been uneasy during all our journey from town, and I had observed that he had 
turned over the morning papers with anxious attention, but now this sodden reali- 
zation of his wont fean left him in a blank melancholy. He leaned back in his seat 
lost in gloomy speculation. Yet there was much around to interest us, for we were 
passing through as singular a countryside as any in England, whoe a few scattered 
cottages represented the population of to-day, whOe on every hand enormou; 
square-towered churches brisded up from the flat green landscape and told of the 
glory and prosperity of old East Anglia. At last the violet rim of the German Ocea.) 
appeared over die green edge of die Norfolk coast, and the driver pointed with hi.? 
whip to two old brick and timber gables which projected from a grove of trees. 
“That’s Riding Thorpe Manor,” said ne. 

As we drove op to the porticoed front door, I observed in front of it, beside the 
tennis lawn, the blade tool-house and the pedestalled sundial with which we had 
sqch strange associations. A dapper litde man, with a quick, alert manner and a 
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wnied moustadie, had just descended from a high dog-cait He introdnoed himself 
as Inspector Martoi, of tiie Norfolk Constabulary, and he was considerably aston- 
ished when he heard the luune of my cmnpanion. 

*'Why, Mr. Hdmes, the crime was only committed at three this morning. How 
coold you hear of it m London and get to the spot as soon as I?” 

"I anticipated it I came in ttie hope of preventing it" 

*Then yon must have important evidence, of which we are ignorant for they 
were said to be a most united couple." 

"I have only the evidence of the dancing men,” said Hdmes. will explain the 
matter to you later. Meanwhile, since it is too late to prevent this trage^, I am 
very anxioas that I should use the knowledge which I possess in order to insure 
that fustice be done. Will you associate me hr your investigation, or will you prefer 
that I should act independently?” 

”I drould be proud to fed that we were acting together, Mr. Holmes,” said 
the inspector, earnestly. 

”In tiiat case I should be gilad to hear the evidence and to examine the premises 
without an instant of unnecessary delay.” 

Inspector Martin had die good sense to allow my friend to do things in his own 
fashion, and contented himself with carefully noting the results. The local surgeon, 
an (dd, uhitehaired man, had just come down from Mrs. Hilton Cubitf s room, 
and he r epor t ed that her injuries were serious, but not necessarily ibtal. The bullet 
had passed tibrou^ the front of her brain, and it would probably be some time 
before she could regain amsdousness. On die question of whether she had been 
shot or had shot herself, he would not venture to express any decided opinion. 
Certainly the bullet had been discharged at very dose quartets. There was only the 
one pistd found in the room, two barrels of which had been emptied. Mr. Hilton 
Cubitt had been shot throu^ the heart. It was equally conceivable that he had 
shot her and then himsdf, or that she had been the criminal, for the revolver lay 
upon the floor midway be^een them. 

"Has he been moved?” asked Holmes. 

”We have moved nothing except the lady. We could not leave her lying wounded 
upon die floor.” 

"How long have you been here. Doctor?” 

"Since four o’do^” 

"Anyone ds^ 

"Yes, die constable here.” 

"And you have toudied nothing?” 

"Nothing.” 

"You have acted with great discretion. Who sent for you?” 

*The housenoaid, Saunders.” 

"Was it the who gave the alarm?” 

"She and Mis. IQng; the co<dL” 

"Where are they now?” 

'In die kitdien, I bdieve.” 

"Then I think we had better hear their stwy at once.” 

The old haQ, oak-pandled and higb'Windowed, had been turned into a court 
of investigation. Hohiies sat in a great, dd-foshioned chair, his inexmable eyes 
deeming out of his haggard face. I could read in them a set purpose to devote his 
life to ^ quest until die client whom he had failed to save should at last be 
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avenged. The trim Inspector Martin, the old> gray-headed country doctor, mysell, 
and a stolid village policeman made up the rest of that strange company. 

The two women told their stoiy clearly enough. They had been aroused firom 
their sleep by the sound of an explosion, which had been followed a minute later 
by a second one. They slept in adjoining rooms, and Mrs. King had rushed in to 
Saunders. Together they hdd descended the stairs. The door of the study was open, 
and a candle was burning upon the table. Their master lay upon his face in the 
centre of the room. He was quite dead. Near the window his wife was crouching, 
her head leaning against the wall. She was horribly wounded, and the side of her 
face was red with blood. She breathed heavily, but was incapable of saying anything. 
The passage, as well as the room, was full of smoke and the smell of powder. The 
window was certainly shut and fastened upon the inside. Both women were positive 
upon the point. They had at once sent for the doctor and for the constable. Then, 
with the aid of the groom and the stable-boy, they had conveyed their injured mis- 
tress to her room. Both she and her husband had occupied the bed. She was clad 
in her dress— he in his dressing-gown, over his night-clothes. Nothing had been 
moved in the study. So far as they knew, there had never been any quarrel between 
husband and wife. They had always looked upon them as a very united couple. 

These were the main points of the servants" evidence. In answer to Inspector 
Martin, they were clear that every door was fastened upon the inside^ and diat no 
one could have escaped from the house. In answer to Holmes, they both remem- 
bered that they were conscious of the smell of powder from the moment that they 
ran out of their rooms upon the top floor. “I commend that fact very carefully to 
your attention,” said Holmes to his professional colleague. ‘‘And now I think that 
we are in a position to undertake a thorough examination of the room."" 

The study proved to be a small chamber, lined on three sides with books, and 
with a writing-table facing an ordinary window, which looked out upon the garden. 
Our first attention was given to the body of the unfortunate squire, whose huge 
frame lay stretched across the room. His disordered dress showed that he had been 
hastily aroused from sleep. The bullet had been fired at him from the front, and had 
remained in his body, after penetrating the heart. His death had certainly been 
instantaneous and painless. There was no powder-marking either upon his dressing- 
gown or on his hands. According to the c< untry surgeon, the lady had stains upon 
her face, but none upon her hand. 

''The absence of the latter means nothing, though its presence may mean every- 
thing,” said Holmes. "Unless the powder from a badly fitting cartridge happens to 
spurt backward, one may fire many shots without leaving a sign. I would suggest 
that Mr. Cubitt’s body may now be removed, I suppose, Doctor, you have not re- 
covered the bullet which wounded the lady?" 

"A serious operation will be necessary b^re that can be done. But there are still 
four cartridges in the revolver. Two have been fired and two wounds inflicted, so 
that each bullet can be accounted for." 

"So it would seem," said Holmes. "Perhaps you can account also for the buflet 
which has so obviously struck the edge of the window?" 

He had turned suddenly, and his long, thin finger was pointing to a hole which 
had been drilled right through the lower window-sash, about an inch above the 
bottom. 

"By Georgel" cried the inspector. "How ever did you sec that?" 

"Because I looked for it.” 



'"Wondcrfuir* said the country doctor. “You are certainly right, sir* Then a 
third shot has been fired, and therefore a third person must have been present. But 
who could that have been, and how could he have got away?” 

”That is the problem which we are now about to solve,” said Sherlock Holmes. 
Tou remember. Inspector Martin, when the servants said that on leaving their 
room they were at once conscious of a smell of powder, I remarked that the point 
was an extremely important one?** 

“Yes, sir; but I confess I did not quite follow you.” 

“It suggested that at the time of the firing, the window as well as the door of 
the room had been open. Otherwise the fumes of powder could not have been 
blown so rapidly through the house. A draught in the room was necessary for that. 
Both door and window were only open for a very short time, however.” 

“How do you prove that?” 

“Because the candle was not guttered.” 

“Capitall” cried the inspector. “Capital!” 

“Feeling sure that the window had been open at the time of the tragedy, I 
conceived that there might have been a third person in the affair, who stood outside 
this opening and fired through it. Any shot directed at this person might hit the 
sash. I looked, and there, sure enough, was the bullet mark!” 

“But how came the window to be shut and fastened?” 

“The woman^s first instinct would be to shut and fasten the window. But, halloa! 
what is this?” 

It was a lady's hand-bag which stood upon the study table-a trim little hand- 
bag of crocodile-skin and silver. Holmes opened it and turned the contents out. 
There were twenty fifty-pound notes of the Bank of England, held together by an 
india-rubber band— nothing else, 

“This must be preserved, for it will figure in the trial,” said Holmes, as he 
handed the bag with its contents to the inspector. “It is now necessary that we 
should try to throw some light upon this third bullet, which has clearly, from the 
splintering of the wood, been fired from inside the room. 1 should like to see Mrs. 
King, the cook, again. You said, Mrs, King, that you were awakened by a loud ex- 
plosion. When you said that, did you mean that it seemed to you to be louder than 
the second one?” 

“Well, sir, it wakened me from my sleep, so it is hard to judge. But it did seem 
very loud.” 

“You don't think that it might have been two shots fired almost at the same 
instant?” 

“I am sure I couldn't say, sir.” 

“I believe that it was undoubtedly so. I rather think. Inspector Martin, that we 
have now exhausted all that this room can teach us. If you will kindly step round 
with me, we shall see what fresh evidence the garden has to offer.” 

A flower-bed extended up to the study window, and we all broke into an exclama- 
tion as we approached it. The flowers were trampled down, and the soft soil was 
imprinted all over with footmarks. Large, masculine feet they were, with peculiarly 
long, sharp toes. Holmes hunted about among the grass and leaves like a retriever 
after a wounded bird. Then, with a cry of satisfaction, he bent forward and picked 
up a little brazen cylinder. 

“I thought so,” said he; “the rcvolvci had an cicctoi, and here is the third car- 
tridge. I really think, Inspector Martin, that our case is almost complete.” 
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The country inspector’s face had shown his intense amazement at the rapid and 
masterful progress of Holmes’s investigation. At first he had shown some disposi- 
tion to assert his own position, but now he was overcome with admiration, and 
ready to follow without question wherever Holmes led. 

“Whom do you suspect?’’ he asked. 

“I’ll go into that later. There are several points in this problem which I have 
not been able to explain to you yet. Now that I have got so far, I had best proceed 
on my own lines, and then clear the whole matter up once and for all.’’ 

“Just as you wish, Mr. Holmes, so long as we get our man.’’ 

“I have no desire to make mysteries, but it is impossible at the moment of action 
to enter into long and complex explanations. I have the threads of this affair all 
in my hand. Even if this lady should never recover consciousness, we can still re- 
construct the events of last night, and insure that justice be done. First of all, I 
wish to know whether there is any inn in this neighbourhood known as 'Elrige’s’?” 

The servants were cross-questioned, but none of them had heard of such a place. 
The stable-boy threw a light upon the matter by remembering that a farmer of 
that name lived some miles off, in the direction of East Ruston. 

“Is it a lonely farm?’’ 

“Very lonely, sir." 

“Perhaps they have not heard yet of all that' happened here during the night?" 

“Maybe not, sir.” 

Holmes thought for a little, and then a curious smile played over his face. 

“Saddle a horse, my lad,” said he. “I shall wish you to take a note to Elrige^s 
Farm.” 

He took from his pocket the various slips of the dancing men. With these in 
front of him, he worked for some time at the study-table. Fitully be banded a note 
to the boy, with directions to put it into the hands of tiie person to whom it was 
addressed, and especially to answer no questions of any sort which might be pot to 
him. I saw the outside of the note, addressed in straggling, irregular characters, very 
unlike Holmes’s usual precise hand. It was consigned to Mr. Abe Slaney, Eltige’s 
Farm, East Ruston, Norfolk. 

“I think. Inspector,” Holmes remarked, “that you would do well to tdegraph for 
an escOTt, as, if my calculations prove to be correct, you may have a partkolarly 
dangerous prisoner to convey to the county jaD. The boy who takes this note could 
no doubt forward your telegram. If diere is an afternoon train to town, Watson, 1 
think we should do well to take it, as I have a chemical analysis of some interest to 
finish, and fois investigation draws rapidly to a dose.” 

When the youtii bad been dispatched with the note, Sherlock Hdmes gave his 
instructions to the servants. If any visitor were to call asking for Mrs. Hiltoa Cubitt; 
no information should be given as to her condition, but he was to be shown at once 
into the drawing-room. He impressed these pmnts upon them with the utmost 
earnestness. Finally he led the way into the drawing-room, witii the remark that 
the business was now out of our hmds, and that we must while away Uie time as 
best we might until we could see what was in store for us. The doctor had departed 
to his patients, and only the inspector and myself remained. 

“I tUnk that I can help you to pass an hour in an interesting and profitable man- 
ner,” said Holmes, drawing his chair up to the table, and spreading out in front of 
him the various papers upon which were recorded the antics of the dancing men. 
“As to you, friend Watson, I owe you every atonement for having allowed your 



natuial curiosity to remain so long nnsatis&ed. To you. Inspector, die whole inci> 
dent may ^ipeal as a remaricable professional study. I must tdl you, first of all, the 
interesting circumstances connected with the previous consultations which Mr. 
Hilton Cubitt has had with me in Baker Street.” He then shortly recapitulated the 
facts which have already been recorded. “I have here in front of me these singular 
productions, at which one might smile, had they not proved themselves to be tiie 
forerunners (rf so terrible a tragedy. I am fairly familiar with all forms of secret 
writings, and am mysdf the author of a trifling monograph upon the subject, in 
whidi I analyze one hundred and sixty separate ciphers, but I confess that this is 
eotiidy new to me. The object of those who invented the system has apparenriy 
been to conceal that these characters convey a message, and to give the idea that 
they are the mere random sketches of child^. 

“Having mice recognized, however, that the symbols stood for letters, and having 
applied tiie rules which guide us in all forms of secret writings, the solution was 
easy enough. The first message submitted to me was so short that it was impossible 

for me to do more than to say, with some confidence, that the sypibol ^ stood 

for E. As you are aware, E is the most common letter in the English alphabet, and 
it predominates to so nurked an extent that even in a short sentence one would 
expect to find it most often. Out of fifteen symbols in the first message, four were 
the same, so it was reasonable to set riiis down as E. It is true that in smne cases the 
figure was bearing a flag, and in some cases not, but it was probable, from the way in 
which the flags were distributed, that they were used to break the sentence up into 

words. 1 accepted this as a hypothesis, and noted that E was represented by ^ 

“But now came the real difficulty of the inquiry. The orda of the English letters 
after E is by no means wdl marked, and any preponderance which may be shown 
in an average of a printed sheet may be^reversed in a single short sentence. Sfieaking 
roughly, T, A, O, I, N, S, H, R, D, and L are the numerical order in which letters 
occur; but T, A, O, and 1 are very nearly abreast of each other, and it would be an 
endless task to try each combiiution until a meaning was arrived at. I therefore 
waited for fresh material. In my second interview with Mr. Hilton Cubitt he was 
able to give me two other short sentences and one message, which appeared— since 
there was no flag-to be a single word. Here are the symbols. Now, in the single 
word I have already got the two E’s coming second and fourth in a word of five 
letters. It might be 'sever,' or 'lever,' or 'never.' Thae can be no question that the 
latter as a reply to an appeal is far the most probable, and the circumstances pointed 
to its being a reply written by the lady. Accepting it as correct, we are now able to 

say that the symbols sfaQd respectivdy for N, V, and R. 

“Even now I was in considerable difficulty, but a happy thought put me in pos- 
session of several oAer letters. It occurred to me that if these app^ came, as I 
expected, fnm someone who had been intimate with the lady in her early life, a 
combination which contained two E's with three letters between might very wdl 
stand for the name 'ELSIE.' On examination 1 found that such a combination 
formed the termination of the message which was three times rqieated. It was cer- 
tainly some aiqieal to 'Elsie.' In ttiis way I had got my L, S, and I. But what appeal 
could it be? There were only four letters in the word which preceded 'Elsie,' and it 
ended in E. Surdy the word must be 'CX>ME.' I tried all offier four letters ending 
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in E, but could find none to fit the case. So now I was in possession pi C, O, and 
M, and I was in a position to attack the first message once more, dicing it into 
words and putting dots for each symbol which was still unknown. So treated, it 
worked out in this fashion: 


M . ERE . . E SL . NE. 

“Now the first letter can only be A, which is a most useful discovery, since it 
occun no fewer than three times in this short sentence, and the H is also apparent 
in the second word. Now it becomes: 

AM HERE A . E SLANE. 

Or, filling in the obvious vacancies in the name: 

AM HERE ABE SLANEY. 

I had so many letters now that 1 could proceed with considerable confidence to the 
second message, which worked out in this fashion: 

A . ELRI . ES. 

Here I could only make sense by putting T and G for the missing letters, and sup- 
posing tiiat the name was that of some house or inn at which the writer was staying.” 

Inspector Martin and I had listened with the utmost interest to the full and clear 
account of how my friend had produced resulte which had led to so complete a 
command over our difficulties. 

“What did you do then, sir?” asked the inspector. 

“I had every reason to suppose that this Abe Slaney was an American, since Abe 
is an American contraction, and since a letter from America had been the starting- 
point of all the trouble. I had also every cause to think that there was some criminal 
secret in the matter. The lady’s allusions to her past, and ha refusal to take her hus- 
band into her confidence, both pointed in that direction. I therefore cabled to my 
friend, Wilson Hargreave, of the New York Police Bureau, who has more than once 
made use of my knowledge of London crime. I asked him whether the name of 
Abe Slaney was known to him. Here is his reply: ‘The most dangerous crook in 
Chicago.’ On the very evening upon which 1 had his answer, Hilton Cubitt sent 
me the last message from Slaney. Working with known letters, it took this form: 

ELSIE . RE . ARE TO MEET THY GO. 

The addition of a P and a D completed a message which showed me that the rascal 
was proceeding from persuasion to threats, and my knowledge of the crooks of 
Chicago prepared me to find that he might very rapidly put his words into action. I 
at once came to Norfolk with my friend and colleague. Dr. Watson, but, unhappily, 
only in time to find that the worst had already occurred.” 

“It is a privilege to be associated with you in the handling of a case,” said the 
inspector, warmly. “You will accuse me, however, if 1 speak frankly to you. You are 
only answerable to youtsdf, but I have to answer to my superiors. If this Abe Slaney, 
living at EStige’s, is indeed the murderer, and if he has made his escape while I am 
seated here, 1 should certainly get into serious trouble.” 

“You nerf not be uneasy. He will not try to escape.” 

“How do you know?” 

“To fly would be a confession of guilt.”- 
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*Thai let ns go to anest him.” 

*1 espect him here every instant” 

”Bnt should he come?” 

"Because I have written and asked him.” 

"But this is incredible, Mr. Holmes! Why should he come because you have 
asked him? Would not such a request ratiier rouse his suspicions and cause him to 

ayr 

"I think I have known how to frame the letter,” said Sherlock Holmes. "In fact 
if I am not very much mistaken, here is the gentleman himself coming up the 
drive.” 

A mar. was striding up the path which led to the door. He was a taU, handsome, 
swarthy fellow, clad in a suit of gray Hannd, with a Panama hat a bristling black 
beard, and a great aggressive hooked nose, and flourishing a cane as he walked. He 
swaggered up the path as if the place belonged to him, and we heard his loud, con- 
fident peal at the bdl. 

"I diink, gentlemen,” said Holmes, quietly, "that we had best take up our posi- 
tion behind the door. Every precaution is necessary when dealing with such a fellow. 
You will need your handcuffs. Inspector. You can leave the talking to me.” 

We waited in silence for a minute-one of those minutes which one can never 
forget. Then the door opened and the man stepped in. In an instant Holmes 
clapped a pistol to his head, and Martin slipped the handcuffs over his wrists. It 
was all done so swiftly and deftly that the fellow was helpless before he knew that he 
was attacked. He glared from one to the other of us with a pair of blazing black eyes. 
Then he burst into a bitter laugh. 

"Wdl, gentlemen, you have the drop on me this time. I seem to have knocked up 
against something hard. But I came here in answer to a letter from Mrs. Hilton 
Cubitt. Don’t tdl me that she is in this? Don’t tdl me that she helped to set a trap 
for me?” 

"Mn. Hilton Cubitt was seriously injured, and is at death’s door.” 

The man gave a hoarse cry of gnef, which rang through the house. 

"You’re crazy!” he cried, fiercely. "It was he that was hurt, not she. Who would 
have hurt little Elsie? I may have ^reatened her— God forgive me!— but I would not 
have touched a hair of her pretty head. Take it back— you! Say that she is not hurt!” 

"She was found, badly wounded, by the side of her dead husband.” 

He sank with a deqi groan on to the settee, and buried his face in his manacled 
hands. For five minutes he was sflent. Then he raised his face once more, and spoke 
with the cold composure of despair. 

"I have nothing to hide from you, gentlemen,” said he. "If I shot the man he had 
his shot at me, and there's no murder in that. But if you think I could have hurt 
that woman, then you don’t know either me or her. I tell you, there was never a 
man in this world loved a woman more than I loved her. I had a nght to her. She 
was pledged to me yean ago. Who was this Englishman that he should come be- 
tween us? I te^l you that I had the first right to her, and that I was only claiming 
my own.” 

"She broke away from your influence when she found the man that you are,” 
said Holmes, sternly. "She fled from America to avoid you, and she married an hon- 
ourable gentleman in England. You dogged her and followed her and made her life 
a misery to her, in order to induce her to abandon the husband whom she loved and 
respected in order to fly with you, whom she fea,ed and hated. You have ended by 



bringiiig about the death of a noble man and driving his wife to tnkide. That Is 
yooi reccnd in this business, Mr. Abe Slaney, and you will answer for it to Ae law.” 

“If Elsie dies, I care nothing what becomes of me,” said the American. He opened 
one of his hands, and lo(dced at a note crumpled up in his pahn. "See here, mister,” 
he cried, with a gleam of suspicion in his eyes, “you're not trying to scare me over 
this, are you? If the lady is hurt as bad as you say, who was it that wrote this note?” 
He tossed it forward on to the table. 

"I wrote it, to bring you here.” 

“You wrote it? There was no one on earth outside the Joint who knew the secret 
of the dancing men. How came you to write it?” 

“What one man can invent another can discover,” said Hcdmes. “There is a cab 
coming to convey you to Norwich, Mr.‘ Slaney. But, meanwhile, you have time to 
make some small reparation for the injury you have wrought Are you aware riut 
Mrs. Hflton Cubitt has herself lain under grave suspicion of the murder of her 
husband, and that it was only my presence here, and the knowledge which I hap> 
pened to possess, which has saved her from the accusation? The least that you owe 
her is to make it clear to the whole world that she was in no way, directly or in* 
direcdy, responsible for his tragic end.” 

“I ask nothing better,” said the American. “I guess the very best case I can make 
for mysdf is the absolute naked trudi.” 

“It is my duty to warn you that it will be used against yoii,” cried die inspector, 
with the magnificent fair play of the British criminal law. 

Slaney shrugged his shoulders. 

“I’ll chance that,” said he. “First of all, I want you gentlemen to understand 
that I have known this lady since she was a child. There were seven of us in a gang 
in Chicago, and Elsie’s father was the boss of the Joint. He was a dever num, was 
old Patrick. It was he who invented that writing, which would pass as a Gild’s 
scrawl unless you just happened to have the key to it. Well, Elsie learned some of 
our ways, but she couldn’t stand the business, and she had a bit of honest monqr 
of her own, so she gave us all the slip and got away to London. She had been eii' 
gaged to me, and she would have married me, I bdieve, if I had taken over another 
profession, but she would have nothing to do with anything on the cross. It was 
only after her marriage to this Englishman ^hat I was able to find out where she was. 
I wrote to her, but got no answer. After diat I came over, and, as letters were no nse^ 
1 put my messages where she could read them. 

“Weil, I have been here a month now. I lived in that ferm, where I had a room 
down beiow, and could get in and out every night, and no one the wiser. I tried all I 
could to coax Elsie away. I knew diat she read die messages, for once she wrote an 
answer under one of them. ’Then my temper got the better me^ and I began to 
threaten her. She sent me a letter then, imploring me to go away, and saying that it 
would break her heart if any scandd should come upon her husband. She said diat 
she would come down when her husband was asleep at three in the moraing, and 
speak widi me trough the end window, if I would go away afterwards and leave her 
in peace. She came down and brought mohey with her, trying to bribe me to go. 
This made me mad, and I caught her arm and tried to puU her duougji the window. 
At that moment in rushed die husband widi his revolva in his hand. Elsie had sunk 
down up<m die floor, and we were face to face. I was heded also^ and I hdd np my 
gun to scare him off and let me get away.jHe fired and missed me. I palled off ahnost 

at the same instant, and down he dropiied. I made away across die garden, and as 
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I went I beatd tiie window shut bdiind me. That's God's truth, gentlemen, every 
word of it; and 1 heard no nune about it until that lad came riding up with a note 
which made me walk in here; like a jay, and give mysdf into your hands.” 

A cab bad driven np whilst the American had b^ talking. Two uniformed po- 
licemen sat inside. Inspector Martin rose and touched his prisoner on the shoulder. 

“It is time for us to go.” 

"Can I see her fint?” 

”No, she is not conscious. Mr. Sherlock Holmes, I only hope that, if ever again I 
have an important case, I shall have the good f(»tune to have you by my side.” 

We stood at the window and watched the cab drive away. As I turned back, my 
eye caught the pdlet of paper whidt the prisoner bad tossed upon the table. It was 
the note with which Hbhnes had decoyed him. 

"See if you can read it, Watson,” said he, with a Smile. 

It contained no word, but this litde line of dancing men: 

""If you use the code which I have explained," said Holmes, "you will find that it 
simply means 'Come here at once/ I was convinced that it was an invitation which 
he would not refuse, since he could never imagine that it could come from anyone 
but the lady. And so, my dear Watson, we have ended by turning the dancing men 
to good when they have so often been the agents of evil, and 1 think that I have 
fulfilled my promise of giving you something unusual for your notebook. Three-forty 
is our train, and I fancy we should be back in Baker Street for dinner." 

Only one word of epilogue. The American, Abe Slaney, was condemned to death 
at the winter assizes at Norwich, but his penalty was changed to penal servitude in 
consideration of mitigating circumstances, and the certainty that Hilton Cubitt 
had fired th^ first shot. Of Mn. Hilton Cubitt I only know that I have heard she 
recovered entirely, and that she still remains a widow, devoting her whole life to the 
care of the poor and to the administration of her husband’s estate. 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE SOLITARY CYCLIST 

From the years 1894 to 1901 inclusive, Mr. Sherlock Holmes was a very busy man. 
It is safe to say that there was no public case of any difficulty in which he was not 
consulted during those eight years, and there were hundreds of private cases, some 
of them of the most intricate and extraordinary character, in which he played a 
prominent part. Many startling successes and a few unavoidable failures were the 
outcome of this long period of continuous work. As 1 have preserved very full notes 
of all these cases, and was myself personally engaged in many of them, it may be 
imagined that it is no easy task to know which I should select to lay before the 
public. I shall, however, preserve my former rule, and give the preference to those 
cases which derive their interest not so much from the brutality of the crime as from 
the ingenuity and dramatic quality of the solution. For this reason I will now lay 
before the reader the facts connected with Miss Violet Smith, the solitary cyclist 
of Charlington, and the curious sequel of our investigation, which culminated in 



anexperted tragedy. It is true that the drcomstance did not admit of any striking 
lUiutration of those powers for which my friend was femouSy but there were some 
poin^ about the case which made it stand out in those long records of crime from 
which I gather the material for these little narratives. 

On referring to my notebook for the year 1895 , 1 find that it was upon Saturday^ 
^ 3 ^ of April, that wc first heard of Miss Violet Smith. Her visit was, I lemem* 
ber, extremely unwelcome to Holmes, for he was immersed at the moment in a very 
abstruse and complicated problem concerning the peculiar persecution to which 
John Vincent Harden, the well known tobacco millionaire, had been subjected. My 
friend, who loved above all things precision and concentration of thought, resented 
anything which distracted his attention from the matter in hand. And yet, widiout 
a harshness which was foreign to his nature, it was impossible to refuse to listen to 
the story of the young and beautiful woman, tall, graceful, and queenly, who pr^ 
seated herself at Baker Street late in the evening, and implored his assistance and 
advice. It was vain to urge that his time was already fully occupied, for the young 
lady had come with the determination to tell her story, and it was evident that 
nothing short of force could get her out of the room until she had done so. With a 
resigned air and a somewhat weary smile. Holmes begged the beautiful intruder to 
take a seat, and to inform us what it was that was troubling her. 

"At least it cannot be your health,** said he, as his keen eyes darted over her; "so 
ardent a bicyclist must be full of energy.” 

She glanced down in surprise at her own feet, and I observed the slight roughen- 
ing of the side of the sole caused by the friction of the edge of the pedal. 

"Yes, I bicycle a good deal, Mr. Holmes, and that has something to do with my 
visit to you to-day.” 

My friend took the lady's ungloved hand, and examined it with as close an atten- 
tion and as little sentiment as a scientist would show to a specimen. 

"You will excuse me, I am sure. It is my business,” said he, as he dropped it. "I 
nearly fell into the error of supposing that you were typewriting. Of course, it is 
obvious that it is music. You ebserve the spatulate finger-ends, Watson, which is 
common to both professions? There is a spirituality about the face, however'*— she 
gently turned it towards the light— "which the typewriter docs not generate. This 
lady is a musician.” 

*Tes, Mr. Holmes, I teach music." 

"In the country, 1 presume, from your complexion.” 

"Yes, sir, near Famham, on the borders of Surrey.” 

"A beautiful neighbourhood, and full of the most interesting associations. You 
•-emember, Watson, that it was near there that we took Archie Stamford, the forger. 
Now, Miss Violet, what has happened to you, near Famham, on the borden of 
Surrey?” 

The young lady, with great clearness and composure, made tiie following curious 
statement: 

"My father is dead, Mr. Holmes. He was James Smith, who conducted the orches- 
tra at the old Imperial Theatre. My mother and I were left without a relation in the 
world except one uncle, Ralph Smith, who went to Africa twenty-five yean ago, 
and we have never had a word from him since. When father died, we were left very 
poor, but one (ky we were told that there was an advertisement in the Times, in- 
quiring for our whereabouts. You can imagine how excited we were, for we thought 
that someone had left us a fortune. We went at once to the lawyer whose name was 
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given in the paper. There we met two gentlemen, Mr. Carruthers and Mr. Woodley^ 
who were home on a visit from South Africa. They said that my uncle was a friend 
of theirs, that he had died some months before in great poverty in Johannesburg, 
and that he had asked them with his last breath to hunt up his relations, and see 
that they were in no want. It seemed strange to us that Uncle Ralph, who took no 
notice of us when he was alive, should be so careful to look after us when he was 
dead, but Mr. Carruthers explained that the reason was that my uncle had just 
heard of the death of his brother, and so felt responsible for our fate.'" 

TExcuse me,” said Holmes. *'\^cn was this interview?” 

"Last December— four months ago." 

"Pray proceed.” 

"Mr. Woodley seemed to me to be a most odious petson. He was for ever making 
eyes at me-a coarse, puffy-faced, red-moustached young man, with his hair plastered 
down on each side of his forehead. I thought that he was perfectly hateful— and I 
was sure that Cyril would not wish me to know such a person.” 

"Oh, Cyril is his namcl” said Holmes, smiling. 

The young lady blushed and laughed. 

"Yes, Mr. Holmes, Cyril Morton, an electrical engineer, and we hope to be mar- 
ried at the end of the summer. Dear me, how did I get talking about him? What I 
wished to say was that Mr, Woodley was perfectly odious, but tfiat Mr. Camithcn, 
who was a much older man, was more agreeable. He was a dark, sallow, clean-shaven, 
silent person, but he had polite manners and a pleasant smile. He inquired how 
we wae left, and on finding that we were very poor, he suggested that I should come 
and teach music to his only daughter, aged ten. I said that I did not like to leave my 
mother, on which he suggested that I should go home to her every week-end, and he 
offered me a hundred a year, which was* certainly splendid pay. So it ended by my 
accepting, and I went down to Chiltem Grange, about six miles from Famham. 
Mr. Carruthers was a widower, but he had engaged a lady housekeeper, a very re- 
spectable, elderly person, called Mrs. Dixon, to look after his establishment. The 
child was a dear, and everything promised well. Mr. Canuthers was very kind and 
very musical, and we had most pleasant evenings together. Every week-end I went 
home to my mother in town. 

‘The first flaw in my happiness was the arrival of the red-moustached Mr. Wood- 
ley. He came for a visit of a week, and ohl it seemed three months to me. He was a 
dreadful person— a bully to everyone else, but to me something infinitely worse. He 
made odious love to me, boasted of his wealth, said that if I married him I could 
have the finest diamonds in London, and finally, when I would have nothing to do 
with him, he seized me in his arms one day after dinner— he was hideously strong— 
and swore that he would not let me go until I had kissed him. Mr. Carruthen came 
in and tore him from me, on which he turned upon his own host, knocking him 
down and cutting his face open. That was the end of his visit, as you can imagine. 
Mr. Carruthers apologized to me next day, and assured me that I should never be 
exposed to such an insult again. 1 have not seen Mr. Woodley since. 

"And now, Mr. Holmes, I come at last to the special thing which has caused me 
to ask your advice to-day. You must know that every Saturday forenoon I ride on 
my bicycle to Famiiam Station, in order to get the i2:2z to town. TThe road from 
Chiltem Grange is a lonely one, and at one spot it is particularly so, for it lies for 
over a mile between Charlington iHeath upon one side and the woods which lie 
round Charlington Hall upon the other. You could not find a ntore londy tract of 
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road anywhere, and it is quite rare to meet so much as a cart, or a peasant, until you 
reach the high road near Crooksbuiy HUl. Two weeks ago I was passing this place, 
when I chanced to look back over my shoulder, and about two hundred yards behind 
me I saw a man, also on a bicycle. He seemed to be a middlo-aged man, with a 
short, dark beard. I looked back before I reached Famham, but the man was gone, 
so I thought no more about it. But you can imagine how surprised 1 was, Mr. 
Holmes, when, on my return on the Monday, I saw the same man on the same 
stretch of road. My astonishment was increased when the incident occurred again, 
exactly as before, on the following Saturday and Monday. He always kept his dis> 
tancc and did not molest me in any way, but still it certainly was very odd. I men- 
tioned It to Mr. Carruthers, who seemed interested in what I said, and told me fliat 
he had ordered a horse and trap, so that in future I should not pass over these londy 
roads without some companion. 

‘The horse and trap were to have come this week, but for some reason they were 
not delivered, and again 1 had to cycle to the station. That was this morning. You 
can think that I looked out when I came to Charlington Heath, and there, sure 
enough, was the man, exactly as he had been the two weeks before. He always kept 
so far from me that I could not clearly see his face, but it was certainly someone 
whom I did not know. He was dressed in a dark suit with a cloth cap. The only 
thing about his face that I could clearly see was his dark beard. To^ay I was not 
alarmed, but I was filled with curiosity, and I determined to find out who he was 
and what he wanted. I slowed down my machine, but he slowed down his. Then I 
stopped altogether, but he stopped also. Then I laid a trap for him. There is a sharp 
turning of the road, and I pedalled very quickly round this, and then I stopped and 
waited. I expected him to shoot round and pass me before he could stqp. But he 
never appeared. Then I went back and looked round the comer, I could see a mile of 
road, but he was not on it. To make it the more extraordinary, there was no side 
road at this point down which lie could have gone."* 

Holmes chuckled and rubbed his hands. ‘This case certainly presents some fea- 
tures of its own,*’ said he. "How much time elapsed between your turning the comer 
and your discovery that the road was clear?** 

‘Two or three minutes.” 

"Then he could not have retreated down the road, and you say that there are no 
side roads?” 

"None.” 

Then he certainly took a footpath on one side or the other.** 

"It could not have been on the side of the heath, or I should have seen him.” 

"So, by the process of exclusion, we arrive at the fact that he made his way toward 
Charlington Hall, which, as I understand, is situated in its own grounds on one side 
of the road. Anything else?” 

“Nothing, Mr. Holmes, save that I was so perplexed that I felt I should not be 
happy until I had seen you and had your advice.** 

Holmes sat in silence for some little time. 

“Where is the gentleman to whom you are engaged?” he asked at last. 

“He is in the Midland Electrical Company, at Coventry.” 

"He would not pay you a surprise visit?” 

"Oh, Mr. Holmesl As if I should not know himi” 

"Have you had any other admirers?” 

"Several before I knew Cyril.” 
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"And nnoe?” 

nrboe wu this dieadful man, Woodley, if you can call him an admiter.” 

‘^onedte?” 

Onr fair dient seemed a littie confused. 

*Wlio was he?” asked Holmes. 

”Oh, it may be a mere foncy of mine; but it had seemed to me sometimes that 
my employer, Mr. Canuthers, takes a great deal of interest in me. We are thrown 
rather tog^er. I play his accompaniments in the evening. He has never said any- 
tiling. He is a perfect gentleman. But a girl always knows.” 

"Hal” Holmes looked grave. "What does he do for a living?” 

*He is a rich man.” 

”No carriages or horses?” 

”Wdl, at least he is fairly well-to-do. But he goes into the city two (u three times 
a wedc. He is deeply interested in South African gold shares.” 

”You will let me know any fresh development. Miss Smith. I am very busy just 
now, but I will find time to make some inquiries into your case. In the meantime, 
take no stqi without letting me know. Good-bye, and I trust that we shall have noth- 
ing but good news from you.” 

“It is part of the settled order of Nature that such a girl should have followers,” 
said Holmes, as he pulled at his meditative pipe, “but for choice not on bicycles in 
lonely country roads. Some secretive lover, beyond all doubt. But there are curious 
and suggestive details about the case, Watson.” 

“That he should appear only at that point?” 

“Exactly. Our first ^ort must be to find who are the tenants of Charlington Hall. 
Then, again, bow about the connection between Carrutbers and Woodley, since 
they appear to be men of such a different type? How came they both to be so keen 
upon looking up Ralph Smith’s relations? One more point. What sort of a m6nage 
is it which pays double the market price for a governess but does not keep a horse, 
although six miles from the station? Odd, Watson— very oddI” 

“You will go down?” 

“No, my dear fellow, you will go down. This may be some trifling intrigue, and 1 
cannot break my other important research for the sake of it. On Monday you will 
arrive early at Eamham; you will conceal yoursdf near Charlington Heath; you will 
observe these facts for yourself, and act as your own judgment advises. Then, having 
inquired as to the occupants of the Hall, you will crane back to me and report. And 
now, Watson, not another word of the matter until we have a few solid stepping- 
stones on which we may hope to get across to our solution.” 

We bad ascertained from the lady that she went down upon the Monday by the 
traih which leaves Waterloo at 9:50, so I started early and caught the 9:13. At Fam- 
ham Station I had no difficulty in being directed to Charlington Heath. It was im- 
possible to mistake the scene of the young lady’s adventure, for the road runs 
between the open heath on one side and an old yew hedge upon the other, surround- 
ing a park which is studded with magnificent trees. There was a main gateway of 
lichen-studded stone, each side pillar surmounted by mouldering heraldic emblems, 
but besides this central carriage drive I observed several points where tiiere were 
gaps in the hedge and paths leading through them. The house was invisible from the 
roa4, but the sunoandings all spoke of gloom and decay. 

The heath was covered with golden patches of flowering gorse, gleaming mag- 
nificently in the light of the bright spring sunshine. Behind one of these clumps I 
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took up my position, so as to command both the gateway of tiie Hall md a long 
stretch of Ae road upon eidier side. It had been deserted when I left it; but now I 
saw a cyclist riding down it frmn the opposite direction to diat in whidi I had come. 
He was clad in a daric suit, and I saw that he had a blade beard. On teaching the end 
of the Charlington ground he sprang from his machine and led it through a gap in 
the hedge, disappearing ftmn my view. 

A quarter of an hour passed, and then a second cyclist appeared. This time it was 
the young lady coming from &e station. I saw her look about her as she came to the 
Cbarlingtmi hedge. An instant later the man emerged from his hiding-place, sprang 
upon his cycle, and fdlowed her. In all the broad landscape those wem the only 
moving Sgutes, the graceful girl sitting very straight upon ha machine, and the man 
behind her bending low over his handle-bar with a curiously furtive suggestion in 
every movement She looked back at him and slowed ha pace. He slowed also. She 
stopped. He at once stopped, too, keeping two hundred yards behind ha. Ha next 
movement was as unexpected as it was spirited. She suddenly whisked ha wheds 
round and dashed straight at him. He was as quick as she, howeva, and darted off 
in desperate flight. Presently she came back up the road again, ha head haughtily 
in the air, not deigning to take any fuitha notice of ha silent attendant. He had 
turned also, and still kept his distance until tiie curve of the road hid diem from my 
sight. 

I remained in my hidingplace, and it was well that I did so, for presently the man 
reappeared, cycling slowly back. He turned in at the Hall gate, and dismounted 
from his machine. For some minutes I could see him standing among the trees. His 
hands were raised, and he seemed to be settling his necktie. Then he mounted his 
cycle, and rode away from me down the drive towards tlie Hall. I ran across the 
heath and peered through the trees. Far away.I could catch ^impse of the old gray 
building with its bristling Tudor chimneys, but the drive ran through a dense shrub- 
bery, and I saw no more of my man. 

However, it seemed to me that I had done a fairly good morning's work, and I 
walked back in high spirits to Famham. The local house agent could tell me nothing 
about Charlington Hall, and referred me to a well known firm in Pall Mall. There I 
halted on my way home, and met with courtesy from the representative. No, I 
could not have Charlington Hall for the summa. 1 was fust too late. It had been let 
about a month ago. Mr. Williamson was the name of the terumt He was a respect- 
able, eldaly gentleman. The polite agent was afraid he could say no more, as die 
affairs of his clients wae not matters which he could discuss. 

Mr. Shalock Holmes listened with attention to the long report which I was able 
to present to him that evening, but it did not elicit that word of curt praise which I 
had hoped for and should have valued. On the contrary, his austae face was even 
more sevae than usual as he commented upon the things that I had done and the 
things that I had not. • 

"Your hiding-place, my dear Watson, was very faulty. You should have been be- 
hind the hedge, then you would have had a close view of this interesting person. As 
it is, you wae some hundreds of yards away and can tdl me even less titan Miss 
Smith. She thinks she does net Imow the man; I am convinced she doa. Why, 
otherwise, should he be so desperatdy anxious that she should net get so near him 
as to see bb features? You describe him as bending ova the handlebar. Conceal- 
ment again, you see. You really have done remarkably badly. He returns to the 
house, and you want to find out who he b. You come to a London house agentl" 
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"What should I have done?” 1 cried, with some heat. 

"Gone to the nearest public-house. That is the centre of country gossip. They 
would have told you every name, from the master to the scullery-maid. Williamson? 
It conveys nothing to my mind. If he is an elderly man he is not this active cyclist 
who sprints away from that young lady’s athlebc pursuit. Whatf liave we gained by 
your expedition? The knowledge that the girl’s story is true. I never doubted it. 
That fhere is a connection between the cyclist and the Hall. I never doubted that 
either. That the Hall is tenanted by Williamson. Who’s the better for that? Well, 
well, my dear sir, don’t look so depressed. We can do little more until next Saturday, 
and in the meantime I may make one or two inquiries myself.” 

Next morning, we had a note from Miss Smith, recounting shortly and accurately 
the very incidents which I had seen, but the pith of the letter lay in the postscript: 

I am sure that you will respect my confidence, Mr. Holmes, when 1 tell 
you that my place here has b^ome difficult, owing to the fact that my em- 
ployer has proposed marriage to me. I am convinced that his feelings are most 
deep and most honourable. At the same time, my promise is of course given. 
He took my refusal very seriously, but also very gently. You can understand, 
however, that the situation is a little strained. 

“Our young friend seems to be getting into deep waters,” said Holmes, thought- 
fully, as he finished the letter. "Tlie case certainly presents more features of interest 
and more possibility of development than I had originally thought. I should be 
none the worse for a quiet, peaceful day in the country, and I am inclined to run 
down diis afternoon and test one or two theories which I have formed.” 

Holmes’s quiet day in the country had a singular termination, for he amved at 
Baker Street late in the evening, with a cut lip and a discoloured lump upon his 
forehead, besides a general air of dissipation which would have made his own person 
the fitting object of a Scotland Yard investigation. He was immensely tickled by bis 
own adventures and laughed heartily as he recounted them. 

“I get so little active exercise that it is always a treat,” said he. "You are aware that 
I have some proficiency in the good old British sport of boxing. Occasionally, it is of 
service; to-day, for example,! should have come to very ignominious grief without it.” 

I begged him to tdl me what had occuned. 

"1 found that country pub which I had already recommended to your notice, and 
there I made my discreet inquiries. I was in the bar, and a garrulous landlord was 
giving me all that I wanted. Williamson is a white-bearded man, and he lives alone 
with a smaU staff of servants at the Hall. There is some rumor that he is or has been 
a clergyman, but one or two incidents of his short residence at the Hall struck me as 
peculiarly uneodesiastical. I have already made some inquiries at a derical agency, 
and they tdl me that there vm a man of that name in orders, whose career has been 
a singularly dark one. The landlord further informed me that tiiere are usually wedc- 
end visitors— ’a warm lot, sit’— at the Hall, and especially one gendeman wi A a red 
moustache; Mr. Woodley by name; who was always there. We had got as for as 
this, when who should w^ in but the gentleman himsdf, who had been drinking 
his beer in the tiqHOom and had heard the whole conversation. Who wras I? What 
did I want? What did I mean by asking questions? He had a fine flow of language, 
and his adjectives were very vigorous. He ended a stiing of abuse by a vicious back- 
hander, wfaicb I faded to entirdy avoid. The next few minutes were ddidous. It 
was a stiai^t left against a slogging rufiSan. I emerged as you see me. Mr. Woodley 
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v/ent home in a cart. So ended my country trip, and it must be confessed that, how- 
ever enjoyable, my day on the Surrey border has not been much more profitable 
than your own.'’ 

The Thursday brought us another letter from our client. 

You will not be surprised, Mr. Holmes [said she] to hear that I am leaving 
Mr. Carruthers's employment. Even the high pay cannot reconcile me to the 
discomforts of my situation. On Saturday I come up to town, and I do not 
intend to return. Mr. Carruthers has got a trap, and so the dangers of the 
lonely road, if there ever were any dangers, are now over. 

As to the special cause of my leaving, it is not merely the strained situation 
with Mr. Carruthers, but it is the reappearance of that odious man, Mr. 
Woodley. He was always hideous, but he looks more awful than ever now, for 
he appears to have had an accident, and he is much disfigured. I saw him out 
of the window, but I am glad to say I did not meet him. He had a long talk 
with Mr. Carruthers, who seemed much excited afterwards. Woodley must 
be staying in the neighbourhood, for he did not sleep here, and yet I caught 
a glimpse of him again this morning, slinking about in the shrubbery. I would 
sooner have a savage wild animal loose about the place. 1 loathe and fear him 
more than I can say. How can Mr. Carrutliers endure such a creature for a 
moment? However, all my troubles will be over on Satu"rday. 

“So I trust, Watson, so I trust,” said Holmes, gravely. ‘‘There is some deep in- 
trigue going on round that little woman, and it is our duty to see that no one molests 
her upon that last journey. 1 think, Watson, that we must spare time to run down 
together on Saturday morning and make sure that this curious and inclusive in- 
vestigation has no untowafd ending.” 

I confess that 1 had not up to now taken a very serious view' of the case, which 
had seemed to me rather grotesque and bizane than dangerous. That a man should 
lie in wait for and follow a very handsome woman is no unheard-of thing, and 
if he has so little audacity that he not only dared not address her, but even fled 
from her approach, be was not a very formidable assailant. The ruffian Woodley was 
a very different person, but, except on one occasion, he had not molested our client, 
and now he visited the house of Carruthers without intruding upon her presence. 
The man on the bicycle was doubtless a member of those week-end parties at the 
Hall of which the publican had spoken, but who he was, or what he wanted, was as 
obscure as ever. It was the severity of Holmes's manner and the fact that he slipped 
a revolver into his pocket before leaving our rooms which impressed me with the 
feeling that tragedy might prove to lurk behind this curious train of events. 

A rainy night had been followed by a glorious morning, and the heath-covered 
countryside, with the glowing dumps of flowering goise, seemed all the more beauti- 
ful to eyes which were weary of Ae duns and drabs and slate grays of London. 
Holmes and I walked along the broad, sandy road inhaling the fresh morning air 
and rejoicing in the music of the birds and the fresh breath of the spring. From a 
rise of the road on the shoulder of Crooksbury Hill, we could see the grim Hall 
bristling out from amidst the ancient oaks, which, old as they were, were still 
younger than the building which they sunounded. Holmes pointed down the long 
tract of road which wound, a reddish yellow band, between the brown of the heath 
and the budding green of the woods. Far away, a black dot, we could see a vdiicle 
moving in our direction. Holmes gave an exclamation of impatience. 



have given a margin of half an hour/' said he. that is her trap, she must 
be making for the earlier train. I fear, Watson, that she will be past Charlington 
before we can possibly meet her." 

From the instant that we passed the rise, we could no longer see the vehicle, but 
we hastened onward at such a pace that my sedentary life began to tell upon me, and 
I was compelled to fall behind. Holmes, however, was always in training, for he 
had inexhaustible stores of nervous energy upon which to draw. His springy step 
never slowed until suddenly, when he was a hundred yards in front of me, he 
halted, and I saw him throw up his hand with a gesture of grief and despair. At 
the same instant an empty dog-cart, the horse cantering, the reins trailing, appeared 
round the curve of the road and rattled swiftly towards us. 

‘Too late, Watson, too late!" cried Holmes, as I i^n panting to his side. “Fool 
that I was not to allow for that earlier traini It's abduction, Watson— abduction I 
Murderl Heaven knows what! Block the road! Stop the horse! That's right. Now, 
jump in, and let us see if 1 can repair the consequences of my ov/n blunder." 

We had sprung into the dog-cart, and Holmes, after turning the horse, gave it 
a sharp cut with the whip, and wc flew back along the road. As we turned the curve, 
the whole stretch of road between the Hall and the heath was opened up, I grasped 
Holmes's ami. 

TTiat's the mam” 1 gasped. 

A solitary cyclist was coming towards us. His head was down and his shoulders 
rounded, as he put eveiy ounce of energy that he possessed on to the pedals. He 
was flying like a racer. Suddenly he raised his bearded face, saw us close to him, and 
pulled up, springing from his machine. ITiat coal-black beard was in singular con 
trast to the pallor of his face, and his eyes were as bright as if he had a fever He 
stared at us and at the dog-cart. Then a look of amazeibent came over his face. 

“Halloa! Stop there!" he shouted, holding his bicycle to block our road. “Where 
did you get that dog-cart? Pull up, ma 4 J” he yelled, drawing a pistol from bis suit 
pocket. “Pull up, 1 say, or, by George, V\\ put a bullet into your horse.” 

Holmes threw the reins into my lap and sprang down from the cart, 

Tou're the man we want to see. Where is Miss Violet Smith?" he said, in his 
quick, clear way, 

“That's what I'm asking you. You're in her dog-cart. You ought to know where 
she is.” 

“We met the dog-cart on the road. There was no one in it. We drove back to help 
the young lady.” 

“Good Lord! Good Lord! What shall I do?” cried the stranger, in an ecstasy of 
despair. “They've got her, that hell-hound Woodley and the blackguard parson. 
Come, man, come, if you really arc her friend. Stand by me and well save her, if I 
have to leave my carcass in Charlington Wood.” 

He ran distractedly, his pistol in his hand, towards a gap in the hedge. Holmes 
followed him, and I, leaving the horse grazing beside the road, followed Holmes. 

“This is where they came through,” said he, pointing to the marks of several feet 
upon the muddy path. “Halloa! Stop a minute! Who's this in the bush?” 

It was a young fellow about seventeen, dressed like an ostler, with leather cords 
and gaiters. He lay upon his back, his knees drawn up, a terrible cut upon his head. 
He was insensible, but alive. A ^ance at his wound told me that it had not pene- 
trated the bone. 

‘That's Peter, the groom," cried the stranger, “He drove her. The beasts have 
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pulled him off and clubbed him. Let him lie; we can't do him any good, but we may 
save her from the worst fate that can befall a woman.** 

We ran frantically down the path, which wound among the trees. We had 
reached the shrubbery which surrounded the house when Holmes pulled up. 

"They didn't go to the house. Here are their marks on the left-hcre, beside the 
laurel bushes. Aht I said so." 

As he spoke, a woman’s shrill scream— a scream which vibrated with a frenzy of 
hurror-burst from the thick, green clump of bushes in front of us. It ended sud- 
denly on its highest note with a choke and a gurgle. 

“This wayl This way I They are in the bowlmg-alley," cried the stranger, darting 
through the bushes. “Ah, the cowardly dogsf Follow me, gentlemeni Too latel too 
late! by the living Jingo!" 

We had bioken sudden^ into a lovely glade of greensward surrounded by ancient 
trees. On the farther side of it, under tlie shadow of a mighty oak, there stood a 
singular group of three people. One was .1 woman, our client, drooping and faint, 
a handkerchief round her mouth. Opposite her stood a brutal, heavy-faced, red- 
moustached young man, his gaitered legs paitcd wide, one arm akimbo, the other 
waving a riding crop, his whole attitude suggestive of triumphant bravado. Between 
them an elderly, gxay-bearded man, wearing a short surplice over a light tweed suit, 
had evidently just Completed the wedding scr\^'ce, for be pocketed his prayer-book 
.as we appeared, and slapped the sinister bridegroom upon the back in jovial con- 
giatularion. 

"TticyVc married?” 1 gasped, 

Coriie on!* cried our guide; '‘come on!” He rushed across the glade, Holmes and 
I nt his heels. As wc approached, the lady staggaed against the trunk of the tree 
for support. Williamson, the <nc-clergyman, bowed to us with mock politeness, and 
the bully, Woodley, advanced with a shout of brutal and exultant laughter. 

"You can take your beard off. Bob,” said he. "I know you, right enough. Well, 
you and youi pals have just come in time for me to be able to introduce you to Mrs. 
Woodl<7." 

Our guide’s answer was a singular one. He snatched off the dark beard which bad 
disguised him and threw it on the ground; disclosing a long, sallow, clean-shaven 
face below it. llien he raised his revolver .and covered the young ruffian, who was 
advancing upon him wdtli his dangerous nding crop swinging in his hand. 

"Yes," said our ally, "1 <mi Bob Camithers, and 1*11 sec this woman righted, if 1 
have to swing for it. I told you what I'd do if you molested her, and, by the Lord! 
J'D be as good as my word." 

"You're too late. She*s my wife." 

"No, she's your widow.” 

His revolver cracked, and I saw the blood spurt from the front of Woodley's 
waistcoat. He spun round with a scream and fell upon his back, his hideous red face 
turning suddenly to a dreadful mottled pallor. The old man, still clad in his surplice, 
burst into such a stnng of foul oaths as I have never heard, and pulled out a re* 
volver of his own, but, before he could raise it, he was looking down the band of 
Holmes’s weapon. 

"Enough of this,” said my friend, coldly. "Drop that pistoll Watson, jrick it up! 
Hold it to his head! Thank you. Y^ou, Camithers, give me that revolver. We'D have 
Conxe, \vM\d \V oncxV* 

‘’"Wlio arc you, tlien?” 



nam^ is Sherlock Holmes/* 

"Good Lord!” 

"You have heard of me, 1 see. I will represent the official police until their arrival 
Here, you!” he shouted to a frightened giooin, who had appeared at the edge of the 
glade. "Come here Take this note as hard as you can nde to Famham/* He scnbbled 
a few words upon a leaf from his notebook. "Give it to the superintendent at the 
police-station Until he comes, I must detain you all under m 3 personal custody/* 
Tlie strong, masterful personality of Holmes dominated the tragic scene, and all 
were equally puppets in his hands. Williamson and Carruthers found themselves 
carrying the wounded Woodley into the house, and I gave my arm to the frightened 
girl. The injured man was laid on his bed, and at H(rlmes*s request I examined him. 
I canied my report to where he sat in tlie old tapestry'-hung dining-room with his 
two prisoners before him. 

"He will live,” said I. 

"What!” cned Carruthers, springing out of his chair "1*11 go upstairs and 6 nish 
him first Do you tell me that that girl, that angel, is to be tied to Roaring Jack 
Woodley for life?” 

"You need not concern yourself about that,** said Holmes. "There are two very 
good reasons why she should, under no circumstances, be his wife. In the first place, 
we are very safe in questioning M» Williamson's right to solemnize a mamage ” 

"I have been ordained,” cued the old mscal. 

"And also unfrocked.” 

"Once a clergyman, always a clergyman.** 

"I think not. How about the licence? * 

"We had a licence for the marriage I have it here in my pocket.*' 

"Then you got it by a trick But, in any case, a forced mamage is no mamage, but 
it IS a very serious felony, as you will d^cover before you have finished. You'll have 
time to think the point out during the next ten years or so, unless I am mistaken As 
to you, Cairuthers, you would have done better to keep your pistol in your pocket/* 
"I begin to think so, Mr. Holmes, but when I thought of all the precaution I had 
taken to shield this Pirl— for I loved her, Mr. Holmes, and it is the only time that 
ever I knew what love was-it fairly drove me mad to think that she was m the 
power of tlie greatest brute and bully in South Afnca— a man whose name is a holy 
terror from Kimberley to Johannesburg. Why, Mr. Holmes, you'll hardlv believe 
it, but ever since that girl has been in my employment I never once let her go past 
this house, where I knew the rascals were lurking, without following her on my 
bicycle, just to see that she came to no harm I kept my distance from her, and I 
wore a beard, so that she should not recognize me, for she is a good and high-spinted 
girl, and she wouldn't have stayed in my employment long if she had thought that 
1 was following her about the country roads/' 

"Why didn't you tell her of her danger?” 

"Because then, again, she would have left me, and I couldn't bear to face that. 
Even if she couldn't love me, it was a great deal to me just to see her dainty form 
about the house, and to hear the sound of her voice.” 

"Well,” said I, "you call that love, Mr. Carruthers, but I should call it selfishness.” 
"Maybe the two things go together. Anyhow, I couldn't let her go. Besides, with 
this crowd about, it was well that she should have someone near to look after her. 
Then, when the cable came, I knew' the^' were bound to make a move.” 

"What c^blc?” 



Camithcrs took a telegram from his pocket. 
‘‘That's it," said he. 

It was short and concise: 


THE OLD MAN IS DEAD. 

“Hum!” said Holmes. “I chink I sec how things worked, and I can understand 
how this message would, as you say, bring them to a head. But while you wait, you 
might tel! me what you can." 

llic old rqjrobate wjth the surplice burst into a volley of bad language, 

‘‘By heaven!" said he, “if you squeal on us. Bob Camithers, Til serve you as you 
served Jack Woodley. You can bleat about the girl to your heart's content, for 
that's your own afiair, but if you round on your pals to this plain-clothes coppex, it 
will be the worst day's work that ever you did." 

"^our reverence need not be excited," said Holmes, lighting a cigarette. “TThe 
case IS clear enough against you. and all I ask is a few details for my private curiosity. 
Howev'cr, if there's any difficulty in your telling me, 1*1! do the talking, and then 
you will see how far you have a chance of holding back your secrets. In the first 
place, three of you came from South Africa on this game— you Williamson, you 
Carruthers, and Woodley." 

“Lie number one,” said the old man; “I never saw either of them until tw^o months 
ago, and I have never been in Africa in my life, so you can put that in yom pipe and 
smoke it, Mr. Busybody Holmes!" 

“What he says is true," said Carruthers. 

“Weil, well, two of you came over. His reverence is our own homemade article. 
You had known Ralph Smith in South Africa. You had reason to believe he would 
not live long. You found out that his niece would inherit his fortune. How's that 
-eh?" 

Carruthers nodded and Williamson swore. 

“She was next of kin, no doubt, and you were aware that the old fellow would 
make no will." 

“Couldn't read or write," said Carruthers. 

“So you came over, the two of you, and hunted up tiic girl. ITie idea was that one 
of you was to marry her, and the other have a share of the plunder. For some reason, 
Woodley was chosen as the husband. Wh> was that?" 

“We played cards for her on the voyage. He won." 

“I see. You got the young lady into your service, and there Woodlej' was to do 
the courting. She recognized the drunken brute that he was, and would have noth- 
ing to do with him. Meanwhile, your anangement was rather upset by the fact that 
you had yourself fallen in love with the lady. You could no longer bear the idea of 
this ruffian owning her?" 

“No, by George, I couldn’t!" 

There was a quarrel betw'cen yon. He left you in a rage, and began to make his 
own plans independently of you.” 

“It strikes me, Williamson, there isn't very much that we can tell this gentleman," 
cried Carruthers, with a bitter laugh. "Yes, we quarreled, and he knocked me down. 
I am level with him on that, anyhow. Then I lost sight of him. That was when he 
picked up with this outcast padre here. I found that they had set up housekeeping 
together at this place on the line that she had to pass for the station. I kept my eye 
on her after that, for I knew there was some devilry in tlie wind. 1 saw them from 



time to time, for I was anxious to know what they were after. Two days ago 
Woodley came up to my house with this cable, which showed that Ralph Smith 
was dead. He asked me if I would stand by the bargain. I said 1 would not. He 
asked me if I would marry the girl myself and give him a share. I said I would 
willingly do so, but that she would not have me. He said, ‘Let us get ha married 
first, and afta a week or two she may see things a bit different.* I said I would have 
nothing to do with violence. So he went off cursing, like the foul-mouthed black- 
guard that he was, and swearing that he would have ha yet. She was leaving me 
this week-end, and I had got a trap to take her to the station, but I was so uneasy in 
my mind that I followed her on my bicycle. She had got a start, howeva, and before 
I could catch ha, the mischief was done. The first thing I knew about it was when 
I saw you two gentlemen driving back in her dog-cart.” 

Holme.s rose and tossed the end of his cigarette into the grate. "I have been very 
obtuse, Watson,” said he. “When in your report you said that you had seen the 
cyclist as you thought arrange his necktie in the shrubbery, that alone should have 
told me all. Howeva, we may congratulate ourselves upon a curious and, in some 
respects, a unique case. I perceive three of the county constabulary in the drive, and 
I am glad to see that the little ostler is able to keep pace with them, so it is likely 
that neither he nor the interesting bridegroom will be permanently damaged by 
their morning’s adventures. I think, Watson, that in your medical capacity, you 
might wait upon Miss Smith and tell her that if she is sufficiently recovered, we 
shall be happy to escort her to her mother’s home. If she is not quite con\'alescent, 
you will find that a hint that we were about to telegraph to a young electrician in 
the Midlands would probably complete the cure. As to you, Mr. Carruthers, 1 think 
that you have done what you could to make amends for your share in an evil plot. 
ITiae is my card, sir, and if my evidence can-be of help in youi trial, it shall be at 
your disposal.” 

In the whirl of our incessant activity, it has often been difficult for me, as the 
reader has probably obsaved, to round off my nanatives, and to give those final 
details which the curious might expect. Each case has been the prelude to another, 
and the crisis once over, the actors have passed for ever out of our busy lives. I find, 
however, a short note at the end of iny manuscript dealing with this case, in winch 
I have put it upon record that Miss Violet Smith did indeed inhent a large fortune, 
and that she is now the wdfe of Cyril Morton, the senior partner of Morton & Ken- 
nedy, the famous Wesbninstei electricians. Williamson and Woodley were both 
tried for abduction and assault, the former getting seven years and the latter ten. Of 
the fate of Carruthers, I have no record, but I am sure that his assault was not 
viewed very gravely by the court, since Woodley had the reputation of being a most 
dangerous ruffian, and I think that a few months were sufficient to satisfy the de- 
mands of justice. 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE PRIORY SCHOOL 

We have had some dramatic entrances and exits upon our small stage at Baker 
Street, but I cannot recollect anything more sudden and startling than the first ap- 
pearance jrf Thomcycroft Huxtablc, M.A., Ph.D., etc. His card, which seemed too 
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small to carry the weight of his academic distinctions, preceded him by a few sec- 
onds, and then he entered him$elf-so large, so pompous, and so dignified that he 
was the very embodiment of self-possession and solidity. And yet his first action, 
when the door had closed behind him, was to stagger against the table, whence he 
slipped down upon the floor, and there was that majestic figure prostrate and in- 
sensible upon our bearskin hearthrug. 

We had sprung to our feet, and for a few moments we stared in silent amaze- 
ment at this ponderous piece of wreckage, which told of some sudden and fatal 
storm far out on the ocean of life. Then Holmes hurried with a cushion for his 
head, and I with brandy for his lips. The heavy, white face was seamed with lines 
of trouble, the hanging pouches under the closed eyes were leaden in colour, the 
loose mouth drooped dolorously at the comers, the rolling chins were unshaven. 
Collar and shirt bore the grime of a long journey, and the hair bristled unkempt 
from the well-shaped head. It was a sorely stricken man who lay before us. 

*‘What is it, Watson?” asked Holmes. 

"Absolute exhaustion— possibly mere hunger and fatigue,” said I, with my finger 
on the thready pulse, where the stream of life trickled thin and small. 

"Return ticket from Mackleton, in the north of England,” said Holmes, drawing 
it from the watch-pocket. “It is not twelve o'clock yet. He has certainly been an 
early starter.” 

TTie puckered eyelids had begun to quiver, and now a pair of vacaat gray eyes 
looked up at us. An instant later the man had scrambled on to his feet, his face 
enmson with shame. 

“Forgive this weakness, Mr. Holmes, 1 have been a little overwrought. Thank 
you, if I might have a glass of milk and a biscuit, I have no doubt that I should be 
better. I came personally, Mr. Holmes, in order to insure that you would return 
with me. I feared that no telegram would convince you of the absolute urgency of 
the case.” 

“When you are quite restored — ” 

“I am quite well again. I cannot imagine how I came to be so weak. I wish you, 
Mr. Holmes, to come to Mackleton with me by the next train.” 

My friend shook his head. 

“My colleague, Dr, Watson, could tdl you that we aic very busy at present. I am 
retained in this case of the Ferrers Documents, and the Abergavenny murder is 
coming up for trial. Only a very important issue could call me from London at 
present.” 

“ImportantI” Our visitor threw up his hands. “Have you heard nothing of the 
abduction of the only son of the Duke of Holdcmcsse?” 

“Whatl the late Cabinet Minister?” 

“Exactly. We had tried to keep it out of the papers, but there was some rumor in 
the Globe last night. I thought it might have reached your ears.” 

Holmes shot out his long, thin arm and picked out Volume “H” in his encyclo- 
paedia of reference. 

“ 'Holdemesse, 6th Duke, K.G., P.C. -half the alphabet! ‘Baron Beverley, Earl 
of Carston'— dear me, what a list! 'Lord Lieutenant of Hallamshire since 1900. 
Married Edith, daughter of Sir Charles Appledore, 1 888. Heir and only child, Lx>rd 
Saltire. Owns about two hundred and fifty thousand acres. Mtnerab in Lancashire 
and Wales. Address: Carlton House Terrace; Holdemesse Hall, Hallamshire; Car- 
ston Castle, Bangor, Wales. Lord of the Admiralty, 1872; Chief Secretary of State 
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for — ' Wdl, wen, tbis man is certainly one of die greatest subjects of the Crownl” 

‘The gre a te st a^ perhaps the wealthiest. I am aware, Mr. Holmes, that you take 
a very high line in professional matters, and that you are prepared to work for the 
wodc's sake. I may tell you, however, that his Grace has already intimated that a 
chedc for five thousand pounds wiU be handed over to the penon who can tdl him 
where his son is, and another thousand to him who can name the man or men who 
have taken him.” 

Tt is a princely offer,” said Holmes. “Watson, I think that we shall accompany 
Dr. Huxtable back to the north of England. And now. Dr. Huxtable, when you 
have consumed that milk, you wfll kindly tell me what has happened, when it hap- 
pened, how it happened, and, finally, what Dr Thomeycroft Huxtable, of the 
Priory School, near Mackleton, has to do with the matter, and why he comes three 
days after an event— the state of your chin gives the date-to ask for my humble 
services.” 

Our visitor had consumed his milk and biscuits. The light had come back to his 
eyes and tiie colour to his cheds, as he set himself with great vigour and lucidity to 
explain the situation. 

T must inform you, gentlemen, that the Priory is a preparatory school, of which 
I am the founder and principal. Huxtable’s Sidelights on Horace may possibly recall 
my name to your memories. The Priory is, without exception, the best and most 
select preparatory school in England. Lxjrd Leverstoke, the Earl of Blackwater, Sir 
Cadicart Soames— they all have intrusted their sons to me. But 1 felt that my school 
had reached its zenith when, three weeks ago, the Duke of Holdemesse sent Mr. 
James Wilder, his secretary, with the intimation that young Lord Saltire, ten years 
old, his only son and heir, was about to be committed to my charge. Little did I 
think that this would be the prelude to the most crushing misfortune of my life. 

“On May ist the boy arrived, that being the beginning of the summer term. He 
was a charming youth, and he soon fdl into our ways. I may tell you— 1 trust tiiat I 
am not indiscreet, but half-confidences are absurd in such a case— that he was not 
entirely happy at home. It is an open secret that the Duke's married life had not 
been a peacdul one, and the matter had ended in a separation by mutual consent, 
the Duchess taking up her residence in the south of France. This had occuned very 
shortly before, and the boy’s sympathies are known to have been strongly with his 
mother. He moped after her departure from Holdemesse Hall, and it was for this 
reason that the Duke desired to send him to my establishment. In a fortnight the 
boy was quite at home with us and was apparently absolutely happy. 

“He was last seen on the night of May 13 th— that is, the night of last Monday. 
His room was on the second floor and was approached through another larger room, 
in which two boys were sleeping. These boys saw and heard nothing, so that it is 
certain that young Saltire did not pass out that way. His window was open, and 
there is a stout ivy plant leading to Ae ground. We could trace no footmarks bdow, 
but it is sure that this is the only possible exit. 

“His abseirce was discovered at seven o’clock on Tuesday morning. His bed had 
been slq>t in. He bad dressed himself fully, before going off, in his usual school 
suit of Uack Eton jacket and dark gray trousers. There were no signs diat anyone 
had entered the room, and it is quite certain that anything in the nature of cries or 
a stmg^ would have been hea^ since Gaunter, the elder boy in the inner room, 
is ■ very light sleeper. 

‘When Lord Saltire’s disappearance was discovered, I at once called a roll of tire 
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whok establishinent—bqys, oiasteis, and savants. It was then that we ascertained 
that Lord Saltire had not been alone in his fli^t Heidegg^t the Gennan masta, 
was missing. His room was on the second floor, ^t the fardia end of the building, 
hieing the same way as Lord Saltire’s. His bed had also been slept in, but he had 
apparently gone away partly dressed, since his shirt and socks were lying cm the 
floor. He had undoubtedly let himself down by the ivy, for we could see the marks 
of his feet whae he had landed on the lawn. His bicycle was kept in a small shed 
baide this lawn, and it also was gone. 

“He had been with me for two years, and came widi the best refe re nces, but he 
was a silent, morose man, not very popular eitha with masters or boys. No trace 
could be found of the fugitives, and now, on Thursday morning, we are as ignorant 
as we were on Tuesday. Inquiry was, of course, made at once at Holdonesse Hall. 
It is only a few miles away, and we imagined ^t, in some sudden attadc of home- 
sickness, he had gone back to his fatha, but nothing had been heard of him. The 
Duke is greatly agitated, and, as to me, you have seen youtselva the state of nervous 
prostration to which the suspense and the responsibility have reduced me. Mr. 
Holmes, if ever you put forward your full powers, I implore you to do so now, for 
neva in your life could you have a case which is more worthy of them.” 

Sherlock Holme had listened with the utmost intentness to the statement of the 
unhappy schoolmaster. His drawn brows and the deep furnn^ between them showed 
diat he needed no eichortation to concentrate all his attention upon a problem 
which, apart from the tremendous interests involved, must appeal so diteedy to his 
love of the complex and the unusual. He now drew out his notebook and jotted 
down one or two memoranda. 

“You have been very remiss in not coming to me soona,” said he, sevady. *You 
start me on my investigation with a very serious handicap. It is inconceivable^ for 
example, that this ivy and this lawn would have yidded nodiing to an expert ob- 
server." 

“I am not to blame, Mr. Holmes. His Grace was extremdy desirous to avoid all 
public scandal. He was afraid of his family unhappiness being dragged before the 
world. He has a deep horror of anything of the kind." 

"But there has been some official investigation?" 

“Yes, sir, and it has proved most disappointing. An apparent doe was at <»ice 
obtained, since a boy and a young man were repotted to have been seen leaving a 
neighbouring station by an early train. Only last night we had news that the couple 
had been hunted down in Liverpool, and they prove to have no connection what- 
ever with the matta in hand. Then it was that in my despair and disappenntment, 
after a sleepless night, I came straight to you by the early train.” 

“I suppose the local invatigation was relaxed while fois false clue was being fol- 
lowed up?" 

“It was entirdy drof^ied." 

“So that three days have been wasted. The affair has beat most deplorably 
handled." 

“I feel it and admit it." 

“And yet the problem should be capable of ultimate sdution. I shall be very 
happy to look into it Have you been able to trace any co n nection between the miss- 
ing boy and this German masta?" 

“None at all." 

“Was he in the master’s class?" 


381 



*^ 0 , be never exchanged a word widi him, so far as I know” 

That is certainly very singular. Had the a bicyde?” 

“No.” 

“Was any odier bicycle missing?” 

“No." 

“Is that certain?” 

“Quite.” 

“Wdl> now, you do not mean to seriously suggest that this German rode off upon 
a bicycle in the dead of the night, bearing the boy in his arms?” 

“Certainly not.” 

“Then what is the theory in your mind?” 

“The bicycle may have been a blind. It may have been hidden somewhere, and 
the pair gone off on foot.” 

“Quite so, but it seems rather an absurd blind, does it not? Were there other 
bicydes in this shed?” 

“Several.” 

“Would he not have hidden a couple, had he desired to give the idea that they 
had gone off upon them?” 

“I suppose he would.” 

“Of course he would. The blind theory won’t do. But the incident is an admirable 
starting-point for an investiption. After all, a bicycle is not an easy thing to conceal 
or to destroy. One other question. Did anyone call to see the boy on the day before 
he disappeared?” 

“No.” 

"Did he get any letten?” 

"Yes, one letter.” 

“From whom?” 

“From his father.” 

“Do you open the boys' letters?” 

“No.” 

“How do you know it was from the father?” 

“The coat of arms was on the envelope, and it was addressed in the Duke’s pecul- 
iar stiff hand. Besides, the Duke remembers having written.” 

“When had he a letter before that?” 

“Not for several days.” 

“Had he ever one from France?” 

“No, never." 

"You see the point of my questions, of course. Either the boy was carried off by 
force or he went of his own free will. In the latter case, you would expect that some 
prompting from outside would be needed to make so young a lad do such a thing, 
'f he has had no visitors, that prompting must have come in letters; hence I try to 
find out who were his correspondents.” 

“I fear I cannot help you much. His only correspondent, so far as 1 know, was his 
own fattier.” 

“Who wrote to him on the very day of his disappearance. Were the relations 
between fether and son very friendly?” 

“His Grace is never very friendly with anyone. He is completely immersed in 
large public questions, and is rather inaccessible to all ordinary emotions. But he 
was alwaysjpind to the boy in his own way.” 
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“But the sympatiiics of the latter were with the mother?’' 

“Yes.” 

“Did he say so?” 

“No.” 

"The Duke, tiien?” 

“Good heaven, nol” 

*Then how could you know?” 

“I have had some confidential talks with Mr. James Wilder, his Grace’s seaetary. 
!t was he who gave me the information about Lord Saltire’s fedings.” 

"I see. By the way, that last letter of the Duke’s-was it found in the boy’s room 
after he was gone?” 

“No, he had taken it with him. I think, Mr. Holmes, it is time that we were 
leaving for Euston.” 

“I will order a four-wheeler. In a quarter of an hour, we shall be at your service. 
If you are telegraphing home, Mr. Huxtable, it would be well to allow the people in 
your neighbourhood to imagine that the inquiry is still going on in Liverpool, or 
wherever dse that red herring led your pack. In the meantime I will do a litde quiet 
work at your own doors, and perhaps the scent is not so cold but that two old 
hounds like Watson and myself may get a sniff of it.” 

'That evening found us in the cold, bracing atmosphere of thq Peak country, in 
which Dr. Huxtable’s famous school is situated. It was already dark when we 
reached it. A card was lying on the hall table, and the butler whispered something 
to his master, who turned to us with agitation in every heavy feature. 

The Duke is here," said he. “The Duke and Mr. Wilder arc in the study. Come, 
gentlemen, and I will introduce you.” 

I was, of course, familiar with the pictures of the famous statesman, but the man 
himsdf was very different from his representation. He was a tall and stately person, 
scrupulously dressed, with a drawn, thin face, and a nose which was grotesquely 
curved and long. His complexion was of a dead pallor, which was more startling by 
contrast with a long, dwindling beard of vivid red, which flowed down over his white 
waistcoat, with his watch<hain gleaming through its fringe. Such was the stately 
presence who looked stonily at us from the centre of Dr. Huxtable’s hearthrug. 
Beside him stood a very young man, whom I understood to be Wilder, the private 
secretary. He was small, nervous, alert, with intelligent light-blue eyes and mobile 
features. It was he who at once, in an incisive and positive tone, opened the con- 
versation. 

“I called this morning. Dr. Huxtable, too late to prevent you from starting for 
London. I learned that your object was to invite Mr. Sherlock Holmes to under- 
take the conduct of this case. His Grace is surprised. Dr Huxtable, that you should 
have taken such a step without consulting him,^’ 

“When 1 learned that the police had failed — ” 

“His Grace is by no means convinced that the police have failed.” 

“But surely, Mr. Wilder — ” 

“You are well aware, Dr. Huxtable, that his Grace is particularly anxious to avoid 
all public scandal. He prefers to take as few people as possible into his confidence.” 

“The matter can be easily remedied,” said the browbeaten doctor; “Mr. Sherlock 
Holmes can return to London by the morning train.” 

“Hardly that. Doctor, hardly that,” said Holmes, in his blandest voice. “This 
northern air is invigorating and pleasant, so 1 propose to spend a few days upon your 



moors, and to occupy my mind as best I may. Whether I have tibe shdter of your 
roof or of the village inn is, of course, for you to decide." 

I could see that the unfortunate doctor was in the last stage of indecision, from 
which he was rescued by the deep, sonorous voice of the red-bearded Duke, which 
boomed out like a dinner-gong. 

“I agree with Mr. Wilder, Dr. Huxtable, that you would have done wisely to 
consult me. But since Mr. Holmes has already been taken into your confidence, it 
would indeed be absurd that we should not avail oursdves of his services. Far from 
going to the inn, Mr. Holmes, I should be pleased if you would come and stay with 
me at Holdetnesse Hall.” 

“I thank your Grace. For the purposes of my investigation, I think that it would 
be wiser for me to remain at the scene of the mystery.” 

“Just as you like, Mr. Holmes. Any information which Mr. Wilder or I can give 
you is, of coune, at your disposal.” 

“It will probably be necessary for me to see you at the Hall,” said Holmes. “I 
would only ask you now, sir, whether you have formed any explanation in your own 
mind as to the mysterious disappearance of your son?” 

“No, sir, I have not.” 

“Excuse me if I allude to that which is painful to you, but I have no alternative. 
Do you think that the Duchess had anything to do with the matter?” 

The great minister showed perceptible hesitation. 

“1 do not think so,” he said, at last. 

“The other most obvious explanation is that the child has been kidnapped for the 
purpose of levying ransom. You have not had any demand of the sort?” 

“No, sir." 

“One more question, your Grace. I unuderstand tiiat you wrote to your son upon 
the day when this incident occurr^xl.” 

“No, I wrote upon the day before.” 

“Exactly. But he received it on that day?” 

“Yes.” 

“Was there anything in your letter which might have unbalanced him or induced 
him to take such a step?” 

“No, sir, certainly not.” 

“Did you post that letter yourself?” 

The nobleman's reply was interrupted by his seaetary, who broke in with some 
heat. 

“His Grace is not in the habit of posting letters himself," said he. “This letter was 
laid with others upon the study table, and I mysdf pot them in tiie post-bag.” 

“You are sure this one was among them?” 

“Yes, I observed it.” 

“How many letters did your Grace write that day?” 

“Twenty or thirty. I have a large correspondence. But surely this is somewhat 
irrdcvant?” 

“Not entirely,” said Holmes. 

“For my own part,” the Duke continued, “I have advised tiie police to turn their 
attention to the south of France. I have already said that I do not believe tiiat the 
Duchess would encourage so monstrous an action, but the lad had the most wrong- 
headed opinions, and it is possible that he may have fled to her, aided and abetted 
by th^Cerman. I think. Eh. HnxtaUe; that we wiD now return to tire HaD.” 
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I could see that there were other questions which Hobnes would have widied to 
put, but the nobleman's abrupt manna showed that the interview was at an end. 
It was evident that to his intensely aristocratic nature this discussion of his intimate 
family affain with a stranga was most abhorrent, and that he feared lest every fresh 
question would throw a fierca light into the discreetly shadowed cmnen of his 
ducal history. 

When the nobleman and his secretary had left, my friend flung himself at once 
with characteristic eagerness into the investigation. 

The boy's chamba was carefully examined, and yielded nothing save the absolute 
conviction that it was cmly through the window that he could have escaped. The 
German master's room and effects gave no furtha due. In his case a trafla of ivy 
had given way unda his weight, and we saw by rite light of a lantern the mark on the 
lawn where his beds had come down. That one dint in the short, green grass was 
the only material witness left of this inexplicable nocturnal flight 

Shalock Holmes left the house alone, and only returned afta deven. He had 
obtained a large ordnance map of the neighbourhood, and riiis he brought into my 
room, wbae he laid it out on the bed, and, having balanced the lamp in the middle 
of it he began to smoke ova it and occasionally to point out objects of interest 
with the reeking amba of his pipe. 

‘This case grows upon me, Watson,” said he. ‘Thae are decidedly some pdnts of 
interest in connection with it. In this early stage, I want you to realize those geo> 
graphical features which may have a good deal to do with our investigation. 

“Look at this map. This dark square is the Priory School. I'll put a pin in it. Now, 
this line is the main road. You see that it runs east and west past the school, and 
you see also that there is no side road for a mile eitha way. If Aese two fdk passed 
away by road, it was this road.” 
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“EMctiy." 

*By a nngolar and happy chance, we are able to some extent to check wlat 
passed along this road daring the night in question. At this point, where my pipe is 
now resting, a county constable was on duty fixmi twdve to six. It is, as you perceive, 
toe first crossroad on the east side. This rtun declares that he was not absent from 
bis post for an iiutant, and he is positive that neither boy nor man could have gone 
that way unseen. I have spoken with this policeman to-night, and he appean to me 
to be a perfectly reliable person. That blocks this end. We have now to deal with the 
otoer. There is an inn here, toe Red Bull, the landlady of which was ill. She had 
sent to Mackleton for a doct(»', but he did not arsive until morning, being absent at 
another case. The people at the itm were alert all night, awaiting his coming, and 
one or other of them seems to have continually had an eye upon toe toad. They 
dedate toat no one passed. If their evidence is good, then we ate fortunate enough 
to be able to block t^ west, and also to be able to say toat toe fugitives did not use 
toe rood at aQ.” 

*Bat the bicycle?” I objected. 

"Quite so. We will come to toe bicycle presently. To continue our reasoning: if 
these people did not go by the road, they must have traversed the country to the 
north of the house or to the south of the house. That is certain. Let us weigh the 
one against the otoer. On the south of the house is, as you perceive, a large district 
of arable land, cut up into small fields, with stone waJls between them. There, I 
admit that a bicycle is impossible. We can dismiss the idea. We turn to the country 
on toe north. Here there lies a grove of trees, iturked as the ‘Ragged Shaw,' and on 
toe farther side stretches a great rolling moor. Lower Gill Moor, extending for ten 
miles and sloping gradually upward. Here, at one side of this wilderness, is Holder- 
nesse Hall, ten miles by road, but only six across the moor. It is a peculiarly desolate 
plain. A few moor farmers have small holdings, where they rear sheep and cattle. 
Except these, the plover and toe curlew ate the only inhabitants until you come to 
toe Chesterfield high road. There is a church there, you see, a few cottages, and an 
inn. Beyond that the hills become precipitous. Surely it is here to the north that 
our quest must lie.” 

“But the bicyde?” I persisted. 

“Wdl, wdir said Hdmes, impatiently. “A good cyclist does not need a high 
road. The moor is intersected with paths, and toe moon was at the full. Halloal 
what is this?” 

There was an agitated knock at the door, and an instant afterwards Dr. Huxtable 
was in the room. In his hand he held a blue cricket-cap with a white chevron on 
toe peak. 

“At last we have a duel” he cried. “Thank heaveni at last we are on the dear boy’s 
tracki It is his cap.” 

“Where was it found?” 

“In toe van rrf toe gipsies who camped on the moor. They left on Tuesday. To-day 
the police traced toem down and examined their caravan. This was found.” 

“How do they account for it?” 

“They shu£9ed and lied— said that they found it on toe moor on Tuesday morn- 
ing. Thqr know vtoete be is,, the lascalsl Thank goodness, they are all safe under 
lock and key. Either the fear of the law m the Duke's purse will certainly get oat 
them jU toat they know.” 

“Srmr, so good,” said Holmes^ when the doctor had at last left the room. “It at 
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least bears out the dieory that it is on the side of the Lower Gill Moor that we must 
hope for results. The police have really done nodiing locally, save the anest of these 
gipsies. Look here, WatsonI There is a watercourse across the moor. You see it 
marked here in the map. In some parts it widens into a morass. This is particularly 
so in the region between Holdemesse Hall and the school. It is vain to look else- 
where for tracks in this dry weather, but at that point there is certainly a chance of 
some record being left. I will call you early to-morrow morning, and you and I will 
try if we can throw some little light upon the mystery.” 

The day was just breaking when I woke to find the long, thin form Of Holmes by 
my bedside. He was fully dressed, and had apparently already been out 

""I have done the lawn and the bicycle shed,” said he. ""I have also had a ramble 
through the Ragged Shaw. Now, Watson, there is cocoa ready in the next room. I 
must beg you to hurry, for we have a great day before us.” 

His eyes shone, and his chedc was flushed with the exhilaration of the master 
workman who secs his work lie ready before him. A very different Holmes, this 
active, alert man, from the introspective and pallid dreamer of Baker Street I felt, 
as I looked upon that supple figure, alive with nervous energy, that it was indeed 
a strenuous day that awaited us. 

And yet it opened in the blackest disappointment. With high hopes we struck 
across the peaty, russet moor, intersected with a thousand sheep paths, until we 
came to the broad, light'green belt which marked the morass between us and Hol- 
demesse. Certainly, if the lad had gone homeward, he must have passed this, and he 
could not pass it without leaving his traces. But no sign of him or the German could 
be seen. With a darkening face my friend strode along the margin, eagerly observ- 
ant of every muddy stain upon the mossy surface. Sheep-marks there were in pro- 
fusion, and at one place, some miles down, cows had left their tracks. Nothing more. 

”Check number one,” said Holmes, looking gloomily over the rolling expanse of 
the moor, “There is another morass down yonder, and a narrow neck between. 
Halloa 1 halloal halloal what have we here?” 

We had come on a small black ribbon of pathway. In the middle of it, clearly 
marked on the sodden soil, was the track of a bicycle. 

”HurrahI” I cried. ”We have it.” 

But Holmes was shaking his head, and his face was puzzled and expectant rather 
than joyous. 

“A bicycle, certainly, but not the bicycle,” said he. “I am familiar with forty-two 
different impressions left by tyres. This, as you perceive, is a Dunlop, with a patch 
upon the outer cover. Heidegger's tyres were Palmer's, leaving longitudinal stripes. 
Aveling, the mathematical master, was sure upon the point. Therefore, it is not 
Heidegger's track.” 

'The boy's, then?” 

"Possibly, if we could prove a bicycle to have been in his possession. But this 
we have utterly failed to do. This track, as you perceive, was made by a rider who 
was going from the direction of the school.” 

"Or towards it?” 

"No, no, my dear Watson. The more deeply sunk impression is, of course, the 
hind wheel, upon which the weight rests. You perceive several places where it has 
passed across and obliterated the more shallow mark of the front one. It was un- 
doubtedly heading away from the school. It may or may not be connected with 
our inquiry, but we will folk w it backwards before we go any farther.” 
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We did so, and at the end of a few hundred yards lost the trades as we emerged 
from the bo ^ portion of the moot. Following the path hodwanb, we picked 
out another sp^ where a spring trickled across it. Here, once again, was tire mark 
of die bicyde, though nearly obliterated by die hoofs ol cows. After that diere 
was no sign, but the path ran right on into Ragged Shaw, the wood which backed on 
to the school. From this wood the cyde must have emerged. Holmes sat down on 
a boulder and rested his chin in his hands. 1 had smoked two cigarettes before he 
moved. 

“Wdl, weH,** said he, at last. “It is, of course, possible that a cunning man 
might change the tyres of his bicycle in order to leave unfamiliar tracks. A criminal 
who was capable of such a thought is a man whom I should be proud to do business 
with. We will leave this question undecided and hark back to our morass again, 
for we have left a good deal unejqilored." 

We continued our systematic survey of the edge of the sodden portion of the 
moor, and soon our perseverance was gloriously rewarded. Right across the lower 
part of the bog lay a miry path. Holmes gave a cry of delight as he approached it. 
An impression like a fine bundle of telegraph wires ran down the centre of it. It 
was the Palmer tyres. 

“Here is Herr Heidegger, sure enough!’' cried Holmes, exultandy. “My reasoning 
seems to have been pretty sound, Watson.” 

“I congratulate you." 

“But we have a long way still to go. Kindly walk clear of the path. Now let 
us follow the trail. I fear that it will not lead very tar.” 

We found, however, as we advanced that this portion of the moor is intersected 
with soft patches, and, though we frequently lost sight of the track, we always 
succeeded in picking it up once more. 

“Do you observe,” said Holmes, “that the rider is now undoubtedly forcing the 
pace? 'niete can be no doubt of It. Look at this impression, where you get both 
tires clear. The one is as deep as the other. 'That can only mean that the rider is 
throwing his weight on to the handle-bar, as a man does when he is sprinting. By 
Jove! he has had a fall.” 

There was a broad, irregular smudge covering some yards of the track. Then 
there were a few footmarks, and the tyres reappeared once more. 

“A side-slip,” I suggested. 

Holmes held up a crumpled branch of flowering gorse. To my horror I perceived 
that the yellow blossoms were all dabbled with crimson. On the path, too, and 
among the heather were dark stains of clotted blood. 

"Bad!” said Holmes. “Bad! Stand clear, Watson! Not an unnecessary footstep! 
What do I read here? He fell wounded— he stood up— he remounted— he proceeded. 
But there is no other track. Cattle on this side path. He was surdy not gored by a 
bull? Impossible! But I see no traces of anyone else. We must push on, Watson. 
Surdy, with stains as well as the track to guide us, he cannot escape us now.” 

Our search was not a very long one. The tracks of the tyre be^n to curve fan- 
tastically upon die wet and shining path. Suddenly, as I looked ahead, the gleam 
of metal caught my eye from amid the thick gorse-bushes. Out of them we dragged 
a bicyde, Palmer-tyred, one pedal bent, and the whole front of it hornbly smeared 
and slobbered with blood. On the other side of the bushes, a shoe was projecting. 
We ran round, and there lay the unfortunate rider. He was a tall man, hdl-bearded, 
with spectades, one glass which had been knocked out.Tbe cause of his deadi 
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was a frightful blow upon the head, which had crushed in part of his skull. That he 
could have gone on after receiving such an injury said much for the vitality and 
courage of the man. He wore shoes, but no socks, and his open coat disclosed a 
nightshirt beneath it. It was undoubtedly the German master. 

Holmes turned the body over reverently, and examined it with great attention. 
He then sat in deep thought for a time, and I could see by his niCBed brow that 
this grim discovery had not, in his opinion, advanced us much in our inquiry. 

'‘It is a little difficult to know what to do, Watson,” said he, at last. ‘‘My own 
inclinations are to push this inquiry on, for we have already lost so much time 
that we cannot afford to waste another hour. On the other hand, we are bound 
to inform the police of the discovery, and to sec that this poor fellow's body is 
looked after.” 

"I could take a note back.” 

"But I need your company and assistance. Wait a bit! There is a fellow cutting 
peat up yonder. Bring him over here, and he will guide the police.” 

I brought the peasant across, and Holmes dispatched the frightened man with 
a note to Dr. Huxtable. 

“Now, Watson,” said he, ”we have picked up two clues this morning. One is the 
bicycle with the Palmer tyre, and we see what that has led to. The other is the 
bicycle with the patched Dunlop. Before we start to investigate that, let us try to 
realize what we do know, so as to make the most of it, and to separate the essential 
from the accidental.” 

“First of all, I wish to impress upon you that the boy certainly left of his own 
free-will. He got down from his window and he went off, either alone or with 
someone. That is sure.” 

I assented. 

“Well, now, let us turn to this unfortunate German master. The boy was fully 
dressed when he fled. Therefore, he foresaw what he would do. But the German 
went without his socks. He certainly acted on very short notice.” 

“Undoubtedly.” 

“Why did he go? Because, from his bedroom window, he saw the flight of the 
boy; because he wished to overtake him and bring him back. He seized his bicycle, 
pursued the lad, and in pursuing him met his death. “ 

“So it would seem.” 

“Now I come to the critical part of my argument. The natural action of a man 
in pursuing a little boy would be to run after him. He would know that he could 
overtake him. But the German docs not do so. He turns to his bicycle. I am told 
that he was an excellent cyclist. He would not do this, if he did not see that the 
boy had some swift means of escape.” 

“The other bicycle.” 

“Let us continue our reconstruction. He meets his death five miles from the 
school— not by a bullet, mark you, which even a lad might conceivably discharge, 
but by a savage blow dealt by a vigorous arm. The lad, then, had a companion in 
his flight. And the flight was a swift one, since it took five miles before an expert 
cyclist could overtake them. Yet we survey the ground round the scene of the 
tragedy. What do we find? A few cattle-tracks, nothing more. I took a wide sweep 
round, and there is no path within fifty yards. Another cyclist could have had 
nothing to do with the actual murder, nqr were there any human footmarks.” 

“Holmes,” I cried, “this is impossible.” 
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“Admiiablel" he said. “A most illuminating remark. It is impossible as I state 
it, and titerefore I most in some respect have stated it wrong. Yet you saw for 
yourself. Can you surest any fallacy?” 

"He could not have fractured his skull in a fall?” 

"In a morass, Watson?” 

“I am at my wit's «ad.” 

“Tut, tut, we have solved some worse problems. At least we have plenty of 
material, if we can only use it. Come, then, and, having exhausted the Palmer, let 
us see what the Dunlop with the patched cover has to offer us.” 

We picked up the track and followed it onward for some distance, but soon the 
moor rose into a long, heather-tufted curve, and we left the watercourse behind 
us. No further hdp from tracks could be hoped for. At the spot where we saw the 
last of the Dunlop tyre it might equally have led to Holdemesse Hall, the stately 
towers of which rose some miles to our left, or to a low, gray village which lay 
in front of us and marked the position of the Chesterfield high road. 

As we approached the forbidding and squalid inn, with the sign of a game-cock 
above the door. Holmes gave a sudden groan, and clutched me by the shoulder 
to save himsdf from falling. He had had one of those violent strains of the ankle 
which leave a man helpless. With difficulty he limped up to the door, where a 
squat, dark, elderly man was smoking a black clay pipe. 

“How are you, Mr. Reuben Hayes?” said Holmes. 

“Who are you, and how do you get my name so pat?" the countryman answered, 
with a suspicious flash of a pair of cunning eyes. 

"Well, it’s printed on the board above your bead. It’s easy to see a man who is 
master of his own house. I suppose you haven’t such a thing as a carriage in your 
stables?” 

“No, I have not.” 

"I can hardly put my foot to the ground.” 

"Don’t put it to the ground.” 

“But I can’t walk.” 

“Well, then, hop.” 

Mr. Reuben Hayes’s manner was far from gracious, but Holmes took it with 
admirable good-humour. 

“Look here, my man,” said he. “This is really rather an awkward fix for me. 
I don’t mind how 1 get on.” 

“Nddier do I,” said the morose landlord. 

"The matter is very important. I would offer you a sovereign for the use of a 
bicycle.” 

'Ilie landlord pricked up his ears. 

“Where do you want to go?” 

“To Holdemesse HaU.” 

"Pals of the Dook, I suppose?” said the landlord, surveying our mud-stained 
garments with ironical eyes. 

Holmes laughed good-naturedly. 

"He’ll be glad to see us, anyhow.” 

"Why?” 

“Because we bring him news of his lost son.” 

The landlord gave a very visible start. 

"^^iHiat, you’re on his track?” 
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‘‘He has been heard of in Liveipod. They expect to get him every hour.” 

Again a swift change passed over the heavy, unshaven hice. His manner was 
suddenly genial. 

‘Tve less reason to wish the Dook well than most men,” said he, “for I was his 
head coachman once, and crud bad he treated me. It was him that sacked me 
without a dtaracter on the word of a lying comchandler. But I’m glad to hear that 
'the young lord was heard of in Liverpool, and I’ll help you to take the news to die 
Hall.” 

“Thank you," said Holmes. "We'll have some food first. Then you can bring 
round the bicyde.” 

“I haven’t got a bicycle.” 

Holmes held up a sovereign. 

“I tell you, man, that I haven’t got one. I’ll let you have two horses as far as die 
HaU.” 

"Well, well,” said Holmes, "we’ll talk about it when we’ve had somediing to eat.” 

When we were left alone in the stone-fiagged kitchen, it was astonishing how 
rapidly that sprained ankle recovered. It was nearly nightfall, and we had eaten 
nothing since early morning, so that we spent some time over our meal. Holmes 
was lost in thought, and once or twice he walked over to the window and stared 
earnestly out. It opened on to a squalid courtyard. In the far comer was a smithy, 
where a grimy lad was at work. On the other side were 'the stables. Holmes had 
sat down again after one of these excursions, when he suddenly sprang out of his 
chair with a loud exclamation. 

"By heaven, Watson, I bdieve that I’ve got itl” he cried. “Yes, yes, it must be 
so. Watson, do you remember seeing any cow-tracks to-day?” 

“Yes, several.” 

"Where?" 

“Well, everywhere. They were at the morass, and again on the path, and again 
near where poor Heidegger met his death.” 

“Exactly. Wdl, now, Watson, how many cows did you see on the moor?” 

“I don’t remember seeing any." 

“Strange, Watson, that we should see tracks all along our line, but never a cow on 
the whole moor. Very strange, Watson, eh?" 

“Yes, it is strange.” 

“Now, Watson, make an effort, throw your mind back. Can you see those tracks 
upon the path?” 

“Yes, I can.” 

"Can you recall that the tracks were sometimes like that, Watson”— he arranged 
a numba of bread<rumbs in this fashion— : ' ; ; : —"and sometimes like this”— 
—“and occasionally like this”- .••*.•. “Can you remember 

that?" 

“No, I cannot.” 

“But I can. I could swear to it. However, we will go back at our leisure and verify 
it. What a blind beetle I have been, not to draw my conclusion.” 

“And what is your condusion?” 

“Only But it is a remarkable cow which walks, canters, and gallops. By Georgel 
Watson, it was no brain of a country publican that thought out such a blind as that. 
'The coast seems to be clear, save for Aat lad in the smithy. Let us dip out and see 
what we can see.” 
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There were two rough-haired, unkempt horses in the tumbledown stable. Hdmes 
raised the hind leg of one of diem and laughed aloud. 

''Old shoes, but newly shod— old shoes, but new nails. This case deserves to be 
a classic. Let us go across to the smithy."' 

The lad continued his work without regarding us. I saw Holmes's eye darting 
to right and left among the litter of iron and wood which was scattered about the 
floor. Suddenly, however, we heard a step behind us, and there was the landlord, 
his heavy eyebrows drawn over his savage eyes, his swarthy features convulsed with 
passion. He held a short, metal-headed stick in his hand, and he advanced in so 
menacing a fashion that I was right glad to feel the revolver in my pocket. 

"You infernal spiesl" the man cried. "What are you doing there?" 

"Why, Mr. Reuben Hayes," said Holmes, coolly, "one might think that you were 
afraid of our finding something out." 

The man mastered himself with a violent effort, and his grim mouth loosened 
into a false laugh, which was more menacing than his frown. 

‘Tou're welcome to all you can find out in my smithy," said he. "But look here, 
mister, I don’t care for folk poking about my place without my leave, so the sooner 
you pay your score and get out of this the better 1 shall be pleased." 

"An right, Mr. Hayes, no harm meant," said Holmes. "We have been having 
a look at your horses, but I think 111 walk, after all. It’s not far, I believe." 

"Not more than two miles to the Hall gates. That’s the road to the left." He 
watched us with sullen eyes until we had left his premises. 

We did not go very far along the road, for Holmes stopped the instant that the 
curve hid us from the landlord’s view. 

"We were warm, as the children say, at that inn," said he. "I seem to grow colder 
every step that I take away from it. N<5, no, I can’t possibly leave it." 

"I am convinced," said I, "that this Reuben Hayes knows all about it. A more 
self-evident villain I never saw." 

"Oh I he impressed you in that way, did he? There arc the horses, there is the 
smithy. Yes, it is an interesting place, this Fighting Cock. I think we shall have 
another look at it in an unobtrusive way." 

A long, sloping hillside, dotted with gray limestone boulders, stretched behind 
us. We had turned off the road, and were making our way up the hill, when, looking 
in the direction of Holdemesse Hall, I saw a cyclist coming swiftly along. 

"Get down, Watson!” cried Holmes, with a heavy hand upon my shoulder. We 
had hardly sunk from view when the man flew past us on the road. Amid a rolling 
cloud of dust, I caught a glimpse of a pale, agitated face-a face with horror in 
every lineament, the mouth open, the eyes staring wildly in front. It was like 
some strange caricature of the dapper James Wilder whom we had seen the night 
before. 

"The Duke’s secretary!” cried Holmes. "Come, Watson, let us sec what he docs." 

We scrambled from rock to rock, until in a few moments we had made our way to 
a point from which we could see the front door of the inn. Wilder's bicycle was 
leaning against the wall beside it. No one was moving about the house, nor could 
we catch a glimpse of any faces at the windows. Slowly the twilight crept down as 
the sun sank behind the high towers of Holdemesse Hall. Then, in the gloom, we 
saw the two side-lamps of a trap light up in the stable-yard of the inn, and shortiy 
afterwards heard the rattle of hoofs, as it wheeled out into the road and tore off at 
a furious pace in the direction of Chesterfield. 
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•'What do you make of that, Watson?" Holmes whispered. 

•‘It looks like a flight" 

“A single man in a dog-cart, so far as 1 could see. Well, it certainly was not Mr. 
James Wilder, for there he is at the door." 

A red square of light had sprung out of the darkness. In the middle of it was the 
black figure of the secretary, his head advanced, peering out into the night. It was 
evident that he was expecting someone. Then at last there were steps in the road, 
a second figure was visible for an instant against the light, the door shut, and all 
was black once more. Five minutes later a lamp was lit in a room upon the first 
floor. 

“It seems to be a curious class of custom that is done by the Fighting Cock," 
said Holmes. 

“The bar is on the other side." 

“Quite so. These are what one may call the private guests. Now, what in the 
world is Mr. James Wilder doing in that den at this hour of night, and who is the 
companion who comes to meet him there? Come, Watson, we must really take a 
risk and try to investigate this a little more closely." 

Together we stole down to the road and crept across to the door of the inn. The 
bicycle still leaned against the wall. Holmes struck a match and held it to the back 
wheel, and I heard him chuckle as the light fell upon a patched Dunlop tyre. Up 
above us was the lighted window. 

“I must have a peep through that, Watson. If you bend your back and support 
yourself upon the wall, I think that I can manage." 

An insl^nt later, his feet were on my shoulders, but he was hardly up before 
he was down again. 

“Come, my friend," said he, “our day's work has been quite long enough. I 
think that we have gathered all that we can. It's a long walk to the school, and the 
sooner we get started the better." 

He hardly opened bis lips during that weary trudge across the moor, nor would 
he enter the school when he reached it, but went on to Mackleton Station, whence 
he could send some telegrams. Late at night I heard him consoling Dr. Huxtable, 
prostrated by the tragedy of his master's death, and later still he entered my room 
as alert and vigorous as he had been when he started in the morning. “All goes 
well, my friend," said he. “I promise that before to-moiTOw evening we shall have 
reached the solution of the mystery," 

At eleven o'clock next morning my friend and I were walking up the famous yew 
avenue of Holdemesse Hall. We were ushered through the magnificent Elizabethan 
doorway and into his Grace’s study. There we found Mr. James Wilder, demure 
and courtly, but with some trace of that wild terror of the night before still lurking 
in his furtive eyes and in his twitching features. 

“You have come to see his Grace? 1 am sorry, but the fact is that the Duke is 
far from well. He has been very much upset bv the tragic news. We received a 
telegram from Dr. Huxtable yesterdav afternoon, which told us of your discovery." 

“I must see the Duke, Mr, Wilder " 

“But he is in his room.” 

“Then 1 must go to his room." 

“I believe he is in his bed." 

“I will sec him there." 
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Holmes’s cold and inexorable manner showed the secretary that it was useless to 
argue with him. 

“Very good, Mr. Holmes, I will tell him that you arc here.” 

After an hour’s delay, the great nobleman appeared. His face was more cadaverous 
than ever, his shoulders had rounded, and he seemed to me to be an altogether older 
man than he had been the morning before. He greeted us with a stately courtesy and 
seated himself at his desk, his red beard streaming down on the table. 

•’Well, Mr. Holmes?” said he. 

But my friend’s eyes were fixed upon the secretary, who stood by his master’s 
chair. 

”1 think, your Grace, that I could speak more freely in Mr. Wilder’s absence.” 

The man turned a shade paler and cast a malignant glance at Holmes. 

••If your Grace wishes — ” 

•‘Yes, yes, you had better go. Now, Mr. Holmes, what have you to say?” 

My friend waited until the door had closed behind the retreating secretary. 

••TTie fact is, your Grace,” said he, “that my colleague, Dr. Watson, and myself 
had an assurance from Dr. Huxtable that a reward had been offered in this case. 
I should like to have this confirmed from your own lips.” 

•’Certainly, Mr. Holmes.” 

•’It amounted, if I am correctly informed, to five thousand pounds to anyone who 
will tell you where your son is?” 

•’Exactly” 

•’And another thou.sand to the man who will name the person or persons who 
keep him in custody?” 

•’Exactly.” 

•’Under the latter heading is included, no doubt, not only those who may have 
taken him away, but also those who conspire to keep him in his present position?” 

‘‘Yes, yes,” cried the Duke, impatiently. “If you do your work well, Mr. Sherlock 
Holmes, you will have no reason to complain of niggardly treatment.” 

My friend rubbed his thin hands together with an appearance of avidity which 
was a surprise to me, who knew his frugal tastes. 

“I fancy that 1 see your Grace’s check-book upon the table,” said he. “I should 
be glad if you would make me out a check for six thousand pounds. It would be as 
well, perhaps, for you to cross it. The Capital and Counties Bank, Oxford Street 
branch are my agents.” 

His Grace sat very stem and upright in his chair and looked stonily at my 
friend. 

“Is this a joke, Mr. Holmes? It is hardly a subject for pleasantry,” 

“Not at all, your Grace. 1 was never more earnest in my life.” 

“What do you mean, then?” 

“I mean that 1 have earned the reward. I know where your son is, and I know 
some, at least, of those who are holding him.” 

The Duke’s beard had turned more aggressively red than ever against his ghastly 
white face. 

“Where is he?” he gasped. 

“He is, or was last night, at the Fighting Cock Inn, about two miles from your 
park gate.” 

The jj^uke fell back in his chair. 

“And whom do you accuse?” 
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Sherlodc Holmes's answer was an astounding one. He stepped swifUy forward 
and touched die Duke upon the dionlder. 

“I accuse you,” said he. "And now, your Grace, I'll trouble you for that check.” 

Never shall 1 forget the Duke's appearance as he sprang up and clawed with 
his hands, like one who is sinking into an abyss. Then, with an extraordinary 
effort of aristocratic self-command, he sat down and sank his face in his hands. It 
was some minutes before he spoke. 

“How much do you know?” he asked at last, without raising his head. 

“I saw you together last night.” 

“Does anyone else beside your friend know?” 

“I have spoken to no one.” 

The Duke took a pen in his quivering fingers and opened his check-hook. 

“I shall be as good as my word, Mr. Holmes. I am about to write your check, 
however unwelcome the information which you have gained may be to me. When 
the offer was first made, I litUe thought the turn which evenb might take. But 
you and your friend are men of discretion, Mr. Holmes?” 

“I hardly understand your Grace.” 

“I must put it plainly, Mr. Holmes. If only you two know of this incident, there 
is no reason why it should go any farther. I think twelve thousand pounds is the 
sum that I owe you, is it not?” -• 

But Holmes smiled and shook his head. 

“I fear, your Grace, that matters can hardly be arranged so easily. There is the 
death of this schoolmaster to be accounted for.” 

“But James knew nothing of that. You cannot hold him responsible for that. 
It was the work of this brutal ruffian whom he had the misfortune to employ.” 

“I must take the view, your Grace, that when a man embarks upon a crime, 
he is morally guilty of any other crime which may spring from it.” 

“Morally, Mr. Holmes. No doubt you are right. But surely not in die eyes of die 
law. A man cannot be condemned for a murder at which he was not present, and 
which he loathes and abhors as much as you do. The instant that he heard of it 
he made a complete confession to me, so filled was he widi horror and remorse. 
He lost not an hour in breaking entirely with the murderer. Oh, Mr. Holmes, you 
must save him— you must save himi 1 1^ you diat you must save himl” The Duke 
had dropped die last attempt at self-coniinand, and was pacing the room with a 
convulsed foce and widi his clenched hands raving in the air. At last he mastered 
himself and sat down once more at his desk. “I appreciate your conduct in coming 
here before you spoke to anyone dse,” said he. “At least, we may take counsel 
how far we can minimize this hideous scandal.” 

“Exacdy,” said Holmes. “I think, your Grace, diat this can only be done by 
absolute frankness between us. I am disposed to help your Grace to the best of 
my ability, but, in order to do so, 1 must understand to the last detafl how the 
matter stands. I realize that your words applied to Mr. James Wilder, and that he 
is not the murderer.” 

“No, die murderer has escaped.” 

Sheiiock Holmes smiled demurdy. 

“Your Grace can hardly have heard of any small reputation which I possess, or 
you would not imagine that it is so easy to escape me. Mr. Reuben Hayes was 
arrested at Chesterfield, on my information, at eleven o'clock last ni^t I had a 
tdegram fam die bead of the local pob’ce before I left die school diis morning.” 
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The Duke leaned back in his chair and stared with amazement at my friend. 

Tou seem to have powers that are hardly human,’* said he. ^’So Reisben Hayes 
is taken? I am right glad to hear it, if it wOl not react upon Ae fate of James.” 

”Your secretary?” 

”No, sir, my son.” 

It was Hohnes’s turn to look astonished. 

^ confess that this is entirely new to me, your Grace. I must beg you to be 
more explicit” 

will conceal nothing from you. I agree with you that complete frankness, 
however painful it may be to me, is the best policy in this desperate situation to 
which James’s foDy and jealousy have reduced us. When I was a very young man, 
Mr. Holmes, I loved with such a love as comes only once in a lifetime. I offered 
the lady marriage, but she refused it on die grounds that such a match might mar 
my career. Had she lived, I would certainly never have married anyone else. She 
died, and left this one child, whom for her sake I have cherished and cared for. I 
could not acknowledge the paternity to the world, but I gave him the best of 
educations, and since he came to manhood I have kept him near my person. He 
surprised my secret, and has presumed ever since upon the claim which he has 
upon me, and upon his power of provoking a scandal which would be abhoaent 
to me. His presence had something to do with the unhappy issue of my marriage. 
Above all, he hated my young legitimate heir from the first with a persistent 
hatred. You may well ask me why, under these circumstances, I still kept James 
under my roof. I answer that it was because I could see his mother’s face in his, 
and that for her dear sake there was no end to my long-suffering. All her pretty 
ways too-theie was not one of them which he could not suggest and bring back 
to my memory. I could not send him away.* But I feared so much lest he should 
do Arthur— that is. Lord Saltire— a mischief, that I dispatched him for safety to 
Dr. Huxtable’s school. 

"James came into contact with this fellow Hayes, because the man was a tenant 
of mine, and Jame.s acted as agent. The fellow was a rascal from the beginning, 
but, in some extraordinary way, James became intimate with him. He had always 
a taste for low company. When James determined to kidnap Lord Saltire, it was 
of this man’s service that he availed himself. You remember that I wrote to Arthur 
upon that last day. Well, James opened the letter and inserted a note asking 
Arthur to meet him in a little wood called the Ragged Shaw, which is near to the 
school. He used the Duchess’s name, and in that way got the boy to come. That 
evening James bicycled over— I am telling you what he has himself confessed to 
me— and he told Arthur, whom he met in the wood, that his mother longed to 
see him, that she was awaiting him on the moor, and that if he would come back 
into the wood at midnight he would find a man with a horse, who would take him 
to her. Poor Arthur fell into the trap. He came to the appointment, and found this 
fellow Hayes with a led pony. Arthur mounted, and they set off together. It ap- 
pears- though this James only heard yesterday— that they were pursued, that Hayes 
struck the pursuer with his stick, and that the man died of his injuries. Hayes 
brought Arthur to his public-house, the Fighting Cock, where he was confined in 
an upper room, under the care of Mrs. Hayes, who is a kindly woman, but entirely 
under the control of her brutal husband. 

”Well, Mr. Holmes, that was the state of affairs when I first saw you two days 
ago. I had no more idea of the truth than you. You will ask me what was James’s 
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motive in doing such a deed. I answer that there was a great deal whidi was un- 
reasoning and fanatical in the hatred which he bore my heir. In his view he should 
himself have been heir of all my estates^ and he deeply resented those social laws 
which made it unpossible. At the same time, he had a definite motive also. He 
was eager that I should break the entail, and he was of opinion that it lay in my 
power to do so. He intended to make a bargain with me— to restore Arthur if I 
would break the entail, and so make it possible for the estate to be left to him 
by will. He knew well that I should never willingly invoke the aid of the police 
against him. I say that he would have proposed such a bargain to me; but he did 
not actually do so, for events moved too quickly for him, and he had not time 
to put his plans into practice. 

“What brought all his wicked scheme to wreck was your discovery of this man 
Heidegger’s dead body. James was seized with horror at the news. It came to us 
yesterday, as we sat together in this study. Eh. Huxtable had sent a tdegiam. 
James was so overwhelmed with grief and agitation that my suspicions, which had 
never been entirely absent, rose instantly to a certainty, and I taxed him with the 
deed. He made a complete voluntary confession. Then he implored me to keep his 
secret for three days longer, so as to give his wretched accomplice a chance of 
saving his guilty life. I yielded— as I have always yielded— to his prayers, and in- 
stantly James hurried off to the Fighting Cock to warn HaydS and give him the 
means of flight. I could not go there by daylight without provoking comment, but 
as soon as night fell I hurried off to see my dear Arthur. I found him safe and well, 
but horrified beyond expression by the dreadful deed he had witnessed. In defer- 
ence to my promise, and much against my will, I consented to leave him there for 
three days, under the charge of Mn. Hayes, since it was evident that it was im- 
possible to inform the police where he was without telling them also who was the 
murderer, and I could not see how that murderer could be punished without ruin 
to my unfortunate James. You asked for frankness, Mr. Holmes, and I have taken 
you at your word, for I have now told you everything without an attempt at 
circumlocution or concealment. E'o you in turn be as frank with me.” 

“I will,” said Holmes. “In the first place, your Grace, I am bound to tell you 
that you have placed yourself in a most serious position in the eyes of the law. You 
have condoned a felony, and you have aided the escape of a murderer, for I cannot 
doubt that any money which was taken by james Wilder to aid his accomplice in 
his flight came from your Grace’s purse." 

The Duke bowed his assent. 

"This is, indeed, a most serious matter. Even more culpable in my opinion, 
your Grace, is your attitude towards your younger son You leave him in this den 
for three days." 

“Under solemn promises — " 

“What arc promises to such people as these? You have no guarantee that he will 
not be spirited away again. To humour your guilty elder son, you have exposed 
your innocent younger son to imminent and unnecessary danger. It was a most un- 
justifiable action." 

The proud lord of Holdemesse was not accustomed to be so rated in bis own ducal 
hall. The blood flushed into his high forehead, but his Conscience held him dumb. 

“I will help you, but on one condition only. It is that you ring for the footman 
and let me give such orders as I like " 

Without a word, the Duke pressed the electric bell. A servant entered. 
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‘Toa will be glad to heai,” said Holmes, "that your young master is found. It 
is the Duke’s desire that tiie carriage shall go at once to the Fighting Code Inn to 
bring Lord Sahire home. 

"Now," said Holmes, when die rejoicing lackey had disappeared, "having secured 
die future, we can afford to be more lenient wiA the past. I am not in an official 
positkm, and there is no reason, so long as the ends of justice are served, why I 
should disclose all that I know. As to Hayes, I say nothing. The gallows awaits 
him, and I would do nothing to save him from it. What he will divulge I cannot 
tdl, but I have no doubt that your Grace could make him understand that it is 
to his interest to be silent From the police point of view he will have kidnapped 
the boy for the purpose of ransom. If they <fo not diemselves find it out, I see no 
reason why I should prompt them to take a broader point of view. I would warn 
your Grace, however, diat the continued presence of Mr. James Wilder in your 
household can only lead to misfortune.” 

"I understand t^t, Mr. Holmes, and it is already settled that he shall leave me 
forever, and go to seek his fortune in Australia.” 

"In that case, your Grace, since you have yourself stated that any unhappiness 
in your married life was caused by his presence, I would suggest that you make such 
amends as you can to the Duchess, and that you try to resume those relations 
which have been so unhappily interrupted.” 

"That also I have arranged, Mr. Holmes. I wrote to the Duchess this morning.” 

"In that case,” said Holmes, rising, "I think that my fnend and I can congratu- 
late outsdves upon several most happy results from our little visit to the North. 
There is one other small point upon which I desire some light. This fellow Hayes 
had shod his horses with shoes which counterfeited the tracks of cows. Was it 
from Mr. Wilder that he learned so extraordinary a device?” 

The Duke stood in thought for^ moment, with a look of intense surprise on 
his foce. Then he opened a door and showed us into a large room furnished as a 
museum. He led the way to a glass case in a comer, and pointed to the inscription. 

"These shoes,” it ran, "were dug up in the moat of Holderaesse Hall. They are 
for the use of horses, but they are shaped below with a cloven foot of iron, so as to 
throw puisuers off the track. They are supposed to have belonged to some of the 
marauding Barons of Holdernesse in the Middle Ages.” 

Holmes opened the case, and moistening his finger he passed it along the shoe. 
A thin film of recent mud was left upon his skin. 

"Thank you,” said he, as he replaced the glass. “It is the second most interesting 
object that I have seen in the North.” 

"And the fint?” 

Holmes folded up his check and placed it carefully in his notebook. "I am a 
poor man,” said he, as he patted it affectionately, and thrust it into the depths of 
his inner pocket. 


THE ADVENTURE OF BLACK PETER 

I HAVE never known my friend to be in better form, both mental and physical, than 
in the year ’95. His increasing fame had brought with it an immense practice, and 
I should be guilty of an indiscretion if I were even to hint at the identity of some of 
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die iUastnoiis ciknts ivbo croiwd oar humble ducdiold in Baker Staeet Hoknca, 
houwver, Ifte dl great artists, lived for his art’s sahe^ and, save hi the or of the 
Duke of Holdemesse, I have sddom knowu him claim any larye aewiand for his 
inestimable services. So uim«li9y was be-or so aqnicioaa-dud he freqaendy 
refused his help to die poweifid vvealthy where die problem made im appeal 
to his sympathies, while he would devote weeks of most mtenae apfdication lo 
the aSairs of some humble dient whose case presented dioae strange and d r a matic 
qualities which appealed to his imagination and challenged his ingenuity. 

In this memorable year ’ 95 , a curious and inoongmous soocesskm of cases had 
engaged his attention, ranging from his famous investigation of the sodden death 
of Cardinal Tosca-an inquiry which was carried out by him at the eaqi r ei a deaiie 
of His Holiness the Pope-down to his arrest of Wilson, the notorioris canary- 
trainer, which removed a plague-spot from die East End of Loiuhm. Cloae on the 
heels of these two famous cases came die tragedy of Woodman’s Lee, and the 
very obscure circumstances which surrounded the death of Captain Peter Carey. 
No record of the doings of Mr. Sherlock Holmes would be complete which did not 
include some account of this very unusual affair. 

During the first week of July, my friend had been absent so often and so kmg 
from our lodgings that 1 knew he had something on hand. The toct that several 
rough-looking men called during that time and inquired forCaptain Basil made me 
understand that Holmes was working somewhere under one of the numerous dis- 
guises and names with which he concealed his own formidable identity. He had at 
least five small refuges in different parts of London, in which he was able to change 
his personality. He said nothing of his business to me, and it was t|ot my habit 
to force a confidence. The fint positive sign which he gave me of the diiectioo 
which his investigation was taking was an extraordinary one. He had gone out be- 
fore breakfast, and I had sat down to mine when be strode into the room, his hat 
upon his head and a huge barbed-headed spear tucked like an umbrella under his 
arm. 

“Good gracious, HolmesI" ! cried. “You don’t mean to say that you have been 
walking about London with that thing?" 

"I drove to the butcher’s and back.” 

“The butcher’s?” 

“And 1 return with an excellent appetite. There can be no question, my dear 
Watson, of the value of exercise before bieakfost. But I am prepared to bet that 
you will not guess the form that my exercise has taken.” 

“I will not attempt it.” 

He chuckled as he pouted out the coffee. 

“If you could have looked into AUardyce’s back shop, you would have seen a 
dead pig swung fnnn a hook in the celling, and a gentleman in his shirt sleeves 
furiously stabbing at it with this weapon. I was that energetic person, and I have 
satisfied myself that by no exertion of my strength can I transfix the pig with a 
single blow. Perhaps yon would cate to try?” 

“Not for worlds. But why were you doing tiiis?" 

“Becaiue it seemed to me to have an indirect bearing upon die mystery of 
Woodman’s Lee. Ah, Hopkins, I got your wire last night, and I have been ex- 
pecting you. Ckime and join us.” 

Our visitor was an exceedin^y alert man, thirty years of age, dressed in a quiet 
tweed suit, but retaining the erect bearing of one who was acc usto med to ofl^l 
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tmifonn. I recognized him at once as Stanley Hopkins, a young police inspector, 
for whose future Holmes had high hopes, while he in turn professed the admiia* 
tion and respect of a pupil for the scientific methods of the famous amateur. 
Hopkins's brow was clouiM, and he sat down with an air of deep deiection. 

*^0, thank you, sir. 1 breakfasted before 1 came round. I spent the night in town, 
for I came op yesterday to report." 

"And what ^ you to report?” 

"FaOute, sir, absolute failure." 

"You have made no progress?” 

"None." 

"Dear mel I must have a look at the matter." 

"I wish to heavens that you would, Mr. Holmes. It's my first big chance, and I 
am at my wit's end. For goodness' sake, come down and lend me a hand.” 

"Wdl, wdl, it just happens that I have already read all the available evidence, 
including the report of die inquest, with some care. By the way, what do you 
makg of that tobacco pouch, found on the scene of the crime? Is there no clue 
there?” 

Hopkins looked surprised. 

"It was die man's own pouch, sir. His initials were inside it. And it was of sealskin 
—and he was an old sealer.” 

"But he had no pipe.” 

"No, sir, we could find no pipe. Indeed, he smoked very litde, and yet he might 
have kqit some tobacco for his friends." 

"No doubt. I only mention it because, if I had been handling the case, I should 
have been inclined to make that the starting-point of my investigation. However, 
my friend. Dr. Watson, knows nothing of this matter, and I should be none the 
worse for hearing the sequence of events once more. Just give us some short sketches 
of the essentiak." 

Stanley Hopkins drew a slip of paper from his pocket. 

"I have a few dates here which will give you the career of the dead man. Captain 
Peter Carey. He was bom in '45— fifty years of age. He was a most daring and suc- 
cessful seal and whale fisher. In 1883 he commanded the steam sealer Sea Unworn, 
of Dundee. He had then had several successful voyages in succession, and in the 
following year, 1884, he retired. After that he travelled for some yean, and finally 
he bought a small place called Woodman's Lee, near Forest Row, in Sussex. There 
he has lived for six years, and there he died just a week ago to^lay. 

"There were some most singular points about the man. In ordinary life, he 
was a strict Puritan— a silent, gloomy fellow. His household consisted of his wife, 
his dau^tei, aged twenty, and two female servants. These last were continually 
dianging, for it was never a very cheery situation, and sometimes it became past 
an beating. The man was an intermittent drunkard, and when he had the fit on 
him he was a perfect fiend. He has been known to drive his wife and daughter out 
of doors in the middle of the night and flog tiiem throu^ the park until the 
whole village outside the gates was aroused by their screams. 

"He was summoned once for a savage assault upon the old vicar, who had called 
upon him to remonstrate with him upon his conduct. In Aort, Mr. Holmes, you 
would go far before you found a more dangerous man than Peter Carey, and I 
have heard that he bm tiie same character when he commanded his ship. He was 
known in ^ trade as Blade Peter, and the name was given him, not only on ao- 
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count of his swarthy features and the colour of hLs huge beard, but for the humours 
which were the terror of ah around him. 1 need not say that he was loathed and 
avoided by every one of his neighbours, and that I have not heard one single word 
of sorrow about his terrible end. 

*Tou must have read in the account of the inquest about the man's cabin, Mr. 
Holmes, but perhaps your friend here has not heard of it. He had built himself 
a wooden outhouse— he always called it the 'cabin— a few hundred yards from his 
house, and it was here that he slept every night. It was a little, single-roomed 
hut, sixteen feet by ten. He kept the key in his pocket, made his own bed, cleaned 
it himself, and allowed no other foot to cross the threshold. There are small win- 
dows on each side, which were covered by curtains and never opened. One of these 
windows was turned towards the high road, and when the light burned in it at 
night the folk used to point it out to each other and wonder what Black Peter was 
doing in there. That's the window, Mr. Holmes, which gave us one of the few bits 
of positive evidence that came out at the inquest. 

“You remember that a stonemason, named Slater, walking from Forest Row 
about one o'clock in the morning— two days before the murder— stopped as he 
passed the grounds and looked at the square of light sbli shining among the trees. 
He swears that the shadow of a man's head turned sideways was clearly visible 
on the blind, and that this shadow was certainly not that of Peter Carey, whom he 
knew well. It was that of a bearded man, but the beard was short and bristled for- 
ward in a way very diflFerent from that of the captain. So he says, but he had been 
two hours in the public-house, and it is some distance from the road to the win- 
dow. Besides, this refers to the Monday, and the crime was done upon the 
Wednesday. 

"On the Tuesday, Peter Carey was in one of his blackest moods, flushed with 
drink and as savage as a dangerous wild beast. He roamed about the house, and 
the women ran for it when they heard him coming. Late in the evening, he went 
down to his own hut. About two o'clock the following morning, his daughter, who 
slept with her window open, he.i:d a most fearful yell from that direction, but it 
was no unusual thing for him to bawl and shout when he was in drink, so no 
notice was taken. On rising at seven, one of the maids noticed that the door of 
the hut was open, but so great was the terror which the man caused that it was 
midday before anyone would venture down to see what had become of him. Peep- 
ing into the open door, they saw a sight which sent them flying, with white faces, 
into the village. Within an hour, I was on the spot and had taken over the case. 

“Well, I have fairly steady nerves, as you know, Mr. Holmes, but I give you 
my word, that 1 got a shake when I put my head into that little house. It was 
droning like a harmonium with the flies and bluebottles, and the floor and walls 
were like a slaughter-house. He had called it a cabin, and a cabin it was, sure 
enough, for you would have thought that you were in a ship. There was a bunk at 
one end, a sea-chest, maps and charts, a picture of the Sea Unicom, a line of 
logbooks on a shelf, all exactly as one would expect to find it in a captain's room. 
And there, in the middle of it, was the man himself-his face twist^ like a lost 
soul in torment, and his great brindled beard stuck upward in his agony. Right 
through his broad breast a steel harpoon had been driven, and it had sunk deep 
into the wood of the wall behind him. He was pinned like a beetle on a card. Of 
course, he was quite dead, and had been<so from the instant that he had uttered 
that last yell of agony. 
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know your methods, sir, and I applied them. Before 1 permitted anything to 
be moved, I examined most carefully the ground outside, and also the floor of 
the room. There were no footmarks.” 

“Meaning that you saw none?” 

“I assure you, sir, that there were none.” 

“My good Hopkins, I have investigated many crimes, but I have never yet seen 
one which was committed by a flying creature. As long as the criminal remains upon 
two legs so long must there be some indentation, some abrasion, some trifling dis- 
placement which can be detected by the scientific searcher. It is incredible that this 
blood-bespattered room contained no trace which could have aided us. 1 under- 
stand, however, from the inquest that there were sc«ne objects which you failed to 
overlook?” 

The young inspector winced at my companion’s ironical comments. 

“I was a fool not to call you in at the time, Mr. Holmes. However, that’s past 
praying for now. Yes, there were several objects in the room which called for 
special attention. One was the harpoon with which the deed was committed. It 
had been snatched down from a rack on the wall. Two others remained there, and 
there was a vacant place for the third. On the stock was engraved ‘SS. Sea Unicom, 
Dundee.’ This seemed to establish that the crime had been done in a moment of 
fury, and that the murderer had seized the first weapon which came in his way. 
The fact that the crime was committed at two in the morning, and yet Peter 
Carey was fully dressed, suggested that he had an appointment with the murderer, 
which is borne out by the fact that a bottle of rum and two dirty glasses stood 
upon the table.” 

“Yes,” said Holmes; “I think that both inferences are permissible. Was there 
any other spirit but rum in the room?” 

"Yes, there was a tantalus containing brandy and whisky on the sea-chest. It is 
of no importance to us, however, sirice the decanters were full, and it had there- 
fore not been used.” 

“For all that, its presence has some significance,” said Holmes. “However, let 
us hear some more about the objects which do seem to you to bear upon the case.” 

“There was this tobacco-pouch upon the table.” 

“What part of the table?” 

“It lay in the middle. It was of coarse sealskin- the straight-haired skin, with a 
leather thong to bind it. Inside was T. C.’ on the flap. There was half an ounce 
of strong ship’s tobacco in it.” 

“Excellent! What more?” 

Stanley Hopkins drew from his pocket a drab-covered notebook. The outside 
was rough and worn, the leaves discoloured. On the first page were written the 
initials “J. H. N.” and the date “1883.” Holmes laid it on the table and examined 
it in his minute way, while Hopkins and I gazed over each shoulder. On the second 
page were the printed letters “C. P. R.,” and then came several sheets of numbers. 
Another heading was “Argentine,” another “Costa Rica,” and another “San Paulo,” 
each with pages of signs and figures after it. 

“What do you make of these?” asked Holmes. 

“They appear to be lists of Stock Exchange securities. I thought that *}. H. N.' 
were the initials of a broker, and that ‘C. P. R.' may have been his client.” 

“Try Canadian Pacific Railway,” said Holmes. 

Stanle^Hopkins swore between his teeth, and struck his thigh with his clenched 



"What a fod I have been!” he cried. "Of course^ it is as you say. Then 7 - H. N/ 
are the only initials we have to solve. I have alre^y examined the old Stodt Ex- 
change lists, and I can find no one in 1883, either in the house or among the out- 
side brokers, whose initials correspond with these. Yet I fed that the cine is the 
most important one that I hold. You will admit, Mr. Holmes, that there is a 
possibility that these initials arc those of the second person who was present— in 
other words, of the murderer. I would also urge that the introduction into the 
ca^e of a document relating to large masses of valuable securities gives us for the 
first time some indication of a motive for the crime.” 

Sherlock Holmes's face showed that he was thoroughly taken aback by this new 
development. 

"I must admit both your points,” said he. "I confess that this notebook, which 
did not appear at the inquest, modifies any views which I may have formed. I 
had come to a theory of the crime in which I can find no place for this. Have you 
endeavoured to trace any of the securities here mentioned?" 

"Inquines are now being made at the offices, but I fear that the complete register 
of the stockholders of tnese South American concerns is in South America, and 
that some weeks must elapse before we can trace the shares.” 

Holmes had been examining the cover of the notebook with his magnifying lens. 

“Surely there is some discolouration here,” said he. 

“Yes, sir, it is a blood stain. I told you that I picked the book off the floor." 

“Was the blood-stain above or below?” 

“On the side next the boards ” 

“Which proves^ of course, that the book was dropped after the crime was com- 
mitted ” 

“Exactly, Mr. Holmes, I appreciated that point, and I conjectured that it was 
dropped by the murderer in his hurried flight It lay near the door.” 

“I suppose that none of these securities have been found among the property of 
the dead man?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Have you any reason to suspect robbery?” 

“No, sir Nothing seemed to have been touched ” 

“Dear me, it is certainly a very interesting case. Then there was a knife, was 
there not?” 

“A sheath-knife, still in its sheath It lay at the feet of the dead man. Mrs. 
Carey has identified it as being her husband's property.” 

Holmes was lost m thought for some time. 

“Well,” said he, at last, “I suppose I shall have to come out and have a look 
at It," 

Stanley Hopkins gave a cry of joy. 

“Thank you, sir That will, indeed, be a weight off my t^ind." 

Holmes shook his finger at the inspector. 

“It would have been an easier task a week ago,” said he. '^But even now my visit 
may not be entirely fruitless. Watson, if you can spare the time, I should be very 
glad of your company. If you will call a four-wheeler, Hopkins, we shall be ready 
to start for Forest Row in a quarter of an hour.” 

Alighting at the small wayside station, we drove for some miles through the 
remains of wide^^pread woods, which were once part of that gi^eat forest which for 
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so long hdd tbe Saxon invaders at bay— the impenetrable Veald," for sixty yean 
die bulwark of Britain. Vast sections of it have been cleared, for this is tte seat 
of the first ironworks of the country, and the trees have been felled to smelt the 
ore. Now the richer fields of the North have absorbed the trade, and nothing save 
these ravaged groves and great scars in the earth show the work of the past. Here, 
in a clearing upon the green slope of a hill, stood a long, low, stone house, ap- 
proached by a curving drive running through the fields. Nearer the road, and 
surrounded on three sides by bushes, was a small outhouse, one window and the 
door facing in our direction. It was the scene of the murder. 

Stanley Hopkins led us first to the house, where he introduced us to a haggard, 
gray-haired woman, the widow of the murdered man, whose gaunt and deep-lined 
face, with the furtive look of tenor in the depths of her red-rimmed eyes, told of 
the years of hardship and ill-usage which she had endured. With her was her 
dau^ter, a pale, fair-haired girl, whose eyes blazed defiantly at us as she told us 
that she was glad that her father was dead, and that she blessed the hand which 
had struck him down. It was a terrible household that Black Peter Carey had made 
for himself, and it was with a sense of relief that we found ourselves in the sun 
light again and making our way along a path which had been worn across the 
fields by the feet of the dead man. 

The outhouse was the simplest of dwellings, wooden-walled, shingle-roofed, one 
window beside the door and one on the farther side. Stanley Hopkins drew the 
key from his pocket and had stooped to the lock, when he paused with a look of 
attention and surprise upon his face. 

‘^mone has b^ tampering with it,” he said. 

There could be no doubt of the fact. The woodwork was cut, and the scratches 
showed white through the paint, as if they had been that instant done. Holmes had 
been examining the window. 

^Someone has tried to force this also. \Vhoever it was has failed to make his 
way in. He must have been a very poor burglar.” 

”1111$ is a most extraordinary thing,” said the inspector, ”1 could swear that 
these marks were not here yesterday evening." 

"Some curious person from die village, perhaps,” 1 suggested. 

"Very unlikely. Few of them would dare to set foot in the grounds, far less try 
to force their way into the cabin. What do you think of it, Mr. Holmes?” 

“I think that fortune is very kind to us.” 

"You mean that the person will come again?” 

"It is very probable. He came expecting to find the door open. He tried to get 
in with the blade of a very small penknife. He could not manage it. What would 
he do?” 

“Come again next night with a mote useful tool.” 

“So I should say. It will be our fault if we are not there to receive him. Mean- 
while, let me see the inside of the cabin." 

The traces of the tragedy had been removed, but the furniture within the little 
room still stood as it had been on the night of the crime. For two hours, with 
most intense concentration. Holmes examined every object in turn, but his face 
showed that his quest was not a successful one. Once only he paused in his patient 
investigation. 

nflave VM taken anything off this shelf, Hopkins?" 

“No, I^ve moved nothing.” 
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""Something has been taken. There is less dust in this corner of the sfadf than 
elsewhere. It may have been a book lying on its side. It may have been a box. 
Well, well, I can do nothing more. Let us walk in these beautiful woods, Watson, 
and give a few hours to the birds and the flowers. We shall meet you here later, 
Hopkins, and see if we can come to closer quarten with the gentleman who has 
paid this visit in the night.'" 

It was past eleven o'clock when we formed our little ambuscade. Hopkins was 
for leaving the door of the hut open, but Holmes was of the opinion that this 
would rouse the suspicions of the stranger. The lock was a perfectly simple one, 
and only a strong blade was needed to push it back. Holmes also suggested that 
we should wait, not inside the hut, but outside it, among the bushes which grew 
round the farther window. In this way we should be able to watch our man if he 
struck a light, and see what his object was in this stealthy nocturnal visit. 

it was a long and melancholy vigil, and yet brought with it something of the 
thrill which the hunter feels when he lies beside the water-pool, and waits for the 
coming of the thirsty beast of prey. What savage creature was it which miglit steal 
upon us out of the darkness? Was it a fierce tiger of crime, which could only be 
taken fighting hard with flashing fang and claw, or would it prove to be some 
skulking jackal, dangerous only to the weak and unguarded? ^ 

In absolute silence we crouched amongst the bushes, waiting for whatever might 
come. At first the steps of a few belated villageis, or the sound of voices from the 
village, lightened our vigil, but one by one these interruptions died away, and 
an absolute stillness fell upon us, save for the chimes of the distant church, which 
told us of the progress of the night, and for the rustle and whisper of a fine rain 
falling amid the foliage which roofed us in. 

Half'past two had chimed, and it was the darkest hour which precedes the 
dawn, when we all started as a low but sharp click came from the direction of the 
gate. Someone had entered the dnve. Again there was a long silence, and I had 
begun to fear that it was a false alarm, when a stealthy step was heard upon the 
other side of the hut, and a moment later a metallic scraping and clinking. The 
man was trying to force the lock. This time his skill was greater or his tool was 
better, for there was a sudden snap and he creak of the hinges. Then a match 
was struck, and next instant the steady b^ht from a candle filled the interior of 
the hut. Through the gauze curtain our eyes were all nveted upon the scene 
within. 

The nocturnal visitor was a young man, frail and thin, with a black moustache 
which intensified the deadly pallor of his face. He could not have been much above 
twenty years of age. I have never seen any human being who appeared to be in 
such a pitiable fright, for his teeth were visibly chattering, and he was shaking in 
every limb. He was dressed like a gentleman, in Norfolk jacket and kntdeerbockers, 
with a cloth cap upon his head. We watched him staring round with frightmed 
eyes. Then he laid the candleend upon the table and disappeared from our view 
into one of the comers. He returned with a large book, one of the logbooks which 
formed a line upon the shelves. Leaning on the table, he rapidly turned over the 
leaves of this volume until he came to the entry which he sought Then, with an 
angry gesture of his clenched hand, he closed the book, replaced it in the comer, 
and put out the light. He had hardly turned to leave the hut when Hopkins's hand 
was on the fdlow’s collar, and I heard hi§ loud gasp of terror as he understood tiiat 
he was taken. The candle was teltt, and there was our wretched captive, shiveimg 
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tad cowerii]jp,tit tile gjtnp of dir detect^ He sank down, upon the at e c h es t^ and 
lod»d lidpieMtjr famn one of at to the otiier. 

*'No«^ my uEbe fdlow/' »id Stanley Hopkins^ ‘^vho are- you, and what do you 
waothet^ \ 

The man pii^Qed himsdf together, and faced us with an elFoit at sdf-composuie. 

"You ate detectives, I suppose?" said he. "You imagine I am connected wid) the 
death of Captaip Peter Carey. I assure you that I am innocent.” 

"We’ll see a^ut tiiat," said Hopkins. “First of all, what is your name?" 

"It is John l^ley Nelif^." 

1 saw Holmee and Hopkins exchange a quick glance. 

“What ate yo^i doing here?" 

"Can I ^fidentially?" 

“No, certainly mot.” 

“Why should 1 tell you?" 

“If you have no answer, it may go badly with you at the trial.” 

The young man winced. 

“WeU, I wfll tdl you," he said. “Why should I not? And yet I hate to think of 
this old scandal gaining a new lease of life. Did you ever hear of Dawson and 
Neligan?" 

1 could see, from Hopkins’s face, that he never had, but Holmes was keenly 
interested. 

“You mean the West Country bankers,” said he. "They failed for a million, 
ruined half the county families of Cornwall, and Neligan disappeared." 

“Exactly. Neligan was my hither.” 

At last we were getting something positive, and yet it seemed a long gap between 
an absconding banker and Captain Petm Carey pinned against the wall with one 
of his own harpoons. We all listened ii^endy to the young man’s words. 

“It was my father who was really concerned. Dawson had retired. 1 was only 
ten years of age at the time, but I was old enough to fed the shame and horror 
of it all. It has always been said that my father stole all the securities and fled. 
It is not true. It was his belief that if he were given time in which to realize them, 
all would be wdl and every creditor paid in full. He started in his little yacht 
for Norway just bdore the warrant was issued for his arrest. I can remember that 
last night, when hq bade farewell to my mother. He left us a list of the securities 
he was taking, and he swore that he would come back with his honour cleared, 
and that none who had trusted him would suffer. Well, no word was ever heard 
from him again. Both the yacht and he vanished utterly. We bdieved, my mother 
and I, that he and it, with the securities that he had taken with him, were at the 
bottom of the sea. We had a faithful friend, however, who is a business man, and 
it was he who discovered some time ago that some of the securities which my 
father had with hiip had reappeared on the London market. You can imagine our 
amazement. I spent months in trying to trace them, and at last, after many doubt- 
ings and difficulties!, I discovered that the original seller had been Captain Peter 
Carey, the owner o^ this hut. 

“Naturally, I madl|e some inquiries about the man. I found that he had been 
in comnund of a whuler which was due to return from the Arctic seas at the very 
time when my fathet was crossing to Norway. The autumn of that year was a 
stormy one, and there was a long succession of southerly gales. My father’s yacht 
may well hine been blown to the north, and there met by Captain Peter Carey’s 
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ship. If (hat woe so, what had become of my father? In an}r case, if I could prove 
from Peter Carey's evidence how these securities came on &e market it wodd be 
a proof that my fother had not sold them, and that he had no view to pessonal 
profit when he took them. 

"I came down to Sussex with the intention of seeing the captain, but it was 
at this moment that his terrible death occurred. 1 read at the inquest a description 
of his cabin, in which it stated that the old logbooks of his vessel were preserved 
in it. It struck me that if I could see what occurred in the month of August, 1883, 
on board the Sea Unicom, I might settle the mystery of my father’s fate. I tried 
last night to get at these logbooks, but was unable to open the door. To-ni^it I 
tried again and succeeded, but I find that the pages which deal with that month 
have been tom from the book. It was at that moment I found myself a prisoner 
in youi hands.” 

“Is that all?” asked Hopkins. 

“Yes, that is all.” His eyes shifted as he said it. 

“You have nothing else to tell us?” 

He hesitated. 

“No, there is nothing.” 

"You have not been here before last night?” 

“No." 

“Then how do you account for that?" cried Hopkins, as he held up the damning 
notebook, with the initials of our prisoner on the first leaf and the blood-stain on 
the cover. 

The wretched man collapsed. He sank his face in his hands, and trembled all 
over. 

“Where did you get it?” he groaned. “I did not know. I thought I had lost it at 
the hotel.” 

“That is enough,” said Hopkins, sternly. "Whatever else you have to say, you 
must say in court. You will walk d: wn with me now to the police^tation. Well, 
Mr. Holmes, I am very much obliged to you and to your friend for coming down 
to help me. As it turns out your presence was unnecessary, and I would have 
brought the case to this successful issue without you, but, none the less, I am 
grateful. Rooms have been reserved for you ac the Brambletye Hotel, so we can 
all walk down to the village together.” 

“Well, Watson, what do you think of it?” asked Holmes, as we travelled back 
next morning. 

“I can see that you are not satisfied.” 

“Oh, yes, my dear Watson, I am perfectly satisfied. At the same time, Stanley 
Hopkins’s methods do not commend themselvt. to me. I am disappointed in Stan- 
ley Hopkins. I had hoped for better things from him. One should always look for 
a possible alternative, and provide against it. It is the fint rule of criminal in- 
vestigation.” 

"What, tiien, is the alternative?” 

“The line of investigation which I have myself been pursuing. It may give us 
nothing. I cannot teD. But at least I shall follow it to the end.” 

Several letten were waiting for Holmes at Baker Street. He siwtched one of 
them iqv opened it, and burst out into a triivnphant chuckle of lanj^iter. 

“Exc^ent, WatsonI The alternative dev^ops. Have you tdegiaph forma? Just 
write a couple of messages for me: ‘Sumner, Shipping Agent, Ratdiff Highway. 
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Send tfaxee men on, to arrive ten to-morrow morning.— Bas3/ Haft my name in 
those parts. The other is: 'Inspector Stanley Hopkins, 46 Lord Street; Brixton. 
Come break^t to-morrow at nine-thirty. Important. Wire if unable to come. 
-Sherlock Holmes.’ There, Watson, this infernal case has haunted me for ten days. 
I hereby banish it completely from my presence. To-morrow, I trust that we shall 
hear the last of it forever.” 

Sharp at the hour named Inspector Stanley Hopkins appeared, and we sat down 
together to the excellent breakfast which Mrs. Hudson had prepared. The young 
detective was in high spirits at his success. 

“You really think that your solution must be correct?” asked Holmes. 

"I could not imagine a more complete case.” 

“It did not seem to me conclusive.” 

“You astonish me, Mr. Holmes. What more could one ask for?” 

“Docs your explanation cover every point?” 

“Undoubtedly. I find that young Neligan arrived at the Brambletye Hotel on 
the very day of the crime. He came on the pretence of playing golf. His room was 
on the ground-floor, and he could get out when he liked. That very night he went 
down to Woodman’s Lee, saw Peter Carey at the hut, quarrelled with him, and 
killed him with the harpoon. Then, horrified by what he had done, he fled out 
of the hut, dropping the notebook which he had brought with him in order to 
question Peter Carey about these different securities. You may have observed that 
some of them were marked with ticks, and the others— the great majority— were 
not. Those which are ticked have been traced on the London market, but the othen, 
presumably, were still in the possession of Carey, and young Neligan, according 
to his own account, was anxious to recover them in order to do the right thing by 
his father’s creditors. After his flight he did not dare to approach the hut again 
for some time, but at last he forced himself to do so in order to obtain the informa- 
tion which he needed. Surely that is all simple and obvious?” 

Holmes smiled and shook his head. 

“It seems to me to have only one drawback, Hopkins, and that is that it is in- 
trinsically impossible. Have you tried to drive a harpoon through a body? No? 
Tut, tut, my dear sir, you must really pay attention to these details. My friend 
Watson could tell you that I spent a whole morning in that exercise. It is no easy 
matter, and requires a strong and practised arm. But this blow was delivered with 
such violence that the head of the weapon sank deep into the wall. Do you imagine 
that this anasmic youth was capable of so frightful an assault? Is he the man who 
hobnobbed in rum and water with Black Peter in the dead of the night? Was it 
his profile that was seen on the blind two nights before? No, no, Hopkins, it is an- 
other and more formidable person for whom we must seek.” 

The detective’s face had grown longer and longer during Holmes’s speech. His 
hopes and his ambitions were all crumbling about him. But he would not abandon 
his position without a struggle. 

“You can’t deny that Neligan was present that night, Mr. Holmes. The book 
will prove that. I fancy that I have evidence enough to satisfy a jury, even if you 
are able to pick a hole in it. Besides, Mr. Holmes, I have laid my hand upon my 
man. As to this terrible person of yours, where is he?” 

“I rather fancy that he is oh the stair,” said Holmes, serenely. “I think, Watson, 
that you would do well to pot that revolver where you can reach it.” He rose and 
laid a i4$tten paper upon a side-table. “Now we are ready,” said he. 
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Thct€ had been some talking in gruff voices outside, and now Mrs. Hudson 
opened the door to say that there were three men inquiring for Captain Basil. 

“Show them in one by one,” said Holmes. 

The first who entered was a little Ribston pippin of a man, with ruddy checks 
and fluffy white side-whiskcis. Holmes had drawn a letter from his pocket. 

“What name?” he asked. 

“James Lancaster.” 

“I am sorry, Lancaster, but the berth is full. Here is half a sovereign for your 
trouble. Just step into this room and wait there for a few minutes.” 

The second man was a long, dried-up creature, with lank hair and sallow checks. 
His name was Hugh Pattins. He also received his dismissal, his half-sovereign, 
and the order to wait. 

Tlie third applicant was a man of remarkable appearance. A fierce bull-dog face 
was framed in a tangle of hair and beard, and two bold, dark eyes gleamed behind 
the cover of thick, tufted, overhung eyebrows. He saluted and stood sailor-fashion, 
turning his cap round in his hands 

“Your name?” asked Holmes. 

“Patnek Cairns.” 

“Harpooner?” 

“Yes, sir. Twenty-six voyages." 

“Dundee, I suppose?” 

“Yes, sir." 

“And ready to start with an explonng ship?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“"S^Tiat wages?” 

“Eight pounds a month.” 

“Could you start at once?” 

“As soon as I get my kit.” 

“Have you your papers?” 

“Yes, sir.” He took a sheaf of worn and greasy forms from his pocket. Holmes 
glanced over them and returned them. 

“You are just the man I want,” said he. “Here's the agreement on the side- 
table. If you sign it the whole matter will be settled.” 

The seaman lurched across the room and took up the pen. 

“Shall I sign here?” he asked, stooping over the table. 

Holmes leaned over his shoulder and passed both hands over his neck. 

“This will do,” said he. 

I heard a click of steel and a bellow like an enraged bull. The next instant 
Holmes and the seaman were rolling on the ground together. He was a man of 
such gigantic strength that, even with the handcuffs which Holmes had so deftly 
fastened upon his wrists, he would have very quickly overpowered my friend had 
Hopkins and I not rushed to his rescue. Only when I pressed the cold muzzle of 
the revolver to his temple did he at last understand that resistance was vain. We 
lashed his ankles with cord, and rose breathless from the struggle. 

“I must really apologize, Hopkins,” said Sherlock Holmes. “I fear that the scram- 
bled eggs are cold. However, you will enjoy the rest of your breakfast all the better, 
will you not, for the thought that you have brought your case to a triumphant 
conclusion.” 

Stanley Hopkins was speechless with amazement. 
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*1 don’t know what to say, Mr. Holmes,” he blurted out at last, with a very 
red face. ”It seems to me that I have been making a fool of mysdf £rom die begin- 
ning. I understand now, what I should never have forgotten, that I am the pupil 
and you are the master. Even now 1 see what you have done, but I don’t know 
how you did it or what it signiSes.” 

"Well, wdl,” said Holmes, good-humouredly. "We all learn by experience, and 
your lesson this time is that you should never lose sight of the altenutive. You 
were so absorbed in young Neligan that you could not spare a thought to Patrick 
Cairns, the true murderer of Peter Carey.” 

The hoarse voice of the seaman broke in on our conversation. 

"See here, mister,” said he, "I make no complaint of being man-handled in this 
fashion, but I would have you call things by their right names. You say I mur- 
dered Peter Carey, I say I killed Peter Carey, and there’s all the difference. Maybe 
you don’t bdieve what I say. Maybe you think I am just slinging you a yam.” 

"Not at all,” said Holmes. "Let us hear what you have to say.” 

"It's soon told, and, by the Lord, every word of it is truth. I knew Black Peter, 
and when he polled out his knife I whipped a harpoon through him sharp, for I 
kiww that it was him or me. That’s how he died. You can call it murder. Anyhow, 
I’d as soon die with a rope round my neck as with Black Peter’s knife in my heart.” 

"How came you there?” asked Holmes. 

"I’ll tell it you from the beginning. Just sit me up a little, so as I can speak easy. 
It was in ’83 that it happened— August of that year. Peter Carey was master of 
the Se<t Unicom, and I was spare harpooner. We were coming out of the ice-pack 
on our way home, with head winds and a week’s southerly gale, when we picked 
up a little craft that had been blown north. 'There was one man on her— a landsman. 
'Ibe crew had thought she would fo^ndSr and had made for the Norwegian coast 
in foe dinghy. I guess they were alT drowned. Well, we took him on board, this 
man, and he and foe skipper had some long talks in the cabin. All the baggage 
we todc off with hhn was one tin box. So far as I know, the man’s name was never 
mentioned, and on the second night be disappeared as if he had never been. It 
was given out that he had either thrown himself overboard or fallen overboard in 
the heavy weather foat we were having. Only one man knew what had happened 
to him, and foat was me, for, with my own eyes, I saw the skipper tip up his heels 
and put him over foe rail in the middle watch of a dark night, two days before we 
sighted foe Shetland Lights. 

“Well, I kept my knowledge to myself, and waited to see what would come of 
it. When we got buk to Scotland it was easily hushed up, and nobody asked any 
questions. A stranger died by accident, and it was nobody’s business to inquire. 
Shortly after Peter Carey gave up foe sea, and it was long years before I could 
6 nd where be was. I guosed that he had done foe deed for foe sake of what was 
in foat tin box, and that he could afford now to pay me well for keeping my mouth 
shut. 

"I found out where he was through a saOor man that bad met him in London, 
and down I went to squeeze him. The fost night he was reasonable enough, and 
was read^ to give me what would nuke me free of the sea for life. We were to fix 
it all two nights lata. When I^came, I found him three parts drunk and in a vile 
tempa. We sat down and we drank and we yarned about old times, but the more 
he drarfofoe less I liked the look on his face. I spotted that harpoon upon the wall, 
and 1 tnoo^t I m^t need it before I was through. Then at last he broke out at 
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me, spitting and cursing, with murder in his eyes and a great clasp-knife in his 
hand. He had not time to get it from the sheath before 1 had the harpoon through 
him. Heavensl what a yell he gavel and his face gets between me and my sleep. 
I stood there, with his blood splashing round me, and I waited for a bit, but all 
was quiet, so I took heart once more. I looked round, and there was the tin box 
on the shelf. I had as much right to it as Peter Carey, anyhow, so I took it with 
me and left the hut. Like a fool I left my baccy-pouch upon the table. 

"Now ril tell you the queerest part of the whole story. I had hardly got outside 
the hut when I heard someone coming, and I hid among the bushes. A man came 
slinking along, went into the hut a cry as if he had seen a ghost legged 
it as hard as he could run until he was out of sight. Who he was or what he wanted 
IS more than I can tell. For my part I walked ten miles, got a train at Tunbridge 
Wells, and so reached London, and no one the wiser. 

"Well, when I came to examine the box I found there was no money in it and 
nothing but papers that I would not dare to sell. I had lost my hold on Black Peter 
and was stranded in London without a shilling. There was only my trade left. I 
saw these advertisements about harpooners, and high wages, so I went to the ship- 
ping agents, and they sent me heie That's all I know, and 1 say again that if I 
killed Black Peter, the law should give me thanks, for I saved them the price of a 
hempen rope." 

very clear statement/' said Holmes, rising and lighting his pipe. “I think, 
Hopkins, that you should lose no time in conveying your prisoner to a place of 
safety TTiis room is not well adapted for a cell, and Mr. Patrick Cairns occupies 
too large a proportion of our carpet." 

"Mr Holmes," said Hopkins, "I do not knovi how to express my gratitude. Even 
now I io not understand how you attained this result." 

"Sirnplv by having the good fortune to get the right clue from the beginning. 
It IS very possible if ( had known about this notebook it might have led away my 
thoughts, as it did vours. But all 1 heard pointed in the one direction. 'Fhe amazing 
strength, the skill in the use of e hirnoon, the lum and water, the sealskin 
tobacco-pouch with the coaise tobacco- all these pointed to a seaman, and one 
wlio had been a whaler. I was convinced that the initials T. C.' upon the pouch 
were a coincidence, and not those of Petci v arey, since he seldom smoked, and 
no pipe was found in his cabin You remember that I asked whether whisky and 
brandy were in the cabin. You said they were How many landsmen arc there 
who would dnnk rum when they could get these other spints? Yes, I was certain 
it was a seaman." 

“And how did you find him?" 

"My dear sir, the problem had become a very simple one. If it were a seaman, 
it could only be a seaman who had been with bun on the Sea Unicom. So far as 
I could learn he had sailed in no other ship. I spent three days in wirmg to Dun- 
dee, and at the end of that time I had ascertained the names of the crew of the 
Sea Unicom in 1883 . When I found Patrick Cairns among the harpooners, my 
research was nearing its end. I argued that the man was probably in Lxindon, and 
that he would desire to leave tl>e country for a time. I therefore spent some days 
in the East End, devised an Arctic expedition, put forth tempting terms for har- 
poonen who would serve under Captain Basil— and behold the resultl" 

“Wondcrfull" cried Hopkins. “Wonderful,!" 

“You must obtain the release of young Neligan as soon as possible," said Holmes. 
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"1 confess that I think you owe him some apology. The tin box must be returned 
to him, but, of course, the securities which Peter Carey has sold are lost forever. 
There's the cab, Hopkins, and you can remove your man. If you want me for the 
trial, my address and that of Watson will be somewhere in Norway-ni send par- 
ticulars later.” 


THE ADVENTURE OF CHARLES AUGUSTUS MILVERTON 


It is years since the incidenb of which I speak took place, and yet it is with diffi- 
dence that I allude to them. For a long time, even with the utmost discretion and 
reticence, it would have been impossible to make the facts public, but now the 
principal person concerned is beyond the reach of human law, and with due sup- 
pression the story may be told in such fashion as to injure no one. It records an 
absolutely unique experience in the career both of Mr. Sherlock HolrriCS and of 
myself. The reader will excuse me if I conceal the date or any other fact by which 
he might trace the actual occurrence. 

We had been out for one of our evening Trimbles, Holmes and I, and had re- 
turned about SIX o*clock on a cold, frosty wintei’s evemiig As Holn^cs turned up 
the lamp the light fell upon a card on the table He glanced at it, and then w^th 
an ejaculation of disgust, threw it on the floor. I picked it up and read. 


Charf.es Augustus Miiverton', 
AppledoTc 7 owers, 
Hampstead. 


Agent 


-^Yho IS he?” I asked. 

*The worst man in London/ Holmes answeied, as he sat down and stretched 
his legs before the fire. “Is anything on the back of the card?" 

I turned it over. 

“Will call at 6:?o^C. A M.,” I read. 

“Hum! He’s about due Do you feel a creeping, shnnking sensation, Watson, 
when you stand before the serpents in the Zoo, and see the slithery, gliding, ven- 
omous creatures, with their deadly eyes and wicked, flattened faces? Well, that's 
how Milverton impresses me. Tve had to do with fifty murderers in iny career, 
but the worst of them never gave me the repulsion which I have for this fellow. 
And yet I can't get out of doing business with him—indeed, he is here at my in- 
vitation.” 

"But who is he?” 

“ril tell you, Watson. He is the king of all the blackmailers. Heaven help the 
man, and still more the woman, whose secret and reputation come into the power 
of Milverton I With a smiling face and a heart of marble, he will squeeze and 
squeeze until he has drained them dry. The fellow is a genius in his way, and 
would have made his mark in some more savoury trade. His method is as follows: 
He allows it to be known that he is prepared to pay very high sums for letters 
which compromise people of wealth and position. He receives these wares not only 
from treacherous valets or maids, but frequently from genteel ruffians, who have 
gained the confidence and affection of trusting women. He deals with no niggard 
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hand I happen to know that he paid seven hundred pounds to a footman for a 
note two lines in length and that the ruin of a noble family was the result. Every- 
thing which IS in the market goes to Milverton, and there are hundreds in this 
great city who turn white at iiv innie No one knows where his grip may fall, for 
ht IS fa^ too rich and far too cinupn:? tr work from hand to mouth He will hold 
a card hack for vears in order to plav it at the moment when the stake is Kst 
worth winning I have said that he is the worst man in London, and 1 would ask 
vou how could one compare tiu ruffian, who m hot blood bludgeons his mate, 
with th»s man, who methodic ?h‘v ^nd liis leisure tortures the soul and wirings 
»‘hc ntr*/e:» in order to add to hib already swollen moneybags?" 

I had seldom heard m> fij^.nd spt'ak with such intensity of feeling 
“Put surely ' said 1, "the fellow must be within the grasp of the law?" 

'i echincallv, no doubt, but practicallv not WTiat would it profit a woman, for 
example, to get him a fev' m^'inths' imprisonment if her own ruin must immediately 
follow? His victims dare not h't b-ick If ever he blackmailed an innocent person, 
then indeed we should have him, but be is as cunning as the Evil One. No, no, 
we must find other wavs to fight him “ 

‘‘And why is he here?” ' 

“Because an illustrious client has placed her piteous case in my hands. It is 
the Lady Eva Blackwell, the must hrautiful debutante of last season She is to 
be marned in a fortnight to tlie Earl of Dovercourt This fiend has several im- 
P'-udent Ictlers-imprudent, Watson, nothing worsc-which were written to an im- 
pecunious young squire m the rountrv They would suffice to break off the match 
Milverton will send the letters to the Earl unless a large sum of money is paid him 
I have been commissioned to meet him, and— to make the best terms I can." 

At thit instant there wa^ a clatter and a rattle in the street below. Looking down 
I saw a statelv carnage and pair, the brilliant lamps gleaming on the glossy haunches 
of the noble chestnuts A footma’^ opened the door, and a small, stout man in a 
shaggy astrakhan overcoat descended A minute later he was in the room 
Charles Augustus Milverton was a man of fifty, with a large, intellectual head, 
a round, plump, hairless face, a perpetual fr zen smile, and two keen gray eyes, 
which gleamed brightly from behind broad, gold-nmmed glasses There was some- 
thing of Mr Pickwick's benevolence in his appearance, marred only by the insin- 
cerity of the fixed smile and by the hard glitter of those restless and penetrating 
eves His voice was as smooth and suave as his countenance, as he advanced with 
a plump little hand extended, murmuring his regret for having missed us at his 
first visit Holmes disregarded tlie outstretched hand and looked at him with a 
face of granite Milverton’s smile broadened, shrugged his shoulders, removed 
his overcoat, folded it with great deliberation over the back of a chair, and then 
took a seat 

‘This gentleman?” said he, with a wave in my direction "Is it discreet? Is it 
nght?” 

"Dr. Watson is my fnend and partner ” 

"Very good, Mr Holmes It is only m your client’s interests that I protested 
The matter is so very delicate — ” 

“Dr. Watson has already heard of it.” 

"Then we can proceed to business. You say that you arc acting for Lady Eva 
Has she empowered you to accept my terms’” 

"What are your terms’” 
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""Seven thousand pounds."* 

“And the alternative?*’ 

“My dear sir, it is painful for me to discuss it, but if the money is not paid on 
the 14th, there certainly will be no marriage on the i8th/‘ His insufferable smile 
was more complacent than ever. 

Holmes thought for a little. 

“You appear to me,” he said, at last, *‘to be taking matters too much for granted. 

I am, of course, familiar with the contents of these letters. My client will certainly 
do what I may advise. I shall counsel her to tell her future husband the whole 
story and to trust to his generosity.” 

Milverton chuckled. 

“You evidently do not know the Earl,” said he. 

From the baffled look upon Holmes’s face, I could see clearly that he did. 

“What harm is there in the letters?” he asked. 

“They arc sprightly— very sprightly,” Milverton answered. “The lady was a charm* 
ing correspondent. But I can assure you that the Eari of Dovercourt would fail 
to appreciate them. However, since you think otherwise, we will let it rest at that. 
It is purely a matter of business. If you think that it is in the best interests of youi 
client that these letters should be placed in the hands of the Earl, then you would 
indeed be foolish to pay so large a sum ot money to regain them.” He rose and 
seized his astrakhan coat. 

Holmes was gray with anger and mortification. 

“Wait a little,” he said. “You go too fast. We should certainly make every effort 
to avoid scandal in so delicate a matter.” 

Milverton relapsed into his chair. 

“I was sure that you would see it; in that light,” he purred. 

“At the same time,” Holmes continued, "TLady Eva is not a wealthy woman. 
I assure you that two thousand pounds would be a dram upon her resources, and 
that the sum you name is utterly beyond her power. I beg, therefore, that you 
will moderate your demands, and that you will return the letters at the pace I 
indicate, which is, I assure you, the highest that you can get.” 

Milverton’s smile broadened and his eyes twinkled humorously. 

“I am aware that what you say is true about the lady's resources,” said he. “At 
the same time you must admit that the occasion of a lady’s marriage is a ver>^ 
suitable time for her friends and relatives to make some little effort upon her 
behalf. They may hesitate as to an acceptable wedding present. Let me assure them 
that this little bundle of letters would give more joy than all the candelabra and 
butter-dishes in London.” 

“It is impossible,” said Holmes. 

“Dear me, dear me, how unfortunatel” cried Milverton, taking out a bulky pock* 
etbook. ""I cannot help thinking that ladies are ilhadvised in not making an effort. 
IjxA: at tiiisl” He held up a little note with a coat-of-arms upon the envelope. 
“That belongs to— well, perhaps it is hardly fair to tell the name until to-morrow 
morning. But at that time it will be in the hands of the lady’s husband. And all 
because she will not find a beggarly sum which she could get by turning her dia- 
monds into paste. It is such a pity! Now, you remember the sudden end of the 
engagement between the Honourable Miss Miles and Colonel Dorking? Only two 
days ^fore the wedding, there was a paragraph in the Morning Post to say that 
it wa^ll off. And why? It is almost incredible, but the absurd sum of twelve hun- 
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died pounds would have settled the whole question. Is it not pitiful? And heie 
I find you, a man of sense, boggling about teims, when your cUenfs futuie and 
honour are at stake. You surprise me, Mr. Holmes.” 

"What I say is true,” Holmes answered. ‘The money cannot be found. Surely 
it IS better for you to take the substantial sum which I offer than to ruin this 
woman’s career, which can profit you in no way?” 

‘There you make a mistake, Mr. Holmes. An exposure would profit me indi- 
rectly to a considerable extent. I have eight or ten similar cases maturing. If it 
was circulated among them that I had made a severe example of the Lady Eva, 
I should find all of them much more open to reason. You see my point?” 

Holmes sprang from his chair. 

“Get behind him, WatsonI Don’t let him outi Now, sir, let us see the contents 
of that notebook." 

Milverton had glided as quick as a rat to the side of the room and stood with 
his back against the wall. 

“Mr. Holmes, Mr. Holmes,” he said, turning the front of his coat and exhibiting 
the butt of a large revolver, which projected from the inside pocket. "I have been 
expecting you to do something original. This has been done so often, and what 
good has ever come from it? I assure you that I am armed to the teeth, and 1 am 
perfectly prepared to use my weapons, knowing that the law will support me. Be- 
sides, your supposition that 1 wotdd bring the letters here in a notebook is entirely 
mistaken. I would do nothing so foolish. And now, gentlemen, I have one or two 
little interviews this evening, and it is a long drive to Hampstead.” He stepped 
forward, took up his coat, laid his hand on his revolver, and turned to the door. 
I picked up a chair, but Holmes shook his head, and I laid it down again. With 
a bow, a smile, and a twinkle, Milveiton was out of the room, and a few moments 
after we heard the slam of the carriage door and the rattle of the wheda as he 
drove away. 

Holmes sat motionless by the fire, his hands buried deep in his trouser pockets, 
his chin sunk upon his breast, his eyes fixed upon the glowing embers. For half 
an hour he was silent and still. Then, with the gesture of a man who has taken 
his decision, he sprang to his feet and passid into his bedroom. A little later a 
rakish young workman, with a goatee beard md a swagger, lit his clay pipe at the 
lamp before descending into the street. "I’ll be back some time, Watson,” said 
he, and vanished into the night. I understood that he had opened his campaign 
against Charles Augustus Milverton, but I little dreamed the strange shape which 
that campaign was destined to take. 

For some days Holmes came and went at all houn in this attire, but beyond a 
remark that his time was spent at Hampsteai^ .ind that it was not wasted, I knew 
nothing of what he was doing. At last, however, on a wild, tempestuous evening, 
when the wind screamed and rattled against the windows, he returned from his 
last expedition, and having removed his disguise he sat before the fire and laughed 
heartily in his silent inward fashion. 

"You would not call me a marrying man, Watson?” 

"No, indeedi” 

"You’ll be interested to hear that I’m engaged.” 

"My dear fellow! I congrat — ” 

"To Milveiton’s housemaid.” 

"Good heavens. Holmes!” 
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“I wanted infonnation, Watson.” 

”Sutdy you have gone too far?” 

”It was a most necessary step. I am a plumber witti a rising business, Escott, 
by name. I have walked out with her each evening, and I have talked with her. 
Good heavens, those talksi However, I have got all 1 wanted. I know Milverton’s 
house as I know the palm of my hand." 

“But the girl, Holmes?” 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

”Yoo can’t help it, my dear Watson. You must play your cards as best you can 
when such a stake is on the table. However, T rejoice to say that I have a hated 
rival, who will certainly cut me out the instant that my back is turned. What a 
splendid night it isl” 

"You like this weather?” 

”lt suits my purpose. Watson, I mean to burgle Milverton’s house to-night.” 

I had a catching of the breath, and my skin went cold at the words, which were 
slowly uttered in a tone of concentrated resolution. As a flash of lightning in the 
night shows up in an instant every detail of a wild landscape, so at one glance I 
seemed to see every possible result of such an action— the detection, the capture, 
the honoured career ending in irreparable failure and disgrace, my friend himself 
lying at the mercy of the odious Milverton. 

“For heaven’s sake. Holmes, think what you are doing,” 1 cried. 

”My dear fellow, I have given it every consideration. I am never precipitate in 
my actions, nor would I adopt so energetic and, indeed, so dangerous a course, 
if any other were possible. Let us look at the matter clearly and fairly. 1 suppose 
that you will admit that the action is morally justifiable, though technically crimi- 
nal. To bur^e his house is no more than to* forcibly take his pocketbook— an action 
in which you were prepared to aid''me.” 

1 tamed it over in my mind. 

"Yes,” I said, "it is morally justifiable so long as our object is to take no articles 
save those which are used for an illegal purpose.” 

"Exactly. Since it is morally justifiable, I have only to consider the question of 
personal risk. Surely a gentleman should not lay much stress upon this, when a 
lady is in most desperate need of his help?" 

*Tou will be in such a false position." 

"Well, that is part of the risk. There is no other possible way of regaining these 
letters. The unfortunate lady has not the money, and there are none of her people 
in whom she could omfide. To-morrow is the last day of grace, and unless we can 
get the letters to-night, this villain will be as good as his word and will bring about 
her ruin. I must, therefore, abandon my client to her fate or I must play this last 
card. Between ourselves, Watson, it’s a sporting duel between this fellow Milverton 
and me. He had, as you saw, the best of the first exchanges, but my self-respect 
and my reputation are concerned to fight it to a finish.” 

“Well, I don’t like it, but I suppose it must be,” said I. "When do we start?” 

"You are not coming.” 

"Then you are not going,” said I. "I give you my word of honour— and I nev^ 
broke it in my life-that I will take a cab straight to the police-station and give 
you away, unless you let me share this adventure with you.” 

"You can’t hdp me.” 

"How ^ you know that? You can't tell what may happen. Anyway, my tesolu- 
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tion is taken. Other people besides you have self-respect, and even reputations." 

Holmes had looked annoyed, but his brow cleared, and he clapped me on the 
shoulder. 

"Well, well, my dear fellow, be it so. We have shared this same room for some 
years, and it would be amusing if we ended by sharing the same cell. You know, 
Watson, 1 don't mind confessing to you that I have always had an idea that I 
would have made a highly efficient criminal. This is the chance of my lifetime 
in that direction. See herel” He took a neat little leather case out of a drawer, 
and opening it be exhibited a number of shining instruments. "This is a firat-class, 
up-to-date burgling kit, with nickel^plated jemmy, diamond-tipped glass-cutter, 
adaptable keys, and every modem improvement which the march of civilization 
demands. Here, too, is my dark lantern. Everything is in order. Have you a pair 
of silent shoes?” 

"I have rubber-soled tennis shoes.” 

"Excellent! And a mask?” 

"1 can make a couple out of black silk.” 

"I can see that you have a strong, natural turn for this sort of thing. Very good, 
do you make the masks. We shall have some cold supper before we start. It is now 
nine-thirty. At eleven we shall drive as far as Church Row. It^is a quarter of an 
hour's walk from there to Appledore Towers. We shall be at work before midnight. 
Milverton is a heavy sleeper, and retires punctually at ten-thirty. With any luck 
we should be back here by two, with the Lady Eva's letters in my pocket." 

Holmes and I put on our dress-clothes, so that we might appear to be two 
theatre-goers homeward bound. In Oxford Street we picked up a hansom and drove 
to an address in Hampstead. Here we paid oft our cab, and with our great coats 
buttoned up, for it was bitterly cold, and the wind seemed to blow through us, 
we walked along the edge of the heath. 

"It's a business that needs delicate treatment,” said Holmes. 'These documents 
axe contained in a safe in the fellow’s study, and the study is the ante-room of his 
bed-chamber. On the other hand, all these stout, little men who do themselves 
well, he is a plethoric sleeper. Agalha-that's my fiancee— says it is a joke in the 
servants’ hall that it's impossible to wake th ^ master. He has a secretary who is 
devoted to his interests, and never budges from the study all day. That's why 
we are going at night. Then he has a beast of a dog which roams the garden. I met 
Agatha late the last two evenings, and she locks the brute up so as to give me a 
clear run. This is the house, this big one in its own grounds. Through the gate— 
now to the right among the laurels. We might put on our masks here, I Uiink. 
You sec, there is not a glimmer of light in any of the windows, and everything is 
working splendidly.” 

With our black silk face-coverings, which turned us into two of the most trucu- 
lent figures in London, wc stole up to the silent, gloomy house. A sort of tiled 
veranda extended along one side of it, lined by several windows and two doors. 

"That's his bedroom,” Holmes whispered. "This door opens straight into the 
study. It would suit us best, but it is bolted as well as locked, and we should make 
too much noise getting in. Come round here. There's a greenhouse which opens 
into the drawing-room.” 

'The place was locked, but Holmes removed a circle of glass and turned the key 
from the inside. An instant afterwards he had closed the door behind us, and we 
had become felons in the eyes of the law. The thick, warm air of the conservatory 
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and the nch, choking fragrance of exotic plants took us by the throat He seized 
my hand in the darkness and led me swiftly past banks of shrubs which brushed 
against our faces Holmes had remarkable powers, carefully cultivated, of seeing in 
the dark Still holding my hand in one of his, he opened a door, and 1 was vaguely 
conscious that we had entered a large room in which a cigar had been smoked not 
long before He felt his way among the furniture, opened another door, and closed 
it behind us Putting out my hand I felt several coats hanging from the wall, and 
I understood that I was in a [lassage We passed along it, and Holmes very gently 
opened a door upon the right-hand side Something rushed out at us and my heart 
sprang into my mouth, but I could have laughed when I realized that it was the 
cat A fire was burning in this new room, and agaih the air was heavy with tobacco 
smoke Holmes entered on tiptoe, waited for me to follow, and then very gently 
closed the door We were in Milverton's study, and a portiere at the farther side 
showed the entrance to his bedroom 

Jt was a good fire, and the room was illuminated by it. Near the door 1 saw 
the gleam of an electric switch, but it was unnecessary, even if it had been safe, 
to turn it on. At one side of the fireplace was a heavy curtain which covered the 
bay window we had seen from outside On the other side was the door which 
communicated with the veranda A desk stood in the centre, with a tuming-chair 
of shining red leather Opposite was a large bookcase, with a marble bust of Athene 
on the top. In the comer, between the bookcase and the wall, there stood a tall, 
green safe, the firelight flashing back from the polished brass knobs upon its face 
Holmes stole across and looked at it Then he crept to the door of the bedroom, 
and stood with slanting head listening intently No sound came from within Mean- 
while it had struck me that it would be wise to secure our retreat through the 
outer door, so I examined it. To my amazement, it was neither locked nor bolted 
I touched Holmes on the arm, and he turned his masked face in that direction 
1 saw him start, and he was evidently as surpnsed as I 

“I don't like it," he whispered, putting his lips to my very car "1 can't quite 
make it out. Anyhow, we have no time to lose " 

"Can I do anything?” 

"Yes, stand by the door. If you hear anyone come, bolt it on the inside, and we 
can get away as we came. If they come the other way, we can get through the door if 
our job ts done, or hide behind these window curtains if it is not Do you under- 
stand?” 

I nodded, and stood by the door. My first feeling of fear had passed away, and 
I thrilled now with a keener zest than I had ever enjoyed when we were the 
defenden of the law instead of its defiers. The high object of our mission, the con- 
sciousness that it was unselfish and chivalrous, the villainous character of our op- 
ponent, all added to the sporting interest of the adventure. Far from feeling guilty, 
I rejoiced and exulted in our dangers. With a glow of admiration I watched 
Holmes unrolling his case of instruments and choosing his tool with the calm, 
scientific accuracy of a surgeon who performs a delicate operation. I knew that the 
opening of safes was a particular hobby with him, and I understood the joy which 
it gave him to be confronted with this green and gold monster, the dragon which 
held in its maw the reputations of many fair ladies. Turning up the cuflfs of his 
dress-coat— he had placed his overcoat on a chair— Holmes laid out two drills, a 
jemmy, and several skeleton keys. I stood at the centre door with my eyes glancing 
at eac^of the others, ready for any emergency, though, indeed, my plans were 

418 



somewhat vague as to what I should do if we were intemipted. For half an hour. 
Holmes worked with concentrated energy, laying down one tool, picking up an- 
other, handling each with the strength and delicacy of the trained mechanic. 
Finally 1 heard a click, the broad green door swung open, and inside I had a 
glimpse of a number of paper packets, each tied, sealed, and inscribed. Holmes 
pick^ one out, but it was hard to read by the flickering fire, and he drew out his 
little dark lantern, for it was too dangerous, with Milverton in the next room, to 
switch on the electric light. Suddenly I saw him halt, listen intently, and then 
in an instant he had swung the door of the safe to, picked up his coat, stufi^ his 
tools into the pockets, and darted behind the window curtain, motioning me to do 
the same. 

It was only when I had joined him there that I heard what had alarmed his 
quicker senses. There was a noise somewhere within the house. A door slammed 
in the distance. Then a confused, dull murmur broke itself into the measured thud 
of heavy footsteps rapidly approaching. They were in the passage outside the room. 
They paused at the door. The door opened. There was a sharp snick as the electric 
light was turned on. The door closed once more, and the pungent reek of a strong 
cigar was borne to our nostrils. Then the footsteps continued backward and for- 
ward, backward and forward, within a few yards of us. Finally there was a creak 
from a chair, and the footsteps ceased. Then a key clicked in aTock, and I heard the 
rustle of papers. 

So far I had not dared to look out, but now I gently parted the division of the 
curtains in front of me and peeped through. From the pressure of Holmes’s shoul- 
der against mine, I knew that he was sharing my observations. Right in front of us, 
and almost within our reach, was the broad, rounded back of Milverton. It was 
evident that we had entirely miscalculated his movements, that he had never been 
to his bedroom, but that he had been sitting up in some smoking or billiard room 
in the farther wing of the house, the windows of which we had not seen. His broad, 
grizzled head, with its shining patch of baldness, was in the immediate foreground 
of our vision. He was leaning far back in the red leather chair, his legs outstretched, 
a long, black cigar projecting at an angle from bis mouth. He wore a semi-military 
smoking jacket, claret-coloured, with a black velvet collar. In his hand he held 
a long, legal document which be was reading in an indolent fashion, blowing rings 
of tobacco smoke from his lips as he did so. There was no promise of a speedy 
departure in his composed bearing and his comfortable attitude. 

I felt Holmes’s hand steal into mine and give me a reassuring shake, as if to say 
that the situation was within his powers, and that he was easy in his mind. I 
was not sure whether he had seen what was only too obvious from my position, 
that the door of the safe was imperfectly closed, and that Milverton might at any 
moment observe it. In my own mind I had determined that if I were sure, from the 
rigidity of his gaze, that it had caught his eye, I would at once spring out, throw my 
great coat over his head, pinion him, and leave the rest to Holmes. But Milverton 
never looked up. He was languidly interested by the papers in his hand, and page 
after page was turned as he followed the argument of the lawyer. At least, I 
thought, when he has finished the document and the cigar he will go to his room, 
but before he had reached the end of either, there came a remarkable development, 
which turned our thoughts into quite another cnannel. 

Several times I had observed that Mflverton looked at his watch, and once he 
had risen and sat down again, with a ^ture of impatience. The idea, however, 
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Jiat he might have an appointment at so strange an hour never occurred to me 
until a faint sound reached my ears from the veranda outside. Milverton dropped 
his papers and sat rigid in his chair. The sound was repeated, and then there 
came a gentle tap at the door. Milverton rose and opened it. 

'Well/' said he, curtly, “you are nearly half an hour late.” 

So this was the explanation of the unlocked door and of the nocturnal vigil of 
Milverton. There was the gentle rustic of a woman’s dress. I had closed the slit 
between the curtains as Milverton’s face had turned in our direction, but now I 
ventured very carefully to open it once more. He had resumed his seat, the cigar 
still projecting at an insolent angle from the corner of his mouth. In front of 
him, in the full glare of the electric light, there stood a tall, slim, dark woman, a 
veil over her face, a mantle drawn round her chin. Her breath came quick and 
fast, and every inch of the lithe figure was quivering with strong emotion. 

“Well,” said Milverton, "'you made me lose a good night’s rest, my dear. I hope 
you’ll prove worth it. You couldn’t come any other time-nsh?” 

The woman shook her head. 

“Well, if you couldn’t you couldn’t. If the Countess is a hard mistress, you 
have your chance to get level with her now. Bless the girl, what are you shivering 
about? That’s right. Pull yourself together. Now, let us get down to business.” 
He took a notebook from the drawer of his desk. “You say that you have five letters 
which compromise the Countess d’Albert. You want to sell them. I want to buy 
them. So far so good. It only remains to fix a price. I should want to inspect the 
letters, of course. If they are really good specimens — Great heavens, is it you?” 

The woman, without a word, had raised her veil and dropped the mantle from 
her chin. It was a dark, handsome, clear-cut face which confronted Milverton— a 
face with a curved nose, strong, dark eyebrows shading hard, glittering eyes, and a 
straight, thin-lipped mouth set in a dangerous smile. 

“It is I,” she said, “the woman whose life you have ruined.” 

Milverton laughed, but fear vibrated in his voice. “You were so very obstinate,” 
said he. “Why did you drive me to such extremities? I assure you I wouldn’t 
hurt a fly of my own accord, but every man has his business, and what was I to 
do? I put the price well within your means. You would not pay,” 

“So you sent the letters to my husband, and he— the noblest gentleman that ever 
lived, a man whose boots I was never worthy to lace— he broke his gallant heart 
and died. You remember that last night, when I came through that door, I begged 
and prayed you for mercy, and you laughed in my face as you are trying to laugh 
now, only your coward heart cannot keep your lips from twitching. Yes, you never 
thought to see me here again, but it was that night which taught me how I could 
meet you face to face, and alone. Well, Charles Milverton, what have you to 
say?” 

“Don’t imagine that you can bully me,” said he, rising to his feet. “I have only 
to raise my voice, and I could call my servants and have you arrested. But I will 
make allowance for your natural anger. Leave the room at once as you came, and I 
will say no more ” 

The woman stood with her hand buried in her bosom, and the same deadly smile 
on her thin lips. 

“You will ruin no more lives as you have mined mine. You will wring no more 
hearts aswu wmng mine. I will free the world of a poisonous thing. Take that, you 
hound-4md thatl— and thatl— and thatl— and thatl” 
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She had drawn a litde gleaming revolver, and emptied barrel after barrel into 
Milverton’s body, the muzzle within two feet of his shirt front. He shrank away and 
then fell forward upon the table, coughing furiously and clawing among the papers. 
Then he staggered to his feet, received another shot, and rolled upon the floor. 
‘TouVe done me," he cried, and lay still. The woman looked at him intently, and 
ground her heel into his upturned face. She looked again, but there was no sound 
or movement. I heard a sharp rustle, the night air blew into the heated room, and 
the avenger was gone. 

No interference upon our part could have saved the man from his fate, but, as 
the woman poured bullet after bullet into Milverton’s shrinking body I was about 
to spring out, when I felt Holmes’s cold, strong grasp upon my wrist. 1 understood 
the whole argument of that firm, restraining grip— that it was no affair of ours, that 
justice had overtaken a villain, that we had our own duties and our own objects, 
which were not to be lost sight of. But hardly had the woman rushed from tlie room 
when Holmes, with swift, silent steps, was over at the other door. He turned the 
key in the lock. At the same instant we heard voices in the house and the sound 
of hurrying feet. The revolver shots had roused the household. With perfect cool- 
ness Holmes slipped across to the safe, filled his two arms with bundles of letters, 
and poured them all into the fire. Again and again he did it, until the safe was 
empty. Someone turned the handle and beat upon the outside pf the door. Holmes 
looked swiftly round. The letter which had been the messenger of death for 
Milverton lay, all mottled with his blood, upon the table. Holmes tossed it in 
among the blazing papers. Then he drew the key from the outer door, passed 
through after me, and locked it on the outside. “This way, Watson," said he, ‘Ve 
can scale the garden wall in this direction." 

I could not have believed that an alarm could have spread so swiftly. Looking 
back, the huge house was one blaze of light. The front door was open, and figures 
were rushing down the drive. The whole garden was alive with people, and one 
fellow raised a view-halloa as we emerged from the veranda and followed hard at 
our heels. Holmes seemed to know the grounds perfectly, and he threaded his way 
swiftly among a plantation of small trees, I close at his he^ts, and our foremost 
pursuer panting behind us. It was a six-foot wall which barred our path, but he 
sprang to the top and over. As I did the same I felt the hand of the man behind 
me grab at my ankle, but I kicked myself free and scrambled over a grass-strewn 
coping. I fell upon my face among some bushes, but Holmes had me on my feet 
in an instant, and together we dashed away across the huge expanse of Hampstead 
Heath. We had run two miles, I suppose, before Holmes at last halted and lis- 
tened intently. All was absolute silence behind us. We had shaken off our pursuers 
and were safe. 

We had breakfasted and were smoking our morning pipe on the day after the 
remarkable experience which I have recorded, when Mr. Lestrade, of Scotland 
Yard, very solemn and impressive, was ushered into our modest sitting-room. 

“Good-moining, Mr. Holmes," said he; “good-morning. May I ask if you are vexy 
busy just now?" 

“Not too busy to listen to you.” 

“I thought that, perhaps, if you had nothing particular on hand, you might care 
to assist us in a most remarkable case, which occurred only last night at Hamp- 
stead." 
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‘‘Deaf mcl” said Holmes. "What was that?'* 

"A murder— a most dramatic and remarkable murder. I know how keen you are 
upon these things, and I would take it as a great favour if you would step down 
to Appledore Towers, and give us the benefit of your advice. It is no ordinary 
crime. We have had our eyes upon this Mr. Milverton for some time, and, be- 
tween ourselves, he was a bit of a villain. He is known to have held papers which 
he used for blackmailing purposes. These papers have all been burned by the mur- 
derers. No article of value was taken, as it is probable that the criminals were men 
of good position, whose sole object was to prevent social exposure." 

“Criminals?” said Holmes. "Plural?” 

"Yes, there were two of them. They were as nearly as possible captured red- 
handed. We have their footmarks, we have their description, it's ten to one that 
we trace them. The first fellow was a bit too active, but the second was caught by 
the under-gardener, and only got away after a struggle. He was a middle-sized, 
strongly built man— square jaw, thick neck, moustache, a mask over his eyes.” 

“That's rather vague,” said Sherlock Holmes. “Why, it might be a description 
of Watson!" 

“It's true,” said the inspector, with amusement. "It might be a description of 
Watson.” 

"Well, I'm afraid I can't help you, Lestrade,” said Holmes. “The fact is that I 
knew this fellow Milverton, that I considered him one of the most dangerous men 
in London, and that I think there are certain crimes which the law cannot touch, 
and which therefore, to some extent, justify private revenge. No, it's no use 
arguing. I have made up my mind. My sympathies are with the criminals rather 
than with the victim, and I will not handle this case.” 

Holmes had not said one word ^o me about the tragedy which we had wit- 
nessed, but I observed all the morning that he was in his most thoughtful mood, 
and he gave me the impression, from his vacant eyes and his abstracted manner, of 
a man who is striving to recall something to his memory. We weie in the middle of 
our lunch, when he suddenly sprang to his feet. “By Jove, Watson, I've got it!” 
he cried. "Take your hat! Come with me!” He hurried at his top speed down 
Baker Street and along Oxford Street, until we had almost reached Regent Circus. 
Here, on the left hand, there stands a shop window filled with photographs of the 
celebrities and beauties of the day. Holmes's eyes fixed themselves upon one of 
them, and following his gaze I saw the picture of a regal and stately lady in Court 
dress, with a high diamond tiara upon her noble head. I looked at that delicately 
curved nose, at the marked eyebrows, at the straight mouth, and the strong little 
chin beneath it. Then I caught my breath as I read the time-honoured title of the 
great nobleman and statesman whose wife she had been. My eyes met those of 
Holmes, and he put his finger to his lips as we turned away from the window. 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE SIX NAPOLEONS 

It was no very unusual thing for Mr, Lestrade, of Scotland Yard, to look in upon 
us of ai#bvening, and his visits were welcome to Sherlock Holmes, for they enabled 
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him to keq> in touch with all that was going on at the police headquarters. In 
return for the news which Lestrade would brings Holmes was always ready to listen 
with attention to the details of any case upon which the detective was engaged^ 
and was able occasionally, without any active interference, to give some hint or 
suggestion drawn fiom his own vast knowledge and experience. 

On this particular evening, Lestrade had spoken of the weather and the news- 
papers. 'Fhen he had fallen silent, pufEng thoughtfully at his cigar. Holmes looked 
keenly at him. 

‘'Anything remarkable on hand^” he asked. 

“Oh, no, Mr, Holmes -nothing very particular.” 

“Then tell me about it.” 

Lestrade laughed. 

“Well, Mr. Holmes, there is no use denying that there is something on my mind. 
And yet it is such an absurd business, that I hesitated to bother you about it. On 
the other hand, although it is trivial, it is undoubtedly queer, and I know that you 
have a taste for all that is out ot the common. But, in my opinion, it comes more 
in Dr. Watson's line than ouis.” 

“Disease?” said I. 

“Madness, anyhow. And a queer madness, too. You wouldn't think there was 
anyone living at this time of day who had such a hatred of Napoleon the First that 
he would break any image of him that he could see.” 

Holmes sank back in his chair 

“That's no business of mine,” said he. 

“Exactly. That's what I said. But then, when the man commits burglary in order 
to break images which arc not his own, that brings it away from the doctor and 
on to the policeman.” 

Holmes sat up again. 

“Burglary! This is more interesting. Let me hear the details ” 

Lestrade took out his official notebook and lefrcshed his memory from its pages. 

“The first case reported was four days ago,” said he. “It was at the shop of 
Morse Hudson, who has a place for the sale of pictures and statues in the Kenning* 
ton Road. The assistant had left the front shop for an instant, when he heard a 
crash, and hurrying in he found a plaster bust of Napoleon, which stood with 
several other works of art upon the counter, lying shivered into fragments. He 
rushed out into the road, but, although several passers-by declared that they had 
noticed a man run out of the shop, he could neither see anyone nor could he find 
any means of identifying the rascal. It seemed to be one of those senseless acts of 
Hooliganism which occur from time to time, and it was reported to the constable 
on the beat as such. The plaster cast was not worth more than a few shillings, and 
the whole affair appeared to be too childish for any particular investigation. 

“The second case, however, was more serious, and also more singular. It occurred 
only last night. 

“In Kennington Road, and within a few hundred yards of Mone Hudson^s shop, 
there lives a well-known medical practitioner, named Dr. Bamicot, who has one 
of the largest practices upon the south side of the Thames. His residence and 
principal consulting-room is at Kennington Road, but he has a branch surgery and 
dispensary at Lower Brixton Road, two miles away. This Dr. Bamicot is an en- 
thusiastic admirer of Napoleon, and his house is full of books, pictures, and relics of 
the French Emperor. Some little time ago he purchased from Morse Hudson two 
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duplicate plaster casts of the famous head of Napoleon by the French sculptor, 
D^ne. 0^ of these he placed in his hall in the house at Kennington Road, and 
the other on the mantelpiece of the surgery at Lower Brixton. Well, when Dr. 
Bamicot came down this morning he was astonished to find that his house bad 
been burgled during the night, but that nothing had been taken save the plaster 
head from the hall. It had been carried out and had been dashed savagely against 
the garden wall, under which its splintered fragments were discovered." 

Holmes rubbed his hands. 

‘This is certainly very novel," said he. 

“I thought it would please you. But I have not got to the end yet. Dr. Bamicot 
was due at his surgery at twelve o'clock, and you can imagine his amazement when, 
on aniving there, he found that the window had been opened in the night, and that 
the broken pieces of his second bust were strewn all over the room. It had been 
smashed to atoms where it stood. In neither case were there any signs which could 
give us a clue as to the criminal or lunatic who had done the mischief. Now, Mr. 
Holmes, you have got the facts." 

TTicy arc singular, not to say grotesque," said Holmes. “May I ask whether the 
two busts smashed m Dr. Bamicot's rooms were the exact duplicates of the one 
which was destroyed in Morse Hudson’s shop?" 

“They were taken from the same mould. ' 

“Such a fact must tell against the theory that the man who breaks them is in- 
fluenced by any general hatred of Napoleon. Considering how many hundreds of 
statues of the great Emperor must exist in London, it is too much to suppose such 
a coincidence as that a promiscuous iconoclast should chance to begin upon three 
specimens of the same bust.” 

“Well, 1 thought as you do," said Lestiade, “On the other hand, this Morse Hud- 
son is the purveyor of busts in that part of London, and these three were the only 
ones which had been in his shop for yeats. So, although, as you say, there are many 
hundreds of statues in London, it is very probable that these three were the only 
ones in that district. Therefore, a local fanatic would begin with them. What do 
you think, Dr. Watson?" 

“There arc no limits to the possibilities of monomania," I answered. “There is 
the condition which the modem French psychologists have called the 'id^ fixe,* 
which may be trifling in character, and accompanied by complete sanity in every 
other way. A man who had read deeply about Napoleon, or who had possibly re- 
ceived some hereditary family injury through the great war, might conceivably 
form such an id4e fixe and under its influence be capable of any fantasric outrage." 

“That won’t do, my dear Watson," said Holmes, shaking his head, “for no 
amount of idie fixe would enable your interesting monomaniac to find out where 
these busb were situated." 

“Well, how do you explain it?" 

“I don’t attempt to do so. I would only observe that there is a certain method 
in the gentleman’s eccentric proceedings. For example, in Dr. Bamicot’s hall, 
where a sound might arouse the family, the bust was taken outside before being 
broken, whereas in the surgery, where there was less danger of an alarm, it was 
smashed where it stood. The affair seems absurdly trifling, and yet I date call 
nothing trivial when I reflect that some of my most classic cases have had the least 
promising commencement. You will remember, Watson, how the dreadful business 
of the Abcmctty family was first brought to my notice by the depth which the 
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parsley had sunk into the butter upon a hot day. I can't afford, therefore, to smSe 
at your three broken busts, Lestrade, and I shall be very much obliged to you if you 
will let me hear of any fresh development of so singular a chain of events.*" 


The development for which my friend had asked came in a quicker and an in- 
finitely more tragic form than he could have imagined. I was still dressing in my 
bedroom next morning, when there was a Up at the door and Holmes entered, a 
telegram in his hand. He read it aloud: 

*‘Come instantly, 131 Pitt Street Kensington. 

“Lestrade." 


“What is it, then?” I asked. 

"Don't know-may be anything. But I suspect it is the sequel of the story of the 
statues. In that case our fnend the image-breaker has begun operations in another 
quarter of London. There's coffee on the tabk*. Watson, and I have a cab at the 
door." 

In half an hour we had reached Pitt Street, a quiet little backwater just beside 
one of the briskest currents of London life. No. 131 was one of a row, all flat- 
chested, respectable, and most unrornantic dwellings. As we drove up, we found 
the railings in front of the house lined by a curious crowi Holmes whistled. 

"By George! it's attempted murder at the least. Nothing less will hold the Lon- 
don message-boy. There's a deed of violence indicated in that fellow's round shoul- 
ders and outstretched neck. What's this, Watson? The top steps swilled down and 
the other ones dry. Footsteps enough, anyhow! Well, well, there's I>estrade at the 
front window, and we shall soon know all about it/' 

The official received us with a very grave face and showed us into a sitting- 
room, where an exceedingly unkempt and agitated elderly man, clad in a flannel 
dressing-gown, was pacing up and down. He was introduced to us as the owner of 
the house— Mr. Horace Harker, of the Central Press Syndicate. 

“It's the Napoleon bust business again,” said Lestrade. “You seemed interested 
last night, Mr. Holmes, so I thought perhaps you would be glad to be present 
now that the affair has taken a very much graver turn.” 

“What has it turned to, then?” 

“To murder, Mr. Harker, will you tell these gentlemen exactly what has oc- 
curred?” 

The man in the dressing-gown turned upon us with a most melancholy face. 

“It's an extraordinary thing,” said he, “that all my life I have been collecting 
other people's news, and now that a real piece of news has come my own way I am 
so confus^ and bothered that I can’t put tR^o words together. If I had come in here 
as a journalist, I should have interviewed myself and had two columns in every 
evening paper. As it is, I am giving away valuable copy by telling my story over and 
over to a string of different people, and I can make no use of it myself. However, 
I've heard your name, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, and if you'll only explain this queer 
business, I shall be paid for my trouble in telling you the story.” 

Holmes sat down and listened. 

“It all seems to centre round that bust of Napoleon which I bought for this very 
room about four months ago. I picked it up cheap from Harding Brothers, two 
doors from the High Street Station. A g^eat deal of my journalistic work is done 
at night, and I often write ’:ntil the early morning. So it was to-day. I was sitting 
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in my den» which is at the back of the top of the house, about three o'clock, when 
I was convinced that I heard some sounds downstairs. I listened, but they were 
not repeated, and I concluded that they came from outside. Then suddenly, about 
five minutes later, there came a most horrible yell— the most dreadful sound, Mr. 
Holmes, that ever I heard. It will ring in my ears as long as 1 live. I sat frozen with 
horror for a minute or two. Then I seized the poker and went downstairs. When I 
entered this room I found the window wide open, and I at once observed that the 
bust was gone from the mantelpiece. Why any burglar should take such a thing 
passes my understanding, for it was only a plaster cast and of no real value 
whatever. 

"You can see for yourself that anyone going out through that open window could 
reach the front doorstep by taking a long stride. This was clearly what the burglar 
had done, so I went round and opened the door. Stepping out into the dark, I 
nearly fell over a dead man, who was lying there. 1 ran back for a light, and there 
was the poor fellow, a great gash in his throat and the whole place swimming in 
blood. He lay on his back, his knees drawn up, and his mouth horribly open. I 
shall see him in my dreams. I had just time to blow on my police whistle, and then 
I must have fainted, for I knew nothing more until I found the policeman standing 
over me in the hall.” 

“Well, who was the murdered man?” asked Holmes. 

“There's nothing to show who he was,” said Lestrade. “You shall see the body 
at the mortuary, but we have made nothing of it up to now. He is a tall man, 
sunburned, very powerful, not more than thirty. He is poorly dressed, and yet does 
not appear to be a labourer. A horn-handled clasp knife was lying in a pool of 
blood beside him. Whether it was the weapon which did the deed, or whether it 
belonged to the dead man, I do not knoW. There was no name on his clothing, and 
nothing in his pockets save an apple", some string, a shilling map of London, and a 
photograph. Here it is.” 

It was evidently taken by a snapshot from a small camera. It represented an 
alert, sharp-featured simian man, with thick eyebrows and a very peculiar projec- 
tion of the lower part of the face, like the muzzle of a baboon. 

"And what became of the bust?” asked Holmes, after a careful study of this 
picture. 

"We had news of it just before you came. It has been found in the front garden 
of an empty house in Campden House Road. It was broken into fragments. I am 
going round now to see it. Will you come?” 

"Certainly, I must just take one look round.” He examined the carpet and the 
window. "The fellow had either very long legs or was a most active man,” said he. 
"With an area beneath, it was no mean feat to reach that window-ledge and open 
that window. Getting back was comparatively simple. Are you coming with us to 
see the remains of your bust, Mr. Harker?” 

The disconsolate journalist had seated himself at a writing-table. 

"I must try and make something of it,” said he, "though I have no doubt that 
the 6iSt editions of the evening papen are out already with full details. It’s like 
my luck! You remember when the stand fell at Doncaster? Well, I was the only 
journalist in the stand, and my journal the only one that had no account of it, for 
1 was too shaken to write it. And now I'll be too late with a murder done on my 
own doorstep.” 

A^ we4bft the room, we heard his pen travelling shrilly over the foolscap. 
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The spot where the fragments of the bust had been found was only a few hun^ 
dred yards away. For the first time our eyes rested upon this presentment of the 
great emperor, which seemed to raise such frantic and destructive hatred in the 
mind of the unknown. It lay scattered, in splintered shards, upon the grass. Holmes 
oicked up several of them and examined them carefully. I was convinced, from his 
ntent face and his purposeful manner, that at last he was upon a clue. 

“Well?” asked Lestrade. 

Holmes shrugged his shoulders. 

“We have a long way to go yet,” said he. “And yet— and yet— well, we have some 
suggestive facts to act upon. The possession of this trifling bust was worth more, 
in the eyes of this strange criminal, than a human life. That is one point. Then 
there is the singular fact that he did not break it in the house, or immediately 
outside the house, if to break it was his sole object.” 

‘^He was rattled and bustled by meeting this other fellow. He hardly knew what 
he was doing.” 

“Well, that's likely enough. But I wish to call your attention very particularly 
to the position of this house, in the garden of which the bust was destroyed.” 

Lestrade looked about him. 

“It was an empty house, and so he knew that he would not be disturbed in the 
garden.” 

“Yes. but there is another empty house farther up the street which he must 
have passed before he came to this one. Why did he not break it there, since it is 
evident that every yard that he carried it increased the risk of someone meeting 
him?” 

“I give it up,” said Lestrade. 

Holmes pointed to the street lamp above, our heads. 

“He could sec what he was doing here, and he could not there. That was his 
reason.” 

“By Jovel that's true,” said the detective. “Now that I come to think of it, Dr. 
Barnicot's bust was broken not far from his red lamp. Well, Mr. Holmes, what 
are we to do with that fact?” 

“To remember it— to docket it. We may come on something later which will 
bear upon it. What steps do you propose to take now, Lestrade?” 

“The most practical way of getting at it, in my opinion, is to identify the dead 
man. There should be no difficulty about that. When we have found who he is 
and who his associates are, we should have a good start in learning what he was 
doing in Pitt Street last night, and who it was who met him and killed him on the 
doorstep of Mr. Horace Harker. Don't you think so?” 

“No doubt; and yet it is not quite the way in which I should approach the case.” 

“What would you do then?” 

“Oh, you must not let me influence you in any way. I suggest that you go on 
your line and I on mine. We can compare notes afterwards, and each will sup- 
plement the other.” 

"Very good,” said Lestrade. 

“If you arc going back to Pitt Street, you might see Mr. Horace Harker. Tell 
him for me that I have quite made up my mind, and that it is certain that a 
dangerous homicidal lunatic, with Napoleonic delusions, was in his bouse last 
night. It will be useful for his article.” 

Lestrade stared. 
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*‘You don’t senously belin'e tliat?"’ 

Holmes smiled. 

”Don’t I? Well, perhaps I don’t. But I am sure that it nmII interest Mr. Horace 
Harker and the subscribers of the Central Press Syndicate. Now, Watson, I think 
that we shall find that we have a long and rather complex day’s work before us 
I should be glad, Lestrade, if you could make it convenient to meet us at Baker 
Street at six o’clock this evening. Until then I should like to keep this photograph, 
found m the dead man’s pocket. It is possible that I may have to ask your companr 
and assistance upon a small expedition which will have to be undertaken to-night, 
if my chain of reasoning should prove to be correct. Until then good-bye and good 
luckl” 

Sherlock Holmes and I walked together to the High Street, where we stopped at 
the shop of Harding Brothers, whence the bust had been purchased. A young as- 
sistant informed us that^Mr. Harding would be absent until afternoon, and that 
he was himself a newcomer, who could give us no information. Holmes’s face 
showed his disappointment and annoyance. 

“Well, well, we can't expect to have it all our own way, Watson,” he said, at 
last. ‘'We must come back in the afternoon, if Mr. Harding will not be here until 
then. I am, as you have no doubt surmised, endeavouring to trace these busts to 
their source, in order to find if there is not something peculiar which may account 
for their remarkable fate. Let us make for Mr. Morse Hudson, of the Keimington 
Road, and see if he can throw any light upon the problem.” 

A drive of an hour brought us to the picture-dealer's establishment. He was a 
small, stout man with a red face and a peppery manner. 

“Yes, sir. On my very counter, sir,” said he. “What we pay rates and taxes for 
I don't know, when any ruffian can came m and break one's goods. Yes, sir, it was 
I who sold Dr. Bamicot his two statues. Disgraceful, sirl A Nihilist plot— that’s 
what I make it. No one but cn anarchist would go about bieaking statues. Red 
republicans— that's what I call 'cm. Who did I get the statues from? I don't see 
what that has to do with it. Well, if you really want to know, I got them from 
Gelder & Co,, in Church Street, Stepney, They are a well-known house in the 
trade, and have been this twenty years. How many had I? Thiee— two and one are 
three— two of Dr. Bamicot's, and one smashed in broad daylight on my own 
counter. Do I know that photograph? No, I don't. Yes, I do, though. Why, it's 
BeppK). He was a kind of Italian piece-work man, who made himself useful in the 
shop. He could carve a bit, and gild and frame, and do odd jobs. The fellow left 
me last week, and I’ve heard nothing of him since. No, I don't know where he 
came from nor where he went to. 1 had nothing against him while he was here. 
He was gone two days before the bust was smashed.” 

'Well, that’s all we could reasonably expect from Morse Hudson,” said Holmes, 
as we emerged from the shop. "We have this Beppo as a common factor, both in 
Kennington and in Kensington, so that is worth a ten-mile drive. Now, Watson, 
let us make for Gelder & Co., of Stepney, the source and origin of the busts. I 
shall be surprised if we don’t get some help down there.” 

In rapid succession we passed through the fringe of fashionable London, hotel 
London, theatrical London, literary London, commercial Lxindon, and, finally, 
maritime London, till we came to a riverside city of a hundred thousand soub, 
where th^benement houses swelter and reek with the outcasts of Europe. Here, 
in a broad thoroughfare, once the abode of wealthy City merchants, we found the 
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sculpture works for which we searched. Outside was a considerable yard full of 
monumental masonrv. Inside was a large room in which fifty workers were carving 
or moulding TTie manager, a big blond German, received us civilly and gave a 
clear answer to all Holmes’s questions. A reference to his books showed that hun- 
dreds of casts had been taken from a marble copy of Devine's head of Napoleon, 
but that the three which had been sent to Morse Hudson a year or so before had 
been halt of a batch of six, the other three being sent to Harding Brothers, of 
Kensington. There w'as no reason why those six should be different from any of 
the other ca.sts. He could suggest no possible cause why anyone should wish to 
destroy them— in fact, he laughed at the idea. Their wholesale price was six shil- 
lings, but the retailer would get twelve or more. The cast was taken in two moulds 
from each side of the face, and then these two profiles of plaster of Paris were 
joined together to make the complete bust. The work was usually done by Italians, 
in the room we were in. When finished, the busts were put on a table in the 
passage to dry, and afterwards stored. That was all he could tell us. 

But the production of the photograph had a remarkable effect upon the manager. 
His face flushed with anger, and his brows knotted over his blue Teutonic eyes. 

“Ah, the rascall” he cried. "Ye.s, indeed, I know him very well. This has always 
been a respectable establishment, and the only time that we have ever had the 
police in it was over this very fellow. It was more than a year ^go now. He knifed 
another Italian in the street, and then he came to the works with the police on 
his heels, and he was taken here. Beppo was his name— his second name I never 
knew. Serve me right for engaging a man with such a face. But he was a good 
workman— one of the best,” 

“What did he get?" 

‘‘ITie man lived and he got off with a year. I have no doubt he is out now, but 
he has not dared to show his nose here. We have a cousin of his here, and I daresay 
he could tell yon where he is.” 

“No, no,” cned Holmes, “not a word to the cousin— not a word, I beg of you. The 
niattci is very important, and the farther I go with it, the more important it 
seems to grow. When you referred in your ledger to the sale of those casts I ob 
served that the date was June 3rd of last year. Could you give me the date when 
Beppo was arrested?” 

“I could tell you roughly by the pay-list,” the manager answered. “Yes,” he 
continued, after some turning over of pages, “he was paid last on May 20th.” 

“Thank you,” said Holmes. “I don’t think that I need intrude upon your time 
and patience any more.” With a last word of caution that he should say nothing as 
to our researches, we turned our faces westward once more. 

The afternoon was far advanced before we were able to snatch a hasty luncheon 
at a restaurant. A news-bill at the entrance announced “Kensington Outrage. Mur- 
der by a Madman,” and the contents of the paper showed that Mr. Horace Harker 
had got his account into print after all. Two columns were occupied with a highly 
sensational and flowery rendering of the whole incident. Holmes propped it against 
the cruet-stand and read it while he ate. Once or twice he chuckled. 

“This is all right, Watson,” said he. ''Listen to this: 

“It is satisfactory to know that there can be no difference of opinion upon 
this case, since Mr. Lestrade, one of the most experienced members of the 
oflBcial force, and Mr. Sherlock Holmes, the well-known consulting expert, 
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have each come to the conclusion that the grotesque series of incidents, 
which have ended in so tragic a fashion, arise from lunacy rather than from 
deliberate crime. No explanation save mental aberration can cover the facts. 

The Press, Watson, is a most valuable institution, if you only know how to use it 
And now, if you have quite finished, we will hark back to Kensington and see 
what the manager of Harding Brothers has to say on the matter/' 

The founder of that great emporium proved to be a brisk, crisp little person, 
very dapper and quick, with a clear head and a ready tongue. 

"'Yes, sir, I have already read the account in the evening papen. Mr. Horace 
Harkei is a customer of ours. Wc supplied him with fhc bust some months ago. We 
ordered three busts of that sort from Gelder & Co., of Stepney. They are all sold 
now. To whom? Oh, I daresay by consulting our sales book we could very easily tell 
you. Yes, we have the entries here. One to Mr. Harker you see, and one to Mr 
Josiah Brown, of Laburnum Lodge, laburnum Vale, Chiswick, and one to Mr. 
Sandeford, of Lower Grove Road, Reading. No, I have never seen this face which 
you show me in the photograph. You would hardly forget it, would you, sir, for 
I've seldom seen an uglier. Have we any Italians on the staff? Yes, sir, we have 
several among our workpeople and cleaners I daresay they might get a peq> at 
that sales book if they wanted to. There is no particular reason for keeping a 
watch upon that book. Well, well, it's a very strange business, and I hope that 
you will let me know if anything comes of youi inquiries." 

Holmes had taken several notes during Mr, Harding's evidence, and I could see 
that he was thoroughly satisfied by the turn which affairs were taking. He made 
no remark, however, »ave that, unless we hurried, we should be late for our appoint- 
ment with Lcstrade. Sure enough, ijrhen we reached Baker Street the detective 
was already there, and we found him pacing up and down in a fever of impatience. 
His look of importance showed that his day's work had not been in vain. 

*'Well7" he asked. “What luck, Mr Holmes?" 

‘'We have had a very busy day, and not entirely a wasted one/' my friend ex- 
plained. "We have seen both the retailen and also the wholesale manufacturers. I 
can trace each of the busts now from the beginning.” 

"The busts!” cned Lcstrade. “Well, well, you have your own methods, Mr. 
Sherlock Holmes, and it is not for me to say a word against them, but I think 
I have done a better day's work than you. I have identified the dead man.” 

“You don’t say so?” 

“And found a cause for the crime.” 

“Splendid!” 

“We have an inspector who makes a specialty of Saffron Hill and the Italian 
Quarter. Well, this dead man had some Catholic emblem round his neck, and 
that, along with his colour, made me think he was from the South. Inspector Hill 
knew him the moment he caught sight of him. His name is Pietro Venucci, from 
Naples, and he is one of the greatest cut-throats in London. He is connected with 
the Mafia, which, as you know, is a secret political society, enforcing its decrees 
by murder. Now, you see how the affair begins to clear up. The other fellow is 
probably an Italian also, and a^ member of the Mafia. He has broken the rules in 
some fashion. Pietro is set upon his track. Probably the photograph wc found in 
his pocMft is the man himself, so that he may not knife the wrong person. He 
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dogs the fellow, he sees him enter a house, he waits outside for him, and in the 
scuffle he receives his own death*wound. How is that, Mr. Sherlock Holmes?'* 

Holmes clapped his hands approvingly. 

‘"Excellent, Lestiade, excellcntr' he cried. "But I didn't quite follow your ex- 
planation of the destruction of the busts " 

"The bustsi You never can get those busts out of your head. After all, that is 
nothing; petty larceny, six months at the most. It is the murder that we are really 
investigating, and I tell you that I am gathering all the threads into my hands." 

"And the next stage?” 

"Is a very simple one. I shall go down with Hill to the Italian Quarter, find the 
man whose photograph wc have got, and arrest him on the charge of murder. Will 
you come with us?” 

"I think not I fancy we can attain our end in a simpler way. I can't say for 
certain, because it all denends-well, it all depends upon a factor which is com- 
pletely outside our control But I have gieat hopes— in fact, the betting is exactly 
two to one-that if you will come with ns to-night i shall be able to help you to 
lay him by the heels.” 

"In the Italian Quarter?" 

"No, I fancy Chiswick is an address which is more likely to find him. If you will 
come with me to Chiswick to-night, l^trade, 111 promise to go to the Italian 
Quarter with you to-morrow, and no hanii wd! he done by the delay. And now I 
think that a fe’w hours' sleep would do us all good, for 1 do not propose to leave 
before eleven o'clock, and it is unlikely that we shall be back before morning. You'll 
dine with us, Lestrade, and then you are welcome to the sofa until it is time for 
us to start. In the meantime, Watson, I should be glad if you would ring for an 
express messenger, for I have a letter to send and it is important that it should 
go at once ” 

Holmes spent the evtmng ni rummaging among the files of the old daily papers 
with which one of our lumber-rooms was packed. When at last he descended, it 
was with triumph in his tycs, but he said nothing to either of us as to the resul* 
of his researches. For my own part, I had followed step by step the methods by 
which he had traced the various windiiigi of this complex case, and, though I 
could not yet perceive the goal which we would reach, 1 understood clearly that 
Holmes expected this grotesque criminal to make an attempt upon the two re- 
maining busts, one of which, I remembered, was at Chiswick. No doubt the object 
of our lourney was to catch him in the very act, and I could not but admire the 
cunning with which my friend had inserted a wrong clue in the evening paper, so as 
to give the fellow the idea that he could continue his scheme with impunity. I was 
not surprised when Holmes suggested that I should take my revolver with me. He 
had himself picked up the loaded hunting-crop, which was his favourite weapon. 

A four-wheeler was at the door at eleven, and in it we drove to a spot at the 
other side of Hammersmith Bridge. Here the cabman was directed to Wait. A 
short walk brought us to a secluded road fringed with pleasant houses, each stand- 
ing in its own grounds. In the light of a street lamp we read "Laburnum Villa" 
upon the gate-post of one of them. The occupants had evidently retired to rest, 
for all was dark save for a fanlight over the hall door, which shed a single blurred 
circle on to the garden path. The wooden fence which separated the grounds from 
the road threw a dense black shadow upon the inner side, and here it was that 
we crouched. 
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fear that youll have a long wait,"" Holmes whispered, "^e may thank our 
stars that it is not raining. I don't think we can even venture to smoke to pass the 
time. However, it’s a two to one chance that we get something to pay us for our 
trouble." 

It proved, however, that our vigil was not to be so long as Holmes had led us to 
fear, and it ended in a veiy sudden and singular fashion. In an instant, without 
the least sound to warn us of his coming, the garden gate swung open, and a lithe, 
dark figure, as swift and active as an ape, rushed up the garden path. We saw it 
whisk past the light thrown from over the door and disappear against the black 
shadow of the house. There was a long pause, during which we held our breath, 
and then a very gentle creaking sound came to our ears. The window was being 
opened. The noise ceased, and again there was a long silence. The fellow was 
making his way into the house. We saw the sudden Sash of a dark lantern inside 
the room. What he sought was evidently not there, for again we saw the flash 
through another blind, and then through another. 

"‘Let us get to the open window. We will nab him as he climbs out," Lestrade 
whispered. 

But before we could move, the man had emerged again. As he came out into 
the glimmenng patch of light, we saw that he carried something white under his 
arm. He looked stealthily all round him. The silence of the deserted street re- 
assured him. Turning his back upon us he laid down his burden, and the next 
instant there was the sound of a sharp tap, followed by a clatter and rattle. The 
man was so intent upon what he was doing that he never heard our steps as we 
stole across the grass plot. With the bound of a tiger Holmes was on his back, and 
an instant later Lestrade and I had him by either wrist, and the handcuffs had 
been fastened. As we turned him over I mw a hideous, sallow face, with writhing, 
furious features, glaring up at us, and I knew that it was indeed the man of the 
photograph whom we had secured. 

But it was not our prisoner to whom^ Holmes was giving his attention. Squatted 
on the doorstep, he was engaged in most carefully examining that which the man 
had brought from the house. It was a bust of Napoleon, like the one which we 
had seen that morning, and it had been broken into similar fragments. Carefully 
Holmes held each separate shard to the light, but in no way did it differ from any 
other shattered piece of plaster. He had just completed his examination when the 
hall lights flew up, the door opened, and the owner of the house, a jovial, rotund 
figure in shirt and trousers, pr^ented himself. 

“Mr. Josiah Brown, I suppose?" said Holmes. 

"Tes, sir; and you, no doubt, are Mr. Sherlock Holmes? I had the note which 
you sent by the express messenger, and I did exactly what you told me. We locked 
every door on the inside and awaited developments. Well, I'm very glad to see 
that you have got the rascal. 1 hope, gentlemen, that you will come in and have 
some refreshment." 

However, Lestrade was anxious to get his man into safe quarters, so within a 
few minutes our cab had been summoned and we were all four upon our way to 
London. Not a word would our captive say, but he glared at us from the shadow 
of his matted hair, and once, when my hand seemed within his reach, he snapped 
at it like a hungry wolf. We stayed long enough at the police-station to learn that 
a search of his clothing revealed nothing save a few shillings and a long sheath 
knife, the handle of which bore copious traces of recent blood. 
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"That's all right," said Lestrade, as Tve parted. TIill knows all these gentry, and 
he will give a name to him. You'll find that my theory of the Mafia will work 
out all right. But I'm sure I am exceedingly obliged to you, Mr. Holmes, for the 
workmanlike way in which you laid hands upon him. I don’t quite understand it 
all yet." 

"I fear it is rather too late an hour for explanations," said Holmes. ""Besides, 
there are one or two details which are not finished off, and it is one of those cases 
which are worth working out tc the very end. If you will come round once more 
to my rooms at six o’clock to-morrow, I think I shall be able to show you that even 
now you have not grasped the entire meaning of this business, which presents 
some features which make it absolutely original in the history of crime. If ever 
I permit you to chjonicle any more of my little problems, Watson, I foresee that 
you wii! enliven your pages by an account of the singular adventure of the 
Napoleonic busts.” 

When we met again next evening, Lestrade was furnished with much informa- 
tion concerning oar prisoner. His name, it appeared, was Beppo, second name 
unknown. He was a well-known ne'er-do-well among the Italian colony. He had 
once been a skilful sculptor and had earned an honest living, but he had taken to 
evil courses and had twice already been in jail-once for a petty tlieft, and once, 
as we had already heard, for stabbing a fellow-countryman. He could talk English 
perfectly w'ell. His reasons for destroying the busts were still unknown, and he 
refused to answer any questions upon the subject, but the police had discovered 
that these same busts might very well have been made by his own hand.s, since 
he was engaged in this class of work at the establishment of Gelder & Co. To all 
this information, much of which we already knew, Holmes listened with polite 
attention, but I, who knew him so well, could clearly see that his thoughts were 
elsewhere, and I detected a mixture of mingled uneasiness and expectation be- 
neath that mask w^hich he was wont to assume. At last he started in his chair, and 
his eyes brightened. There had been a ring at the bell. A minute later we heard 
steps upon the stairs, and an elderly red-faced man with grizzled side-whiskers was 
ushered in. In his right hand he carried an old-fashioned carpet-bag, which he 
placed upon the table. 

''Is Mr. Sherlock Holmes here?" 

My friend bowed and smiled. "Mr. Sandeford, of Reading, I suppose?” said he. 

"Yes, sir, I fear that I am a little late, but the trains were awkward. You 
wrote to me about a bust that is in my possession.” 

"Exactly." 

have your letter here. You said, ‘I desire to possess a copy of Devine's 
Napoleon, and am prepared to pay you ten pounds for the one which is in your 
possession.' Is that right?" 

"Certainly." 

“I was very much surprised at your letter, for I could not imagine how you 
knew that I owned such a thing." 

"Of course you must have been surprised, but the explanation is very simple. 
Mr. Harding, of Harding Brothers, said that they had sold you their last copy, and 
he gave me your address." 

"Oh, that was it, was it? Did he tell you what I paid for it?" 

"No, he did not" 

"Well, I am an honest man, though npt a very rich one. I only gave fifteen shil- 
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linp for die bust, and I think you ought to know that before I take ten pounds from 
you." 

*I am sure the scruple does you honour, Mr. Sandeford. But I have named that 
price, so I intend to stick to it.” 

"Well, it is very handsome of you, Mr. Holmes. I brought the bust up with me, 
as you asked me to do. Here it isl” He opened his bag, and at last we saw placed 
upon our table a complete specimen of that bust which we had already seen more 
than once in fragments. 

Holmes took a paper from his pocket and laid a ten>pound note upon die table. 

"You will kindly sign that paper, Mr. Sandeford, in the presence of these wit- 
nesses. It is simply to say that you transfer every possible right diat you ever had 
in the bust to me. I am a meth^ical man, you see, and you never know what turn 
events might take afterwards. Thank you, Mr. Sand^ord; here is your money, and 
I wish you a very good evening.” 

When our visitor had disappeared, Sherlock Holmes’s movements were such as 
to rivet our attention. He began by taking a clean white cloth from a drawer and 
laying it over the table. Then he placed his newly acquired bust in the coitre of 
the cloth. Finally, he picked up his hunting-crop and struck Napoleon a sharp blow 
on the top of the head. The figure broke into fragments, and Holmes bent eagerly 
over the shattered remains. Next instant, with a loud shout of triumph he held up 
one splinter, in which a round, dark object was fixed like a plum in a pudding. 

“Gentlemen,” he cried, "let me introduce you to the famous black pearl of the 
Borgias." 

Lestrade and I sat silent for a moment, and then, with a spontaneous impulse, 
we both broke out clapping, as at the well-wrought crisis of a play. A flush of 
colour sprang to Holmes’s pale cheeks, and he bowed to us like the master dramatist 
who receives the homage of his audience. It was at such moments that for an 
instant he ceased to be a reasoning machine, and betrayed his human love for 
admiration and applause. The same singularly proud and reserved nature which 
turned away with disdain from popular notoriety was capable of being moved to 
its depths by spontaneous wonder and praise from a friend. 

“Yes, gentlemen,” said he, "it is the most famous pearl now existing m the world, 
and it has been my good fortune, by a connected chain of inductive reasoning, to 
trace it from the Prince of Colonna’s bedroom at the Dacre Hotel, where it was 
lost, to the interior of this, the last of the six busts of Napoleon which were manu- 
factured by Gelder & Co., of Stepney. You will remembw, Lestrade, the sensation 
caused by the disappearance of this valuable jewel, and the vain efforts of the 
London police to recover it. I was myself consulted upon the case, but I was 
unable to throw any light upon it. Suspicion fell upon the maid of the Princess, 
who was an Italian, and it was proved that she had a brother in London, but we 
failed to trace any connection between them. The maid’s name was Lucretia 
Venucci, and there is no doubt in my mind that this Pietro who was murdered 
two nights ago was the brother. I have been looking up the dates in the old files 
of the paper, and I find that the disappearance of the pearl was exactly two days 
before the arrest of Beppo, for some crime of violence— an event which took place 
in the factory of Gelder & Co., at the very moment when these busts were teing 
made. Now yon clearly see the sequence of events, though you see them, of course, 
in rile inverse order to the way in which riiey presented themselves to me. Beppo 
had the pearl in bis possession. He may have stolen it from Pietro, he may have 



been Pietro's confederate, he may have been the gO'bet\^'ecn of Pietro and his 
sister. It is of no consequence to us which is the correct solution. 

‘HThe main fact is that he had the pearl, and at that moment, when it was on 
his person, he was pursued by the police. He made for the factory in which he 
worked, and he knew that he had only a few minutes m which to conceal this 
enormously valuable prize, which would otherw^ise be found on him when he was 
searched. Six plaster casts of Napoleon were drying in the passage. One of them 
was still soft. In an instant Beppo, a skilful workman, made a small hole in the 
wet plaster, dropped in the pearl, and with a few touches covered over the aperture 
once more. It was an admirable hiding-place. No one could possibly find it. But 
Beppo was condemned to a year's imprisonment, and in the meanwhile his six 
busts were scattered over London. He could not tell which contained his treasure. 
Only bv breaking them could he see. Even shaking would tell him nothing, for 
as the plaster was wet it was probable that the pearl would adhere to it— as, in 
fact, it has done. Beppo did not despair, and he conducted his search with con- 
siderable ingenuity and perseverance Through a cousin who works with Gelder, 
he found out the retail firms who had bought the busts. He managed to find em- 
ployment with Morse Hudson, and in that way tracked down three of them. The 
pearl was not there. Then, with the help of some Italian employ^, he succeeded in 
finding out where the other three busts had gone. The first was at Harker's. There 
he was dogged by his confederate, who held Beppo responsible for the loss of the 
pearl, and he stabbed him in the scuffle which followed.” ^ 

”If he was his confederate, why should he cany his photograph?” I asked. 

‘‘As a means of tracing him, if he wi.shed to inquire about him from any third 
person. That was the obvious reason. Well, after the murder I calculated that 
Beppo would probably hurry rather than delay his movements. He would fear 
that the police would read his secret, and so he hastened on before they should 
get ahead of him. Of course, 1 could not say that he had not found the pearl in 
Marker’s bust. I had not even concluded for certain that it was the pearl, but it 
was evident to me that he was looking for something, since he carried the bust 
past the other houses in order to break it in the garden which had a lamp over- 
looking it. Since Marker’s bust was one in three, the chances were exactly as I told 
you— tw'o to one against the pearl being inside it. There remained two busts, and it 
was obvious that he would go for the London one first. I warned the inmates of 
the house, so as to avoid a second tragedy, and we went down, with the happiest 
results. By that time, of course, I knew for certain that it was the Borgia pearl 
that we were after, 'Fhe name of the murdered man linked the one event with the 
other. There only remained a single bust— the Reading one— and the pearl must be 
there. 1 bought it in your presence from the owner— and there it lies.” 

We sat in silence for a moment. 

”Weli,” said Lestrade, *Tve seen you handle a good many cases, Mr. Holmes, 
but 1 don’t know that 1 ever knew a more workmanlike one than that. We’re not 
jealous of you at Scotland Yard. No, sir, we are vcr>^ proud of you, and if you come 
down to-morrow, there's not a man, from the oldest inspector to the youngest 
constable, who wouldn’t be glad to shake you by the hand.” 

‘'Thank youl” said Holmes. “Thank you!” and as he turned away, it seemed to 
me that he was more nearly moved by the softer human emotions than I had ever 
seen him. A moment later he was the cold and practical thinker once more. “Put 
the pearl in the safe, Watson,” said he, “and get out the papers of the Conk- 



Singleton forgery case. Good-bye, Lestrade. If any little problem comes your way, I 
shall be happy, if 1 can, to give you a hint or two as to its solution,” 


THE AIWENTURE OF THE THREE STUDENTS 

It was in the year 'qs that a combination of events, into which 1 need not enter, 
caused Mr. Sherlock Holmes and myself to spend some weeks in one of our great 
universit}' towns, and it was during this time that the small but instructive adven- 
ture which I am about to relate befell us. It will be obvious that any details which 
would help the reader exactly to identify' the college or the criminal would be 
injudicious and offensive. So painful a scandal may well be allowed to die out. 
With due discretion the incident itself may, however, be described, since it senes 
to illustrate some of those qualities for which my friend was remarkable. I will 
endeavour, in my statement, to avoid such terms as would serve to limit the events 
to any particular place, or give a clue as to the people concerned. 

We were residing at the time in furnished lodgings close to a library' where 
Sherlock Holmes was pursuing some laborious researches in early English charters 
—researches which led to results so striking that they may be the subject of one 
of my future narratives. Here it was that one evening we received a visit fiom an 
acquaintance, Mr. Hilton Soames, tutor and lecturer at the College of St, Luke's 
Mr. Soames was a tall, spare man, of a nenous and excitable teniperamont. i had 
always known him to be restless in his manner, but on this particulai occasion he 
w'as in such a state of uncontrollable agitation that it was clear something very 
unusual had occurred. 

*"1 trust, Mr. Holmes, that you can spare me a few hoars of your valuable lime. 
We have had a very painful incident at St. Luke's, and really, but for the happy 
chance of your being in town, I should have been at a loss what to do.” 

‘‘1 am very busy just now, and I desire no distractions,” my fnend answered. “1 
should much prefer that you called in the aid of the police.” 

“No, no, my dear sir; such a course is utterly impossible. W'hcn once the law 
is evoked it cannot be stayed again, and this is just one of those cases where, for 
the credit of the college, it is most essential to avoid scandal. \our discretion is 
as well known as your powers, and you are the one man in the w orld who can help 
me. 1 beg you, Mr. Holmes, to do what you can.” 

My friend's temper had not improved since he had been deprived of the con 
genial surroundings of Baker Street. Without his scrapbooks, his chemicals, and 
his homely untidiness, he was an uncomfortable man. He shrugged his shoulders 
in ungracious acquiescence, while our visitor in hurried words and with mucti 
excitable gesticulation poured forth his story. 

“I must explain to you, Mr, Holmes, that to-morrow is the hist day of the 
examination for the Fortescue Scholarship. I am one of the examiners. My subject 
is Greek, and the first of the pai>ers consists of a large passage of Greek translation 
which the candidate has not seen. This passage is printed on the examination 
paper, and it would naturally be an immense advantage if the candidate could 
prepare it in advance. For this reason, great care is taken to keep the paper secret. 
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‘Tcnlay, about three o'dock, the proofs of this paper arrived from the printers. 
The exercise consists of half a chapter of Thucydides. I had to read it over carefully^ 
as the text must be absolutely correct. At four-thirty my task was not yet com- 
pleted. I had, however, promised to take tea in a friend's rooms, so I left the proof 
upon my desk. I was absent rather more than an hour. 

‘‘You are aware, Mr. Holmes, that our college doors arc double— a green baize one 
within and a heavy oak one without. As I approached my outer door, I was amazed 
to see a key in it. For an instant 1 imagined that I had left my own there, but on 
feeling in my pocket I found that it was ail right. The only duplicate which existed, 
so far as I knew, was that which belonged to my servant, Bannister— a man who has 
looked after my room for ten years, and whose honesty is absolutely above susk 
picion. I found that the key was indeed his, that he had entered my room to know 
if I wanted tea, and that he had very carelessly left the key in the door when he 
came out. His visit to my room must have been within a very few minutes of my 
leiiving it. His forgetfulness about the key would have mattered little upon any 
other occasion, but on this one day it has produced the most deplorable conse- 
quences. 

The moment I looked at my table, I was aware that someone had rummaged 
among my papers. The proof was in three long slips. I had left them all together. 
Now, I found that one of them was lying on the Boor, one was on the side tabic 
near the window, and the third was where I had left it.” 

Holmes stirred for the 6rst time. 

“The first page on the floor, the second in the window, the third where you 
left it," said he 

“Exactly, Mr. Holmes. You amaze me. How could you possibly know that?" 

“Pray continue your very interesting statement." 

“For an instant I imagined that Bannister had taken the unpardonable liberty 
of examining my papers. He denied it, however, with the utmost earnestness, and 
I am convinced that he was speaking the truth. The alternative was that someone 
passing had observed the key in the door, had known that I was out, and had 
entered to look at the papers. A large sum of money is at stake, for the scholarship 
is a very valuable one, and an unscrupulous man might very well run a risk in 
order to gain an advantage over his fellows. 

“Bannister was very much upset by the incident. He had nearly fainted when we 
found that the papers had undoubtedly been tampered with. I gave him a little 
brandy and left him collapsed in a chair, while I made a most careful examination 
of the room. I soon saw that the intruder had left other traces of his presence 
besides the rumpled papers. On the table in the window were several shreds from 
a pencil which had been sharpened. A broken tip of lead was lying there also. 
Evidently the rascal had copied the paper in a great hurry, had broken his pencil, 
and had been compelled to put a fresh pdint to it.” 

“ExcellentI” said Holmes, who was recovering his good-humour as his attention 
became more engrossed by the case. “Fortune has been your friend." 

‘This was not all. I have a new writing-table with a fine surface of red leather. 
1 am prepared to swear, and so is Bannister, that it was smooth and unstained. 
Now I found a clean cut in it about three inches long— not a mere scratch, but a 
positive cut. Not only this, but on the table I found a small ball of black dou^ 
or clay, with specks of something which looks like sawdust in it. I am convinced 
that these marks were left by the man who rifled the papers. There were no foot- 
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and no other evidence as to his identity. 1 was at my wit’s end, when suddenly 
die happy diought occuired to me that you were in tlie town, and I came straight 
Hitod to put the matter into your hands. Do help me, Mr. Holmes. You see my 
^benma. Either I must find the man or else the examination must be postponed 
until fresh papen are prepared, and since this cannot be done without explanation, 
there will ensue a hideous scandal, which will throw a cloud not only on the 
college, but on the university. Above all things, 1 desire to settle the matter quietly 
and discreetly." 

“I shall be happy to look into it and to give you such advice as 1 can,” said 
Holmes, rising and potting on his overcoat. "The case is not entirely devoid of 
interest. Had anyone visited you in your room after the papers came to you?” 

"Yes, young Daulat Ras, an Indian student, whc. lives on the same stair, came 
in to ask me some particulars about the examination.” 

“For which he was entered?" 

“Yes." 

"And the papers were on your table?” 

"To the best of my belief, they were rolled up.” 

"But might be recognized as proofs?” 

“Possibly." 

“No one else in youi room?” 

"No.” 

“Did anyone know that these proofs would be there?” 

“No one save the printer.” 

“Did this man Bannister know?” 

“No, certainly not. No one knew.” 

“Where is Bannister now?” 

“He was very ill, poor fellow. I left him collapsed in the chair. I was in such 
a hurry to come to you." 

“You left your door open?” 

“I lodred up the papen first.” 

“Then it amounts to this, Mr. Soames: that, unless the Indian student recog- 
nized the roll as being proofs, the man who tampered with them came upon them 
accidentally without knowing that they were there.” 

“So it seems to me.” 

Holmes gave an enigmatic smile. 

“Well,” said he, "let us go round. Not one of your cases, Watson-mental, not 
physical. All right; come if you want to. Now, Mr. Soames— at your disposal!’' 

The sitting-room of our client opened by a long, low, latticed window on to 
the ancient lichen-tinted court of the old college. A Gothic arched door led to a 
worn stone staircase. On the ground floor was the tutor’s room. Above were thre** 
students, one on each story. It was already twilight when we reached the scene 
of our problem. Holmes halted and looked earnestly at the window. Then he 
approach it, and, standing on tiptoe with his neck craned, he looked into the 
room. 

“He must have entered through the dooi. 'There is no opening except the one 
pane," said our learned guide. 

“Dear mei” said Holmes, and he smiled in a singular way as he glanced at our 
companion. “Well, if there is nothing to be learned here, we had best go inside.” 
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The lecturer unlocked the outer door and ushered us into his room. We stood 
at the entrance while Holmes made an examination of the carpet. 

"I am afraid there are no signs here," said he. "One could hardly hope for any f 
upon so dry a day. Your servant seems to have quite recovered. You left him in 
a chair, you say. Which chair?” 

"By the window there." 

"I see. Near this little table. You can come in now. I have finished with *the 
carpet. Let us take the little table first. Of course, what has happened is very 
clear. The man entered and took the papers, sheet by sheet, from the central 
table. He earned them over to the window table, because from there he could 
see if you came across the courtyard, and so could effect an escape." 

"As a matter of fact, he could not," said Soames, "for I entered by the side 
door." 

"Ah, that’s goodl Well, anyhow, that was in his mind. Let me see the three 
strip'.. No finger impressions— no! Well, he carried over this one first, and he copied 
it. How long would it take him to do that, using every possible contraction? A 
quarter of an hour, not less. TTien he tossed it down and seized the next. He was 
in the midst of that when voui return caused him to make a very hurried retreat- 
very burned, since he had not time to replace the papers which would tell you 
that he had been there. You were not aware of any hurrying feet on the stair as you 
entered the outer door?" 

"No, I can't say I was.” 

"Well, he wrote so furiously that he broke his pencil, and had, as you observe, 
to sharpen it again. Tliis is of interest, Watson. The pencil was not an ordinary 
one. It was above the usual size, with a soft lead, the outer colour was dark blue, 
the maker's name was printed in silver letting, and the piece remaining is only 
about an inch and a half long. Look for such a pencil, Mr. Soames, and you have 
got your man. When I add tliat he possesses a large and very blunt knife, you 
have an additional aid.” 

Mr. Soames was somewhat overwhelmed by this flood of information. "I can 
follow the other points,” said he, “but reaUy, in this matter of the length — ” 

Holmes held out a small chip with the letters NN and a space of clear wood 
after them. 

‘Tou see?" 

“No, 1 fear that even now — 

"Watson, I have always done you an injustice. There are others. What could 
this NN be? It is at the end of a word. You are aware that Johann Faber is the 
most common maker's name. Is it not clear that there is just as much of the 
pencil left as usually follows the Johann?" He held the small table sideways to 
the electric light. "I was hoping that if the piper on which he wrote was thin, some 
trace of it might come through upon this polished surface. No, I see nothing. 1 
don’t think there is anything more to be learned here. Now for the central table. 
This small pe%t is, I presume, the black, doughy mass you spoke of. Roughly 
pyramidal in shape and hollow^ out, I perceive. As you say, there appear to be 
grains of sawdust in it. Dear me, this is very interesting. And die cut— a positive 
tear, I see. It began with a thin scratch and ended in a jagged hide. I am much 
indebted to you for directing my attention to this case, Mr. Soames. WTiere does 
that door lead tor 

"To my bedroom." 
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'Have you beeo in it since your adventure?” 

'Ho, I came straight away for you.” 

"I should like to have a glance round. What a charming, old-fashioned room) 
Perhaps you will kindly wait a minute, until I have examined the floor. No, I see 
nothing. What about this curtain? You hang your clothes behind it. If anyone 
were forced to conceal himself in this room he must do it there, since the bed is 
too low and the wardrobe too shallow. No one there, I suppose?” 

As Holmes drew the curtain I was aware, from some little rigidity and alertness 
of his attitude, that he was prepared for an emergency. As a matter of fact, the 
drawn curtain disclosed nothing but three or four suits of clothes hanging from 
a line of pegs. Holmes turned away, and stooped suddenly to the floor. 

‘Halloal What's this?" said he. 

It was a small pyramid of black, putty-like stuff, exactly like the one upon the 
table of the study. Holmes held it out on his open palm in the glare of the electnc 
light. 

*Tour visitor seems to have left traces in your bedroom as well as in your sitting- 
room, Mr. Soames.” 

"What could he have wanted there?" 

"I think it is clear enough. You came back by an unexpected way, and so he 
bad no warning until you were at the very door. What could he do? He caught 
up everything which would betray him, and he rushed into your bedroom to con- 
ceal himself." 

"Good gracious, Mr. Holmes, do you mean to tell me that, all the time I was 
talking to Bannister in this room, we had the man prisoner if we had only known it?" 

"So I read it.” 

"Surely there is another alternative, MrT Holmes. I don’t know' whether you 
observed my bedroom window?” 

"Lattice-paned, lead framework, three separate windows, one swinging on hinge, 
and large enough to admit a man." 

“Exactly. And it looks out on an angle of the courtyard so as to be partly in- 
visible. The man might have effected his entrance there, left traces as he passed 
through the bedroom, and finally, finding the door open, have escaped that way.” 

Holmes shook his head impatiently. 

“Let us be practical," said he. "I understand you to say that there are three 
students who use this stair, and are in the habit of passing your door?” 

“Yes, there are." 

"And they are all in for this examination?" 

"Yes.” 

"Have you any reason to suspect ai|y one of them more than the others?" 

Soames hesitated. 

"It is a very delicate question," said he. "One hardly likes to throw suspicion 
where there are no proofs." 

"Let us hear the suspicions. I will look after the proofs.” 

"I will tell you, then, in a few words the character of the three men who inhabit 
tiiese rooms. The lower of the three is Gilchrist, a fine scholar and athlete, plays 
in the Rugby team and the cricket team for the college, and got his Blue for the 
hurdles and the long jump. He is a fine, manly fellow. His father was the notorious 
Sir Jabez Gilchrist, who ruined himself on the turf. My scholar has been left very 
poor, but he is hard-working and industrious. He will do well. 
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"The second floor is inhabited by Daolat Ras, the Indian. He is a quiet, in' 
scrutable fellow; as most of those Indians are. He is well up in his wodc, though 
his Greek is his weak subject. He is steady and methodical. 

"The top floor belongs to Miles McLaren. He is a brilliant fellow when he 
chooses to work-one of the brightest intellects of the university; but be is way- 
ward, dissipated, and unprincipled. He was nearly expelled over a card scandal in 
his first year. He has b^n idling all this term, and he must look forward with 
dread to the examination.” 

“Then it is he whom you suspect?" 

"I daie not go so far as tliat. But, of the three, he is perhaps the least unhkely.” 

“Exactly. Now, Mr. Soames, let us have a look at your servant, Bannister." 

He was a little, white-faced, clean-shaven, grizzly-haired fellow of fifty. He was 
still suffering from this sudden disturbance of the quiet routine of his life. His 
plump face was twitching with his nervousness, and his fingen could not keep still. 

"We are investigating this unhappy business, Bannister,” said his master. 

“Yes, sir.” 

"I understand," said Holmes, "that you left your key in the door?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Was it not very extraordinary that you should do this on the very day when 
there were these papen mside?” 

"It was most unfortunate, sir. But I have occasionally done the same thing at 
other times.” . 

“When did you enter the room?” 

“It was about half-past four. That is Mr. Soames' tea time.” 

"How long did you stay?" 

“When I saw that he was absent, 1 withdrew at once.” 

“Did you look at these papen on the table?” 

“No, sir— certainly not.” 

“How came you to leave the key in the door?” 

“1 had the tea-tray in my hand. I thought 1 would come back for the key. Then 
1 forgot.” 

“Has the outer door a spring lock?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Then it was open all the time?" 

■T[’es, sit.” 

“Anyone in the room could get out?” 

“Yes, sit." 

“When Mr. Soames returned and called for you, you were very much disturbed?” 

“Yes, sir. Such a thing has never happened during the many years that I have 
been here. I nearly fainted, sir.” 

“So I understand. Where were you when you began to feel bad?” 

“Where was I, sir? Why, here, near the 4oor.” 

"That is singular, because you sat down in that chair over yonder near the 
comer. Why did you pass these other chairs?" 

“I don't Imow, sir, it didn't matter to me where I sat.” 

“I really don't think he knew much about it, Mr. Holmes. He was looking very 
bad— quite ghasdy.” 

“You stayed here when your master left?” 

“Only for a minute or so. Then I locked the door and went to my room.” 
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*Wlioin do you suspect?” 

I would not venture to say, sir« I don’t bdieve there is any geademan in 
this university who is capable of profiting by such an action. No, sir, I’ll not be- 
lieve it” 

”Thank you, that wxD do,” said Hofanes. ”Oh, one more word. You have not 
mentiofied to any of die tihree gentlemen whom you attend that anything is amiss?” 

”No, sir-not a word ” 

TTou haven’t seen any of them?” 

”No, sir ” 

”Very good. Now, Mi. Soames, we will take a walk in the quadrangle, if you 
please” 

Three yellow squares of light shone above us in the gathering gloom. 

”Your three birds are aU in their nests,” said Holmes, looking up. ""Halloa! 
What’s that? One of them seems restless enough.” 

It was the Indian, whose dark silhouette appeared suddenly upon his blind. He 
was pacing swiftly up and down his room. 

“I should like to have a peep at each of them,” said Holmes. “Is it possible?” 

“No difficulty in the world,” Soames answered. “This set of rooms is quite the 
oldest in the college, and it is pot unusual for visitors to go over them. Come 
along, and I will personally conduct you.” 

“No names, pleasel” said Holmes, as we knocked at Gilchrist’s door. A tall, 
flaxen^haired, slim young fellow opened it, and made us welcome when he under- 
stood our errand. There were some really curious pieces of mediaeval domestic 
architecture within. Holmes was so charmed with one of them that he insisted on 
drawing it in his notebook, broke his pencil, had to borrow one from our host, and 
finally borrowed a knife to sharpen his own. The same curious accident happened 
to him in the rooms of the Indian-a silent, little, hook-nosed fellow, who eyed us 
askance, and was obviously glad when Holmes’s architectural studies had come to 
an end. I could not see that in either case Holmes had come upon the clue for 
which he was searching. Only at the third did our visit prove abortive The outer 
door would not open to our knock, and nothing moie substantial than a tonent 
of bad language came from behind it. "I don't care who you are You can go to 
blazesl” roared the angry voice. “To-monow’s the exam, and I won’t be drawn 
by anyone.” 

“A rude fellow,” said our guide, flushing with anger as vve withdrew do'vn the 
stair. “Of course, he did not realize that it was I who was knocking, but none the 
less his conduct was ver^* uncourteous, and, indeed, under the circumstances rather 
suspicious.” 

Holmes's re.sponse was a cunous one. 

“Can you tell me his exact height?” he asked. 

“Really, Mr, Holmes, I cannot undertake to say. He is taller than the Indian, 
not so tall as Gilchrist. I suppose five foot six would be about it.” 

“That is very important,” said Holmes. “And now, Mr. Soames, I wish you 
good-night.” 

Our guide cried aloud in his astonishment and dismay. “Good gracious, Mr. 
Holmes, you are surely not going to leave me in this abrupt fashion! You don’t 
seem to realize the position. To-morrow is the examination. I must take some 
definite action to-night. I cannot allow the examination to be held if one of the 
papers has been tampered with. The situation must be faced.” 
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Tou must leave it as it is. I shall drop round early to-moitow morning and 
chat the matter over. It is possible that I may be in a position then to indicate 
some course of action. Meanwhile, you change nothing— nothing at all.” 

“Very good, Mr. Holmes.” 

”You can be perfectly easy in your mind. We shall certainly find some way out 
of your difficulties. I will take the black clay with me, also the pencil cuttings. 
Good-bye.” 

When we were out in the darkness of the quadrangle, we again looked up at 
the windows. The Indian still paced his room. The others were invisible. 

"Well, Watson, what do you think of it?” Holmes asked, as we came out into 
the main street. “Quite a little parlour game-sort of threeeard trick, is it not? 
There are your three men. It must be one of them. You take your choice. Which 
is yours?” 

“The foul-mouthed fellow at the top. He is the one with the worst record. And 
yet that Indian was a sly fellow also. Whv should he be pacing his room all the 
bme?” 

“There is nothing in that. Many men do it when they are trying to leam any- 
thing by heart.” 

“He looked at us in a queer way." 

“So would you, if a flock of strangers came in on you when you were preparing 
for an examination next day, and every moment was of vaIue>No, 1 see nothing in 
that. Pencils, too, and knives-all was satisfactory. But that fellow does puzzle me.” 

“Who?" 

“Why, Bannister, the servant. What’s his game in the matter?" 

“He impressed me as being a perfectly honest man." 

“So he did me. That’s the puzzling part. Why should a perfecfly honest man— — 
Well, well, here’s a large stationer’s. We shall begin our researches here.” 

There were only four stationers of any consequences in the town, and at each 
Holmes produced his pencil chips, and bid high for a duplicate. All were agreed 
that one could be ordered, but that it was not a usual sax of pencil, and that it 
was seldom kept m stock. My fnend did not appear to be depressed by his firilure, 
but shrugged his shoulders in half-humorous resignation. 

“No good, my dear Watson. Ihis, the best and only final clue, has run to nothing. 
But, indeed, I have little doubt that we can build up a sufficient case without it. 
By Jovel my dear fellow, it is nearly nine, and the landlady babbled of green peas 
at seven-thirty. What with your eternal tobacco, Watson, and your irregularity at 
meals, I expect that you will get notice to quit, and that I shall share your downfall 
—not, however, before we have solved the problem of the nervous tutor, the careless 
servant, and the three enterprising students.” 

Holmes made no further allusion to the matter that day, though he sat lost in 
thought for a long time after our belated dinner. At eight in the morning, he came 
into my room just as I finished my toilet. 

“Well, Watson,” said he, “it is time we went down to St. Luke’s. Can you do 
without breakfast?” 

“Certainly.” 

“Soames will be in a dreadful fidget until we are able to tdl him something 
positive.” 

“Have you anything positive to tell him?" 

“I think so." 
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*Yoa have formed a conclusion?” 

”Yei, my dear Watson, I have solved the mystery.” 

”But what fresh evidence could you have got?” 

”Ahal It is not for nothing that I have turned mysdf out of bed at the untimely 
hour of six. I have put in two hours' hard work and covered at least five mQes, 
with somediing to show for it. Look at that!” 

He hdd out his band. On the palm were three little pyramids of black, doughy 
day. 

“Why, Holmes, you had only two yesterday.” 

"And one more this morning. It is a fair argument that wherever No. 3 came 
from is also the source of Nos. 1 and a. Eh, Watson? Well, come along and put 
friend Soames out of his pain.” 

The unfortunate tutor was certainly in a state of pitiable agitation when we 
found him in his chambers. In a few hours the examination would commence, and 
he was still in the dilemma between making the focts public and allowing the 
culprit to compete for the valuable scholanhip. He could hardly stand still, so 
great was his mental agitation, and he ran towards Holmes with two eager hands 
outstretched. 

Thank heaven that you have cornel I feared that you had given it up in despair. 
What am I to do? Shall the examination proceed?” 

"Yes, let it proceed, by all means.” 

"But this rascal?” 

"He shall not compete.” 

"You know him?" 

“I think so. If this matter is not to become public, we roust give ounelves 
certain powers and resolve ourselves into a small private court'martial. You there, if 
you please, SoamesI Watson, you herel 111 take the armchair in the middle. I think 
that we are now sufficiendy imposing to strike terror into a guilty breast. Kindly 
ring the belli” 

Baimister entered, and shrank back in evident surprise and fear at our judicial 
appearance. 

Tou will kindly close the door,” said Holmes. "Now, Bannister, will you please 
tell us the truth about yesterday’s incident?” 

The man turned white to the roots of his hair. 

"I have told you everything, sir.” 

"Nothing to add?” 

"Nothing at all, sir.” 

"Well, then, I must make some suggestions to you. When you sat down on that 
chair yesterday, did you do so in order to conceal some object which would have 
shown who had been in the room?” 

Bannister's face was ghastly. 

“No, sir, certainly not." 

“It is only a suggestion,” said Holmes, suavely. "I frankly admit that I am unable 
to prove it. But it seems probable enough, since the moment that Mr. Soames’s 
back was turned, you released the man who was hiding in that bedroom.” 

Barmister licked his dry lips. 

“There was no man, sir.” 

“Ah, that's a pity, Bannister. Up to now you may have spoken the truth, but 
now I know that you have lied.” 
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The man's face set in sullen defiance. 

TTierc was no man, sir." 

Xome, come, Bannisterl" 

"No, sir, there was no one." 

"In that case, you can give us no further information. Would you please remain 
in the room? Stand over there near the bedroom door. Now, Soames, I am going 
to ask you to have the great kindness to go up to the room of young Gilchrist, 
and to ask him to step down into youis " 

An instant later the tutor returned, bringing with him the student. He was a 
fine figure of a man, tall, lithe, and agile, with a springy step and a pleasant, open 
face. His troubled blue eyes glanced at each of us, and finally rested with an 
expression of blank dismay upon Bannister in the farmer comer. 

"Just close the door," said Holmes. "Now, Mr. Gilchrist, we are all quite alone 
here, and no one need ever know one word of what passes between us. We can 
be perfectly frank with each other. We want to know, Mr. Gilchrist, how you, an 
honourable man, ever came to commit such an action as that of yesterday?” 

The unfortunate young man staggered back, and cast a look full of horror and 
reproach at Bannister. 

"No, no, Mr. Gilchrist, sir, I never said a word— never one word!" cried the 
servant, 

"No, but you have now," said Holmes. “Now, sir, you'^must sec that after 
Bannister’s words your position is hopeless, and that your only chance lies in a 
frank confession." 

For a moment Gilchrist, with upraised hand, tried to control his writhing fea- 
tures. The next he had thrown himself on his knees beside the table, and burying bis 
face in his hands, he had burst into a storm of passionate sobbing. 

“Come, come," said Holmes, kindly, "it is human to en, and at least no one 
can accuse you of being a callous criminal. Perhaps it would be easier for you if 
I were to tell Mr. Soames what occurred, and you can check me where I am wrong. 
Shall I do so? Well, well, don’t trouble to answer. Listen, and see that I do you 
no injustice. 

“From the moment, Mr. Soames, that you said to me that no one, not even 
Bannister, could have told that the papers were in your room, the case began to 
take a definite shape in my mind. T^e printer one could, of course, dismiss. He 
could examine the papen in his own office. The Indian I also thought nothing of. If 
the proofs were in a roll, he could not possibly know what they were. On the other 
hand, it seemed an unthinkable coincidence that a man should dare to enter the 
room, and that by chance on that very day the papers were on the table. I dismissed 
that. The man who entered knew that the papers were there. How did he know? 

“When I approached your room, I examined the window. You amused me by 
supposing that I was contemplating the possibility of someone having in broad 
daylight, under the eyes of all these opposite rooms, forced himself through it. 
Such an idea was absurd. I was measuring how tall a man would need to be in 
order to see, as he passed, what papers were on the central table. I am six feet 
high, and I could do it wiA an effort. No one less than that would have a chance. 
Already you see I had reason to think that, if one of your three students was a man 
of unusual height, he was the most worth watching of the three. 

“I entered, and I took you into my confidence as to the suggestions of the side 
table. Of the centre table I could make nothing, until in your description of 
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Gilchrist you mentioned that he was a long-distance jumper. Then the whole 
thing came to me in an instant and I only needed certain corzoboiative proofs, 
which I speedily obtained. 

**What happened was this: This young fellow had employed his afternoon at 
the athletic grounds, where he had practising the jump. He returned carrying 
his jumping-shoes^ which are provided, as you are aware, with several sharp spikes. 
As he passed your window he saw, by means of his great height, these proofs 
upon your table, and conjectured what they were. No harm would have been done 
had it not been that, as he passed your door, he perceived the key which had been 
left by the carelessness of your servant. A sudden impulse came over him to enter, 
and see if they were indeed the proofs. It was not a dangerous exploit, for he 
could always pretend that he had simply looked in to ask a question. 

*^ell, when he saw that they were indeed the proofs, it was then that he 
yielded to temptation. He put his shoes on the table. What was it you put on 
that chair near the window?" 

"Gloves," said the young man. 

Holmes looked triumphantly at Bannister. "He put his gloves on the chair, and 
he took the proofs, sheet by sheet, to copy them. He thought the tutor must 
return by the main gate, and that he would see him. As we know, he came back 
by the side gate. Suddenly he heard him at the very door. Tliere was no p(>ssible 
escape. He forgot his gloves, but he caught up his shoes and darted into the 
bedroom. You observe that the scratch on that table is slight at one side, but 
deepens in the direction of the bedroom door. That in itself is enough to show us 
that the shoe had been drawn m that direction, and that tlie culpnt had taken 
refuge there. The earth round the spike had been left on the table, and a second 
sample was loosened and fell in the bedroom. I may add that I walked out to 
the athletic grounds this morning, saw that tenacious black clay is used in the 
jumping-pit, and carried away a specimen of it. together with some of the fine 
tan or sawdust which is strewn over it to proent the athlete from slipping. Have 
I told the truth, Mr. Gilchrist?" 

The student had drawn himself erect. 

“Yes, sir, it is true," said he. 

"Good heavens! have you nothing to add?" cried Soames. 

"Yes, sir, I have, but the shock of this disgraceful exposure has bewildered me. 
I have a letter here, Mz. Soames, which I wrote to you early this morning m the 
middle of a restless night. It was before I knew that my sin had found me out. 
Here it is, sir. You will see that I have said, have determined not to go in for 
the examination. 1 have been ofiered a commission in the Rhodesian Police, and 1 
am going out to South Africa at once.’ " 

"I am indeed pleased to hear that you did not intend to profit by your unfair 
advantage," said Soames, "But why did you change your purpose?" 

Gilchrist pointed to Bannister. 

"There is the man who set me in the right path," said he. 

"Come now, Bannister," said Holmes. “It will be clear to you, from what I have 
said, that only you could have let this young man out, since you were left in the 
room, and must have locked the door when you went out. As to his escaping by 
that window, it was incredible. Can you not clear up the last point in this mystery, 
and tell us the reasons for your action?"' 

**lt was simple enough, sir, if you only bad known, but, with all your cleverness, 
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it was impossible that you could know. Time was, sir, when I was butier to old 
Sir Jabez Gilchrist, this young gentleman’s father. When he was ruined I came to 
the college as servant, but I never forgot my old employer because he was down 
in the world. I watched his son all I could for the sake of the old days. Well, sir, 
when I came into this room yesterday, when the alarm was given, the very first 
thing I saw was Mr. Gilchrist's tan gloves a-lying in that chair. I knew those §^oves 
well, and 1 understood their message. If Mr. Soames saw them, the game was up. 
I flopped down into that chair, and nothing would budge me until Mr. Soames went 
for you. Then out came my poor young master, whom I had dandled on my knee, 
and confessed it all to me. Wasn’t it natural, sir, that I should save him, and 
wasn’t it natural also that I should try to speak to him as his dead father would 
have done, and make him understand that he could not profit by such a deed? 
Could you blame me, sir?” 

“No, indeed,” said Holmes, heartily, springing to his feet. “Well, Soames, I 
think we have cleared your little problem up, and our breakfasts awaits us at 
home. Come, Watson! As to you, sir, I trust that a bright future awaits you in 
Rhodesia. For once you have fallen low. Lei us see, in tlie future, how high you 
can rise.” 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE GOLDEN PINCE-NEZ 

When I look at the three massive manuscript volumes which contain our work 
for the year 1894, I confess that it is very difficult for me, out of such a wealth 
of material, to select the cases which are most interesting in themselves, and at 
the same time most conducive to a display of those peculiar powers for which my 
friend was famous. As 1 turn over the pages, I see my notes upon the repulsive 
story of the reel leech and the terrible death of Crosby, the banker. Here also I 
fmd an account of the Addleton tragedy, and the singular contents of the ancient 
British banow. 'Die famous Smith-Mortimer succession case comes also within 
this penod, and so does the tracking and arrest of Huret, the Boulevard assassin— 
an exploit which won for Holmes an autograph letter of thanks from the French 
President and the Order of the Legion of Honour. Each of these would furnish a 
narrative, but on the whole I am of opinion that none of them unites so many 
singular points of interest as the episode of Yoxley Old Place, which includes 
not only the lamentable death of young Willoughby Smith, but also those subse- 
quent developments which threw so cunous a light upon the causes of the crime. 

It was a wild, tempestuous night, towards the close of November. Holmes and 
I sat together in silence all the evening, he engaged with a powerful lens deciphering 
the remains of the original inscription upon a palimpsest, I deep in a recent 
treatise upon surgery. Outside the wind howled down Baker Street, while the rain 
beat fiercely against the windows. It was strange there, in the very depths of the 
town, with ten miles of man’s handiwork on every side of us, to feel the iron 
grip of Nature, and to be conscious that to the huge elemental forces all London 
was no more than the molehills that dot the fields. I walked to tiie window, and 
looked out on the deserted street. The occasionBl lamps gleamed on the expanse 

447 



of madd^ md ind shining pavement A single cab was sidashing its wqr from 
the Oxfdid Street aid. 

*Wdl, Watson, it’s as wdl we have not to turn out to^iight” said Hofanes, 
laying adde his Ira and loUing up the palimpsest *rve done enoo^ for one 
sitting. It is trying work for the eyes. So far as I can make out it is nothing more 
exciting than an Abbey’s accounts dating from the second half of frie fifteenth 
century. Halloa! halloa! halloa! What’s this?” 

Amid the droning of the wind there had come the stamping of a horse’s hoofs, 
and die long grind of a whed as it rasped against the curb. The cab which I had 
seen had palled up at our door. 

’What can he wan^ I ejaculated, as a man stepped out of it. 

’Want? He wants us. And we, my poor Watson, want overcoats and cravats and 
goloshes, and every aid that man eva invented to fight the weatha. Wait a bit, 
though! There’s die cab off again! There’s hope yet. He’d have kept it if he had 
want^ us to come. Run down, my dear fellow, and open the door, for all virtuous 
folk have been long in bed.” 

When die light of the hall lamp fell upon our midnight visitor, I had no difficulty 
in recognizing him. It was young Stanley Hopkins, a promising detective, in whose 
carea Holmes had several times shown a very practical interest 

"Is he in?” he asked, eagerly. 

“Come up, my dear sir,” said Holmes's voice from above. T hope you have no 
designs upon us such a night as this.” 

The detective mounted the stairs, and our lamp gleamed upon his shining wata- 
proof. I helped him out of it, while Holmes knocked a blaze out of the logs in the 
grate. 

* 7 ^ow, my dear Hopkins, draw up ^nd warm your toes,” said he. "Here’s a cigar, 
and the doctor has a prescription containing hot water and a lemon, which is good 
medicine on a night like this. It mu^ be something important which has brought 
you out in such a pie.” 

"It is indeed, Mr. Holmes. I've had a bustling afternoon, I promise you. Did 
you see anything of the Yoxley case in the latest editions?” 

"I've seen nothing later than the fifteenth century to-day.” 

’WeD, it was only a paragraph, and all wrong at that, so you have not missed 
anything. I haven’t let the grass grow under my feet. It’s down in Kent, seven 
mila from Chatham and three from the railway line. I was wired for at 3:15, 
reached Yaxley Old Place at 5, conducted my investiption, was back at Charing 
Cross by the 1 ^ train, and straight to you by cab.” 

"Whuffi means, I suppose, that you are not quite clear about your case?” 

"It means that I can make neither head nor tail of it. So far as I can see, it is 
just as tangled a business as ever I handled, and yet at first it seemed so simple 
that one couldn’t go wrong. There’s no motive, Mr. Holmes. 'That’s what bothen 
me-I can’t put my hand on a motive. Here’s a man dead-there’s no denying 
that— but, 80 far as I can see, no reason on eardi why anyone should wish him hara.” 

Hdhna lit his cipr and leaned back in his chair. 

let us hear about it,” said he. 

’I’ve got my facts pretty dear,” said Stanley Hopkins. "All I want now is to 
know what diey all mean. The story, so far as I can make it out, is like this. Some 
years ago this country house, Yoxley Old Place, was taken by an elderly man, who 
pve the name of Professor Coram. He was an invalid, keeping his bed half the 
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time, and the otiwr half hobbling round the house witii a stidc or being pushed 
about the grounds by the gardener in a Bath chair. He was wdl liked by ^ few 
neighbours who caD^ upon him, and he has the reputation down there of being 
a very learned man. His household used to consist of an ddetly housdceeper, I^. 
Marker, and of a maid, Susan Tarlton. These have both been witii him 
his arrival, and they seem to be women of excellent character. The professor is 
writing a learned book, and be found it necessary, about a year ago^ to ««|pgw 
a secretary. The first two that he tried were not successes, but the third, Mr. 
Willoughby Smith, a very young man straight from tiie university, seems to have 
been just what his employer wanted. His work consisted in writing all the morning 
to the professor’s dictation, and he usually spent the evening in bunting up 
references and passages which bore upon the next day’s work. This Willougbby 
Smith has nothing against him, either as a boy at Uppin gham or as a young man 
at Cambridge. I have seen his testimonials, and from the first be was a decent, 
quiet, hard-working fellow, with no weak spot in him at all. And yet tiiis is the 
lad who has met his death this morning in the professor’s study under drcuni' 
stances which can point only to murder.” 

The wind howkti and screamed at the windows. Holmes and I drew closer to 
the fire, while the young inspector slowly and point by point developed his 
singular narrative. 

“If you were tu search all En^nd,” said he, “I don’t suppose yon could find a 
household more self-contained or freer from outside influences. Whole wedcs would 
pass, and not one of them go past the garden gate. The professor was buried in 
his work and existed for nothing else. Young Smith knew nobody in the nei^bonr- 
hood, and lived very much as his employer did. The two women had nothing to 
take them from the house. Mortimer, the gardener, who wheels the Bath chair, 
is an army pensioner— an old Crimean man of excellent character. He does not 
live in the house, but in a three-roomed cottage at the other end of the garden. 
Those are the only people that you would find within the grounds of Yoxley Old 
Place. At the same time, the gate of the garden is a hundred yards from the main 
London to Chatham road. It opens with a latch, and there is nothing to prevent 
anyone from walking in. 

"Now I will give you the evidence of Susan Tarlton, who is the only person who 
can say anything positive about the matter. It was in the forenoon, between deven 
and twelve. She was engaged at the moment in hanging some curtains in tiie 
upstairs front bedroom. Professor Coram was still in bed, for when the weather 
is bad he seldom rises before midday. The housekeeper was busied with some 
worit in the back of the house. Willoughby Smith had been in his bedroom, 
which he uses as a sitting-room, but the maid heard him at that moment pass 
along the passage and descend to the study immediately below her. She did not see 
him, but she says that she could not be mistaken in his quick, firm tread. She did 
not hear the study door close, but a minute or so later there was a dreadful cry in 
the room below. It was a wild, hoarse scream, so strange and unnatural that it 
might have come either from a man or a woman. At the same instant there was a 
heavy thud, which shook the old house, and then all was silence. The maid stood 
petrified for a moment, and then, recovering her courage, she ran downstain. The 
study door was shut and she opened it. Inside, young Mr. Willouj^iby Smith was 
stretched upon the floor. At fint she could see no injury, but as she tried to raise 
him she saw that blood was pouring fronq the underside (rf his neck. It was pierced 
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by a very small but very deep wound* which had divided the carotid artery. The 
instrument with which the injury had been inflicted lay upon the carpet beside him. 
It was one of those small sealing-wax knives to be found on old-fashioned writing- 
tables, with an ivory handle and a stiff blade. It was part of the fittings of the 
professor's own desk. 

"At first the maid thought that young Smith was already dead, but on pouring 
some water from the carafe over his forehead he opened his eyes for an instant. 
‘The professor/ he murmured— ‘it was she.’ The maid is prepared to swear that 
those were the exact words. He tried desperately to say something else, and he held 
his right hand up in the air. Then he fell back dead. 

"In the meantime the housekeeper had also arrived upon the scene, but she was 
just too late to catch the young man’s dying words. Leaving Susan with the body, 
she hurried to the professor’s room. He was sitting up in bed, horribly agitated, 
for he had heard enough to convince him that something terrible had occurred. 
Mrs. Marker is prepared to swear that the professor was still in his night-clothes, 
and indeed it was impossible for him to dress without the help of Mortimer, whose 
orders were to come at twelve o’clock. The professor declares that he heard the 
distant cry, but that he knows nothing more. He can give no explanation of the 
young man’s last words, ‘The professor—it was she,’ but imagines that they were 
the outcome of delirium. He believes that Willoughby Smith had not an enemy 
in the world, and can give no reason for the crime. His first action was to send 
Mortimer, the gardener, for the local police. A little later the chief constable sent 
for me. Nothing was moved before I got there, and strict orders were given that 
no one should walk upon the paths leading to the house. It was a splendid chance 
of putting your theories into practice, Mr. Sherlock Holmes. Tliere was really 
nothing wanting.” 

"Except Mr. Sherlock Holmes,” said my companion, with a somewhat bitter 
smile. "Well, let us hear about it. What sort of a job did you make of it?'" 

"I must ask you first, Mr. Holmes, to glance at this rough plan, which will 
give you a general idea of the position of the professor’s study and the vanous 
points of the case. It will help you in following my investigation.” 

He unfolded the rough chart, which I here reproduce, and he laid it across 



Holmes’s knee. I rose and, standing behind Holmes, studied it over his shoulder, 
"It is very rough, of course, and it only deals with the points which seem to me 
to be essential. All the rest you wiD see later for yourself. Now, first of all, pre- 
suming that the assassin entered the house, how did he or she come in? Undoubt- 
edly by the garden path and the back door, from which there is direct access to 
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the study. Any other way would have been exceedingly complicated. The escape 
must have also been made along that line, for of the two other exits from the room 
one was blocked by Susan as she ran downstairs and the other leads straight to the 
professor's bedroom. I therefore directed my attention at once to the garden 
path, which was saturated with recent rain, and would certainly show any foot- 
marks. 

''My examination showed me that 1 was dealing with a cautious and expert 
criminal. No footmarks were to be found on the path. There could be no question, 
however, that someone had passed along the grass border which lines the path, 
and that he bad done so in order to avoid leaving a track. I could not find anything 
in the nature of a distinct impression, but the grass was trodden down, and some- 
one had undoubtedly passed. It could only have been the murderer, since neither 
the gardener nor anyone else had been there that morning, and the rain had only 
begun during the night.” 

*'One moment,” said Holmes. "Where docs this patli lead to?” 

"To the road.” 

"How long is it?” 

"A hundred yards or so.” 

"At the point where the path passes through the gate, you could surely pick up 
the tracks?” 

"Unfortunately, the path was tiled at that point ” 

"Well, on the road itself?” 

"No, it was all trodden into mire,” 

"Tut-tut! Well, then, these tracks upon the grass, were they coming or going?” 

"It was impossible to say. There was never any outline.” 

"A large foot or a small?” 

"You could not distinguish.” 

Holmes gave an ejaculation of impatience. 

"It has been pouring rain and blowing a hurricane ever since,' said he. It will 
be harder to read now than that palimpsest. Well, well, it -an't be helped. What 
did you do, Hopkins, after you had made certain that yoT had made certain of 
nothing?” 

"I think I made certain of a good deal, Mr. Holmes. I icnew that someone had 
entered the house cautiously from without. I next examined the corridor. It is 
lined with cocoanut matting and had taken no impression of any kind. This brought 
me into the study itself. It is a scantily furnished room. The main article is a 
large writing-table with a fixed bureau. This bureau consists of a double column 
of drawers, with a central small cupboard between them. The drawers were open, 
the cupboard locked. The drawers, it seems, were always open, and nothing of 
value was kept in them. There were some papers of importance in the cupboard, 
but there were no signs that this had been tanipered with, and the professor assures 
me that nothing was missing. It is certain that no robbery has been committed. 

"I come now to the body of the young man. It was found near the bureau, and 
just to the left of it, as marked upon that chart. The stab was on the right side of 
the neck and from behind forward, so that it is almost impossible that it could have 
been self-inflicted.” 

"Unless he fell upon the knife,” said Holmes. 

"Exactly. The idea crossed my mind. But wc found the knife some feet away 
from the body, so that seems impossible. Then, of course, there arc the man’s own 
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dying words. And, finaQy, there was this very important piece of evidence which 
was found dasped in the dead man’s right hand.” 

Fiom his pocket Stanley Hopkins drew a small paper packet. He unfolded it 
and disclosed a golden pince-nez, with two broken ends of black silk cord dangling 
from the end of it. "Willoughby Smith had excellent sight,” he added. ‘There can 
be no question that rtiis was snatched from the face or the person of the assassin." 

Sheriodc Holmes took the glasses into his hand, and examined them with the 
utmost attention and interest. He held them on his nose, endeavoured to read 
through them, went to the window and stared up the street with them, looked 
at them most minutely in the full light of the lamp, and finally, with a chuckle, 
seated himself at the table and wrote a few lines upon a sheet of paper, which 
he tossed across to Stanley Hojdans. 

"That’s the best I can do for you,” said he. Tt may prove to be of some use.” 

The astonished detective read the note aloud. It ran as follows: 

"Wanted, a woman of good address, attired like a lady. She has a re- 
markably thick nose, with eyes which are set close upon either side of it. 
She has a puckered forehead a peering expression, and probably rounded 
shoulders. There are indications that she has had recourse to an optician at 
least twice during the last few months. As her glasses are of remarkable 
strength, and as opticians are not very numerous, there should be no diffi- 
culty in tracing her.” 

Holmes smiled at the astonishment of Hopkins, which must have been reflected 
upon my features. 

"Surely my deductions are simplicity itself,” said be. "It would be difficult to 
ruune any artides which afford a finer field for inference than a pair of glasses, 
especiaUy so remari:able a pair as these. That they belong to a woman I infer from 
their delicacy, and also, of course, from the last words of the dying man. As to her 
being a person of refinement and well dressed, they are, as you perceive, hand- 
somely mounted in solid gold, and it is inconceivable that anyone who wore such 
glasses could be slatternly in other respects. You will find that the clips are too 
wide for your nose, showing that the lady’s nose was very broad at the base. This 
sort of nose is usually a short and coarse one, but there is a sufficient number of 
exceptions to prevent me from being dogmatic or from insisting upon this point in 
my description. My own foce is a narrow one, and yet I find that I cannot get my 
eyes mto the centre, nor near the centre, of these glasses. Therefore, the lady’s 
eyes ate set very near to the sides of the nose. You will perceive, Watson, that 
the gbisses ate concave and of unusual strength. A lady whose vision has been so 
exttemdy contracted all her life is sure to have the physical characteristics of such 
vision, which ate seen in the forehead, the eyelids, and the shoulders.” 

"Yes,” I said, T can follow each of your arguments. I confess, however, that I 
am unable to understand how you arrive at the double visit to the optician.” 

Holmes took the glasses in his hand. 

"You will perceive^” he said, "toat the dips are lined with tiny bands of cork 
to soften the pressure upon the nose. One of these is discolour^ and worn to 
some slight extend but the other is new. Evidently one has fallen off and been re- 
placed. I should judge tibat the older of them has not been there more than a few 
mrmths. They esredy correspond, so I gather that the lady went back to the same 
establislunent for the second.” ’ 



'IBy Geoige, it's maivdloasl'’ cried Hopkins, in an ecstasy of admiiatkm. "To 
think that I had all that evidence in my hand and never knew itl I had intended, 
however, to go the round of the London optidans." 

“Of course you would. Meanwhile, have you anything more to teQ us about the 
case?” 

"Nothing, Mr. Holmes. I think that you know as much as I do now— probably 
more. We have had inquiries made as to any stranger seen on the country roads 
or at tire railway station. We have heard of none. What beats me is the utter want 
of all object in the crime. Not a ghost of a motive can anyone suggest” 

"Ah! there I am not in a position to help you. But I suppose you want us to 
come out to-morrow?” 

"If it is not asking too much, Mr. Holmes. There's a train from Charing Cross 
to Chatham at six in the morning, and we should be at Yoxley Old Flaoe between 
eight and nine.” 

'Then we shall take it Your case has certainly some features of great interest, 
and I shall be delighted to look into it. Wdl, it's nearly one, and we had best get 
a few houn' sleep. I daresay you can manage all right on the sofa in front of the 
fire. I’ll light my spirit lamp, and give you a cup of coffee before we start.” 

The gale had blown itself out next day, but it was a bitter morning when we 
started upon our journey. We saw the cold winter sun rise over the dreary marshes 
of the Thames and the long, sullen reaches of the river, which I shall ever associate 
with our punuit of the Andaman Islander in the earlier days of our career. Afta- 
a long and weary journey, we alighted at a small station some miles from Chaffiam. 
While a horse was being put into a trap at the local inn, we srutched a hurried 
breakfast, and so we were all ready for business when we at last arrived at Yoxley 
Old Place. A constable met us at the garden gate. 

"Well, Wilson, any news?” 

"No, sir— nothing." 

"No reports of any stranger seen?” 

"No, sir. Down at the station they are certain that no stranger either came or 
went yesterday.” 

"Have you had inquiries made at inns and lodgings?” 

"Yes, sir: there is no one that we cannot account for.” 

"Well, it’s only a reasonable walk to Chatham. Anyone might stay there or take 
a train without being observed. This is the garden path of which I spoke, Mr. 
Holmes. I’ll pledge my word there was no mark on it yesterday." 

"On which side were the marks on the grass?” 

"This side, sir. This narrow margin of grass between the path and the flower* 
bed. I can’t see the traces now, but they were clear to me then.” 

"Yes, yes: someone has passed along,” said Holmes, stooping over the grass 
border. "Our lady must have picked her steps carefully, must she not, since on 
the one side she would leave a track on the path, and on the other an even clearer 
one on the soft bed?” 

"Yes, sir, she must have been a cool hand.” 

I saw an intent look pass over Holmes’s free. 

"You say that she must have come back this way?” 

“Yes, sir, there is no other.” 

“On this strip of grass?” 

“Certainly, Mr. Holmes. 
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“Hum! It was a very temailcable performance-very remarkable. Well, I think 
we have exhausted the path. Let us go farther. This garden door is usually kept 
open, I suppose? Then this visitor had nothing to do but to walk in. The idea of 
murder was not in her mind, or she would have provided herself with some sort 
of weapon, instead of having to pick this knife off the writing-table. She advanced 
along i^is corridor, leaving no traces upon the cocoanut matting. Then she found 
herself in this study. How long was she there? We have no means of judging.” 

“Not mote than a few minutes, sit. I forgot to tell you that Mrs. Marker, the 
housekeeper, had been in there tidying not very long before-about a quarter of 
an hour, she says.” 

“Well, that gives us a limit. Our lady enters this room, and what does she do? 
She goes over to die writing-table. What for? Not for anything in the drawers. If 
there had been anydiing worth her taking, it would surely have been locked up. 
No, it was for something in that wooden bureau. Halloa! what is that scratch upon 
the foce of it? Just hold a match, Watson. Why did you not tell me of ^is, 
Hopkins?” 

The mark which he was examining began upon the brasswork on the right- 
hand side of the keyhole, and extended for about four inches, where it had 
scratched the varnish from the surface. 

“I noticed it, Mr. Holmes, but you’ll always find scratches round a keyhole.” 

“This is recent, quite recent. See how the brass shines where it is cut. An old 
scratch would be the same colour as the surface. Look at it through my lens. 
There's the varnish, too, like earth on each side of a funow. Is Mrs. Marker 
there?” 

A sad-faced, elderly woman came into the room. 

“Did you dust this bureau yesterday mflming?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Did you notice this scratch?” 

“No, sir, I did not.” 

“I am sure you did not, for a duster would have swept away these shreds of 
varaish. Who has the key of this bureau?” 

“The professor keeps it on his watch-chain.” 

“Is it a simple key?” 

“No, sir, it is a Chubb’s key.” 

"Very good. Mrs. Marker, you can go. Now we are making a little progress. 
Our lady enters the room, advances to the bureau, and either opens it or tries to 
do so. While she is thus engaged, young Willoughby Smith enten the room. In 
her hurry to withdraw the key, she makes this scratch upon the door. He seizes 
her, and she, snatching up the nearest object, which happens to be this knife, 
strikes at him in order to make him let go his hold. ’Fhe blow is a fatal one. He 
falls and she escapes, either with or without the object for which she has come. Is 
Susan, the maid, there? Could anyone have got away through that door after the 
time that you heard the cry, Susan?” 

“No, sir, it is impossible. Before I got down the stair. I’d have seen anyone in the 
passage. Besides, the door never opened, or I would have heard it.” 

“That setties this eaut. Then no doubt the lady went out the way she came. I 
understand that this other passage leads only to the professor’s room. There is no 
exit that way?” 

“No, sir.” 
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*'We shall go down it and make the acquaintance of the professor. Halloa, 
Hopkins! this is very important, very important indeed. The professor's corridor is 
also lined with cocoanut matting." 

"Well, sir, what of that?" 

“Don't you see any bearing upon the case? Well, well. I don't insist upon it. No 
doubt I am wrong. And yet it seems to me to be suggestive. Come with me and 
introduce me." 

We passed dov^m the passage, which was of the same length as that which led to 
the garden. At the end was a short flight of steps ending in a door. Our guide 
knocked, and then ushered us into the professor's bedroom. 

It was a very large chamber, lined with innumerable volumes, which had over* 
flowed from the shelves and lay in piles in the comers, or were stacked all round at 
the base of the cases. The bed was in the centre of the room, and in it, propped 
up with pillows, was the owner of the house. I have seldom seen a more remarkable- 
looking person. It was a gaunt, aquiline face which was turned towards us, with 
piercing dark eyes, which lurked in deep hollows under overhung and tufted brows. 
His hair and beard were white, save that the latter was curiously stained with yellow 
around his mouth. A cigarette glowed amid the tangle of white hair, and the air of 
the room was fetid with stale tobacco smoke. As he held out his hand to Holmes, I 
perceived that it was also stained with yellow nicotine. 

“A smoker, Mr. Holmes?" said he, speaking in well-choseti English, with a curi- 
ous little mincing accent “Pray take a cigarette. And you, sir? I can recommend 
them, for I have them especially prepared by lonides, of Alexandria. He sends me 
a thousand at a bme, and I grieve to say that I have to arrange for a fresh supply 
every fortnight. Bad, sir, very bad, but an old man has few pleasures. Tobacco 
and my work—that is all that is left to me.” 

Holmes had lit a cigarette and was shooting little darting glances all over the 
room, 

“Tobacco and my work, but now only tobacco,” the old man exclaimed. “Alas! 
what a fatal interruption! Who could have foreseen such a terrible catastrophe? 
So estimable a young man! I assure you that, after a few months' training, he 
was an admirable assistant. What do you think of the matter, Mr. Holmes?" 

“1 have not yet made up my mind." 

“I shall indeed be indebted to you if you can throw a light where all is so dark to 
us. To a poor bookworm and invalid like myself such a blow is paralyzing. I 
seem to have lost the faculty of thought. But you are a man of action— you are 
a man of affairs. It is part of the everyday routine of your life. You can preserve 
your balance in every emergency. We are fortunate, indeed, in having you at our 
side." 

Holmes was pacing up and down one side of the room whilst the old professor 
was talking. I observed that he was smolnng with extraordinary rapidity. It was 
evident that he shared our host's liking for the fresh Alexandrian cigarettes. 

“Yes, sir, it is a crushing blow," said the old man. "That is my magnum opus-- 
the pile of papers on the side table yonder. It is my analysis of the documents 
found in the Coptic monasteries of Syria and Egypt, a work which will cut deep 
at the very foundation of revealed religion. With my enfeebled health I do not 
know whether I shall ever be able to complete it, now that my assistant has been 
taken from me. Dear me! Mr. Holmes, why, you are even a quicker smoker than 
I am myself." 
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Holmes smiled. 

"*1 am a cannoisseur," said be, taking another cigarette from the box*his fourth 
«-and lighting it from the stub of that which he had finished. "'I will not trouble 
you with any lengthy cross-examination, Professor Coram, since I gather that you 
were in bed at the time of the crime, and could know nothing about it. I would 
only ask this: What do you imagine that this poor fellow meant by his last words: 
'The professor— it was she'?” 

The professor shook his head. 

"Susan is a country girl,” said he, "and you know the incredible stupidity of that 
class. I fancy that the poor fellow murmured some incoherent, delirious words, 
and that she twisted them into this meaningless message.” 

"I see. You have no explanation yourself of the tragedy?” 

*TossibIy an accident, possibly— 1 only breathe it among ourselves— a suicide. 
Young men have their hidden troubles— some affair of the heart, perhaps, which 
we have never known. It is a more probable supposition than murder.” 

"But the eyeglasses?” 

"Ah! I am only a student— a man of dreams. I cannot explain the practical 
things of life. But still, we are aware, my friend, that love-gages may take strange 
shapes. By all means take another cigarette. It is a pleasure to see anyone ap- 
preciate them so. A fan, a glove, glasses— who knows what article may be carried as 
a token or treasured when a man puts an end to bis life? This gentleman speaks 
of footsteps in the grass, but, after all, it is easy to be mistaken on such a point. 
As to the knife, it might well be thrown far from the unfortunate man as he fell. 
It is possible that I speak as a child, but to me it seems that Willoughby Smith has 
met his fate by his own hand.” 

Holmes seemed struck by the theory thus put forward, and he continued to walk 
up and down for some time, lost in thought and consuming cigarette after cigarette. 

"Tell me, Professor Coram,” he said, at last, “what is in that cupboard in the 
bureau?” 

“Nothing that would help a thief. Family papers, letters from my poor wife, 
diplomas of universities which have done me honour. Here is the key. You can 
look for yourself.” 

Holmes picked up the key, and looked at it for an instant, then he handed it 
back. 

'No, I hardly think that it would help me,” said he. “I should prefer to go 
quietly down to your garden, and turn the whole matter over in my head. There 
is something to be said for the theory of suicide which you have put forward. We 
must apologize for having intruded upon you. Professor Coram, and I promise 
that we won't disturb you until after lunch. At two o'clock we will come again, 
and report to you anything which may have happened in the interval.” 

Holmes was curiously distrait, and we walked up and down the garden path for 
some time in silence. 

“Have you a clue?” I asked, at last. 

"It depends upon those cigarettes that I smoked,” said he. “It is possible that 
I am utterly mistaken. The cigarettes will show me." 

"My dear Holmes,” I exclaimed, "how on earth — ” 

“Well, well, you may see for yourself. If not, there's no harm done. Of course, 
we always have the optician clue to fall back upon, but I take a short cut when I 
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can get it Ah, here is the good Mis. Maitel Let us enjoy five minutes of in' 
structive ccmveisation with her.” 

I may have remarked before that Holmes had, when he liked, a peculiarly in- 
gratiating way with women, and that he very readily established terms of con- 
fidence with than. In half the time which he had named, he had captured the 
housekeeper's goodwill and was chatting with her as if he had known her for 
years. 

*Tes, Mr. Holmes, it is as you say, sir. He does smoke something terrible. AD 
day and sometimes all night, sir. I’ve seen that room of a morning— well, sir, you'd 
have thought it was a London fog. Poor young Mr. Smith, he was a smokn also, 
but not as bad as the professor. His health— well, I don’t know diat it's better nor 
worse for the smoking.” 

“Ahl” said Holmes, "but it kills the appetite.” 

“Well, I don’t know about that, sir.” 

“I suppose the professor eats hardly anything?” 

“Well, he is variable. I’ll say that for him.” 

“I’ll wager he took no breakfast this morning, and won’t fitce his lunch after all 
the cigarettes I saw him consume.” 

“Well, you’re out there, sir, as it happens, for he ate a remarkable big breakfast 
this morning. I don’t know when I’ve known him make a better one, and he’s 
ordered a good dish of cutlets for his lunch. I’m surprised mysdf, for since I 
came into that room yesterday and saw young Mr. Smidi lying there on the floor, 
I couldn’t bear to look at foc^. Well, it takes all sorts to make a world, and the 
professor hasn’t let it take bis appetite away.” 

We loitered the morning away in the garden. Stanley Hopkiiu had gone down 
to the village to look into some rumours of a strange woman who had been seen 
by some children on the Chatham Road the previous morning. As to my friend, all 
his usual energy seemed to have deserted him. I had never known him handle a 
case in such a half-hearted foshion. Even the news brought back by Hopkins that 
he had found the children, and that they had undoubtedly seen a woman exacdy 
corresponding with Holmes's description, and wearing either spectades or eye- 
glasses, foiled to rouse any sign of keen interest. He was more attentive when 
Susan, who waited upon us at lunch, volunteered the information diat she be- 
lieved Mr. Smith had been out for a walk yesterday morning, and that he had only 
returned half an hour before die tragedy occuned. I could not myself see the 
bearing of this incident, but I clearly perceived that Holmes was weaving it into 
the general scheme which he had formed in his brain. Suddenly he sprang from 
his chair and glanced at his watch. “Two o’clock, gendemen,” said he. “We must 
go up and have it out with our friend, the professor.” 

'The old man had just finished his lunch, and certainly his empty dish bore 
evidence to the good appetite with which his housdceeper had credit^ him. He 
was, indeed, a weird figure as be turned his white mane and his glowing eyes 
towards us. The eternal cigarette smouldered in his mouth. He had been dres^ 
and was seated in an armchair by the fire. 

“WeD, Mr. Holmes, have yon solved diis mystery yet?” He shoved the large tin 
of cigarettes which stood on a table beside him towards my compankm, Hdmes 
stretched out his hand at the same moment, and between them Uiey tipped die 
box over the edge. For a minute or two we were all on out knees retrieving stray 
cigarettes from impossible places. When we rose again, I observed Holmes’s eyes 
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woe thjnin g and his cheeks tinged with colour. Only at a crisis have 1 seen those 
batdMignals flying. 

“Yes," said he, “I have solved it." 

Stanley Hopkins and 1 stared in amazement. Something like a sneer quivered 
over the gaunt teatures of the old professor. 

"Indeedl In the garden?” 

“No, here.” 

“Herd When?” 

“This instant.” 

“You are surely joking, Mr. Sherlock Holmes. You compel me to tell you that 
this is too serious a matter to be treated in such a fashion.” 

“I have forged and tested every link of my chain, Professor Coram, and 1 am 
sure that it is sound. What your motives are, or what exact part you play in this 
strange business, I am not yet able to say. In a few minutes 1 shall probably hear 
it from your own lips. Meanwhile I will reconstruct what is past for your benefit, 
so that you may know the information which I still require. 

“A lady yesterday entered your study. She came with the intention of possessing 
herself of certain documents which were in your bureau. She had a key of her own. 
I have had an opportunity of examining yours, and I do not find that slight dis- 
colouration which the scratch made upon the varnish would have produced. You 
were not an accessory, therefore, and she came, so far as 1 can read the evidence, 
without your knowledge to rob you.” 

The prrrfessoT blew a cloud from his lips. “This is most interesting and instruc- 
tive,” said he. “Have you no more to add? Surely, having traced this lady so far, you 
can also say what has become of her.” 

“I will endeavour to do so. In the first place she was seized by your secretary, 
and stabbed him in order to escape. This catastrophe I am inclined to regard as 
an unhappy accident, for I am convinced that the lady had no intention of in- 
flicting so grievous an injury. An assassin does not come unarmed. Homfied by 
what she had done, she rushed wildly away from the scene of the tragedy. Un- 
fortunately for her, she had lost her glasses in the scuffle, and as she was extremely 
shortsighted she was really helpless without them. She ran down a corndoi, which 
she imagined to be that by which she had come— both were lined with cocoanut mat- 
ting— and it was only when it was too late that she understood that she bad taken the 
wrong passage, and that her retreat was cut off behind her. What was she to do? She 
could not go back. She could not remain where she was. She must go on. She went 
on. She mounted a stair, pushed open a door, and found herself in your room ” 

The old man sat with his mouth open, staring wildly at Holmes. Amazement 
and fear were stamped upon his expressive features. Now, with an effort, he 
shrugged his shoulders and bunt into insincere laughter. 

“All very fine, Mr. Holmes,” said he. “But there is one little flaw in your splendid 
theory. I was myself in my room, and I never left it during the day.’’ 

“I am aware of that. Professor Coram.” 

“And you mean to say that 1 could lie upon that bed and not be aware that a 
woman had entered my room?” 

“I never said so. You were aware of it. You spoke with her. You recognized her. 
You aided her to escape.” 

Again the professor burst into high-keyed laughter. He had risen to his feet, 
and his eyes idowed like emben. 



*Yoa are madl” he cried. 'Tou are talking insanely. 1 helped her to escape? 
Where is she now?” 

“She is there*” said Holmes, and he pointed to a high bookcase in the C(»ner of 
the room. 

i saw the old man throw ap his arms, a terrible convulsion passed over his grim 
face, and he fell back in his chair. At the same instant the bookcase at which 
Holmes pointed swung round upon a hinge, and a woman rushed out into the 
room. “You are right!” she cned, in a strange foreign voice. "You are right! 1 am 
here.” 

She was brown with the dust and draped with the cobwebs which had come 
from the walls of her hiding-place. Her face, too, was streaked with grime, and at 
the best she could never have been handsome, for she had the exact physical 
characteristics which Holmes had divined, with, in addition, a long and obstinate 
chin. What with her natural blindness, and what with the change from dark to 
light, she stood as one dazed, blinking about her to see where and who we were. 
And yet, in spite of all these disadvantages, there was a certain nobility in die 
woman’s bearing— a gallantry in the defiant chin and in the upraised head, which 
compelled something of respect and admiration. 

Stanley Hopkins had laid his hand upon her arm and claimed her as his prisoner, 
but she waved him aside gently, and yet with an over-mastering dignity which 
compelled obedience. The old man lay back in his chair with a twitching ^ce, and 
stared at her with brooding eyes. % 

“Yes, sir, 1 am your prisoner,” she said. "From where I stood 1 could hear every- 
thing, and I know that you have learned the truth. I confess it all. It was I who 
killed the young man. But you are right— you who say it was an accident. I did not 
even know that it was a knife which I held in my hand, for in my despair 1 snatched 
anything from the table and stmck at him to make him let me go. It is (he truth 
that I tell.” 

“Madam,” said Holmes, “1 am sure that it is the truth. I fear that you are far 
from well.” 

She had turned a dreadful colour, the more ghastly under the dark dust-streaks 
upon her face. She seated herself on the side of the bed; then she resumed. 

"I have only a little time here,” she said, "but I would have you to know the 
whole truth. 1 am this man’s wife. He is not an Englishman. He is a Russian. His 
name I will not tell.” 

For the first time the old man stirred. "Cod bless you, Anna!” he cried. "God 
bless you!” 

She cast a look of the deepest disdain in his direction. "Why should you cling 
so hard to that wretched life of youn, Sergius?” said she. "It has done harm to 
many and good to none— not even to yourself. However, it is not for me to cause 
the frail thread to be snapped before God's time. 1 have enough already upon my 
soul since I crossed the threshold of this cursed house. But I must speak or I shall 
be too late. 

"1 have said, gentlemen, that I am this man’s wife. He was fifty and I a foolish 
girl of twenty when we married. It was in a city of Russia, a university— I will not 
name the place.” 

"God bless you, Anna!” murmured the old man again. 

"We were reformen- revolutionists— Nihilists, you undentand. He and I and 
many more. Then there came a time of trouble, a pdice officer was lolled, many 
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wm anested, evidence was wanted, and in order to save his own life and to earn 
a great reward, my hosband betray^ his own wife and his companions. Yes, we 
were an arrested tqxm his confessicm. Some of os found our way to the gallows, and 
some to Siberia. I was among these last, hut my term was not for life. My husband 
came to En^nd with his iU-gotten gains and has lived in quiet ever since, knowing 
wdl that if the Brotherhood knew where he was not a week would pass before 
justioe would be dmie." 

Hie old man reached out a trembling hand and hdped himself to a cigarette. “I 
am in your bands, Anna," said he. "You were always good to me." 

"I h^ not yet tdd you the height erf his villainy,” said she. "Among our com- 
rades of the O^er, there was one who was the friend of my heart. He was noble, 
i in s elS s h, lovirig-all that my husband was noL He hated violence. We were all 
guilty— if that is gnQt— but he was not. He wrote forever dissna ding us from such a 
course. These letters would have saved him. So would my diary, in which, from 
day to day, I had entered both my feelings towards him and the view which each 
of us had taken. My husband found and kept both diary and letters. He hid them, 
and he tried hard to swear away the young man’s life. In this he failed, but Alexis 
was sent a convict to Siberia, where now, at this moment, be works in a salt mine. 
Think of that, you villain, you villainl-now, now, at this very moment, Alexis, a 
man whose name you ate not worthy to speak, works and lives like a slave, and yet 
I have your life in my hands, and 1 let you go." 

"You were always a noble woman, Anna,” said the old man, puffing at his 
dgarette. 

She had risen, but she fell back again with a little cry of pain. 

"I must finish,” she said. "When my term was over I set myself to get the diary 
and letters which, if sent to the Russian government, would procure my friend’s 
release. I knew that my husband had come to England. After months of searching 
I discovered where he was. I knew that he still had the diary, for when I was in 
Siberia I had a letter from him once, reproaching me and quoting some passages 
from its pages. Yet I was sure that, with his revengeful nature, he would never give 
it to me of his own free-will. I must get it for myself. With this object I engaged 
an agent from a private detective firm, who entered my husband's house as a 
secretary-it was your second secretary, Sergius, the one who left you so hurriedly. 
He found that papers were kept in the cupboard, and he got an impression of the 
key. He would not go farther. He furnished me with a plan of the house, and he 
t(dd me But in the forenoon the study was always empty, as the secretary was 
employed op here. So at last I took my courage in both hands, and I came down to 
get the papers for mysdf. I succeeded; but at what a costi 

"I h^ just taken the pa^ and was loddng the cupboard, when the young 
man seiaed me. I had seen him already that morning. He had met me on Bie road, 
and I had as ke d him to tdl me where Professor Coram lived, not knowing that 
he was in his employ." 

"ExacByl ExacByl" said Holmes. "The secretary came back, and told his em- 
fdoyer of the woirun be had met. Then, in his last breath, he tried to send a mes- 
sage that it was she-tfae die whom he had just discussed wiBi him." 

"You must let me qieak," uid the woirun, in an imperative voice, and her face 
contracted as if in pain. "When he had fallen I rushed from the room, chose the 
wrong door, and found mysdf ip my husband’s room. He spoke of giving me up. 
I showed him that if he did so, his life was in my hands. If he gave me to Bie law, 
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I could give him to the Brotherhood. It was not that I wished to live for my own 
sake, but it was that I desired to accomplish my purpose. He knew that I would 
do what I said— that his own fate was involved in mine. For that reason, and for no 
other, he shielded me. He thrust me into that dark hiding-place— a relic of old 
days, known only to himself. He took his meals in his own room, and so was able 
to give me part of his food. It was agreed that when the police left the house I 
should slip away by night and come back no more. But in some way you have 
read our platis." She tore from the bosom of her dress a small packet 'These are 
my last words,” said she; ‘liere is the packet which will save Alexis. 1 confide it to 
your honour and to your love of justice. Take itl You will deliver it at the Russian 
Embassy. Now, I have done my duty, and — ” 

"Stop herl” cried Holmes. He had bounded across the room and had wrenched 
a small phial from her hand. 

"Too latel” she said, sinking back on the bed. "Too latel I took the pois<m be- 
fore I left my hiding-place. My head swimsi I am goingl I charge you, sir, to re- 
member the packet." 

"A simple case, and yet, in some ways, an instructive one,” Holmes remariced, as 
we travelled back to town. "It hinged from the outset upon the pince-nez. But 
for the fortunate chance of the dying man having seized these, I am not sore that 
we could ever have reached our solution. It was clear to me, from the strengtti 
of the glasses, that the wearer must have been very blind atid helpless when de- 
prived of them. When you asked me to believe that she walked along a narrow 
strip of grass without once making a false step, I remarked, as you may remember, 
that it was a noteworthy performance. In my mind I set it down as an impossible 
performance, save in the unlikely case that she had a second pair of glasses. I was 
forced, therefore, to consider seriously the hypothesis that she had remained within 
the house. On perceiving the similarity of the two corridors, it became dear that 
she might very easily have made such a mistake, and, in that case, it was evident 
that she must have entered the professor’s room. I was keenly on the alert, there- 
fore, for whatever would bear out this supposition, and I examined the room 
narrowly for anything in the shape of a hiding-place. The carpet seemed continuous 
and firmly nailed, so I dismissed the idea of a trapdoor. There might wdl be a re- 
cess behind the books. As you are aware, such devices are common in old libraries. 
I observed that books were piled on the floor at all other points, but that one 
bookcase was left clear. This, then, might be the door. I could see no marks to 
guide me, but the carpet was of a dun colour, which lends itsdf very wdl to 
examination. I therefore smoked a great number of those excdlent cigaretfles, and 
I dropped the ash all over the space in front of the suspected bodccase. It was a 
simple trick, but exceedingly effective. I then went downstairs, and I ascertained, 
in your presence, Watson, without your perceiving the drift of my remarks, that 
Professor Coram’s consumption of food lisd increased— as one would expect when 
he is supplying a second person. We then ascended to the room again, when, by 
upsetting tlie cigarette-lx^ I obtained a very excellent view of the floor, and was 
able to see quite clearly, from the traces upon the cigarette ash, diat the pthoner 
had in our absence come out from her retreat. Wdl, Hopkins, here we are at 
Charing Cross, and I congratulate you on having brought your case to a snooeatfnl 
condusion. You are going to headquarters, no doubt. I drink, Watson, you and I 
will drive together to the Russian Embassy.” 
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THE ADVENTURE OF THE MISSING THREE-QUARTER 

Wb wbrb fairly accustomed to receive v^rd tel^rams at Baker Street, but I have 
a particular recollection of one which reached us on a gloomy February morning, 
some seven or eight yean ago, and gave Mr. Sherlodc Holmes a puzzled quarter 
of an hour. It was addressed to him, and ran thus: 


Please await me. Terrible misfortune. Right wing three<iuarter missing, 
indispensable to-monow. 


Overton. 


‘Strand postmark, and dispatched ten thirty-six,” said Holmes, reading it over 
and over. ‘^r. Overton was evidently considerably excited when he sent it, and 
somewhat incoherent in consequence. Well, well, he will be here, 1 daresay, by the 
time I have lotted dirough the Timet, and then we shall know all about it. Even 
the most insignificant problem would be welcome in these stagnant days.” 

Things had indeed been very slow with us, and I had learned to dread such 
periods of inaction, for I knew by experience that my companion’s brain was so 
abnormally active that it was dangerous to leave it without material upon which 
to work. For yean I had gradually weaned him from that drug mania which had 
tiireatened once to check his remari:able career. Now I knew that under ordinary 
conditions he no longer craved for this artificial stimulus, but 1 was well aware 
that the fiend was not dead but sleeping,.and I have known that the sleep was 
a li^t one and the waking near when in periods of idleness I have seen the drawn 
look upon Holmes’s ascetic face, and. the brooding of his deep^ and inscrutable 
eyes. 'Therefore I blessed this Mr. Overton, whoever he might be, since he had 
come with his enigmatic message to break that dangerous calm which brought 
more peril to my friend than all the storms of his tempestuous life. 

As we had expected, the tel^ram was soon followed by its sender, and the card 
of Mr. Cyril Overton, Trinity College, Cambridge, announced the arrival of an 
enormous young man, sixteen stone of solid bone and muscle, who spanned the 
doorway with his broad shoulders, and looked from one of us to the other with a 
comely face which was haggard with anxiety. 

“Mr. Sherlock Holmes?” 

My companion bowed. 

“I've bem down to Scotland Yard, Mr. Holmes. I saw Inspector Stanley Hop- 
kins. He advised me to come to you. He said the case, so far as he could see, was 
more in your line than in that of the regular polme.” 

“Pray sit down and tell me what is the matter.” 

“It’s awful, Mr. Holmes-simply awfull I wonder my hair isn't gray. Godfrey 
Staunton-^you’ve heard of him, of course? He's simply the hinge that the whole 
team turns on. I’d rather spare two from the pack, and have Godfrey for my three- 
quarter line. Whether it’s passing, or tackling, or dribUing, there's no one to touch 
him, and then, he’s got the head, and can hold us all together. What am I to do? 
That’s what I ask you, Mr. Holmes. Hiere’s Momhouse, first reserve, but he is 
trained as a half, and he always edges right in on to the scrum instead of keeping 
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out on the toodiline. He’s a fine plaoe>ldck, it's tni^ but then he has no judgment, 
and he can’t qnint for nuts. Why, Morton ot Jobnscm, the Oxford fliers, could 
romp round him. Stevenson is fast enough, but he couldn't drop from the twenty- 
five line, and a three^uarter who can’t either punt or drop isn't worth a place fm 
pace alone. No, Mr. Holmes, we are done unless you can help me to find Godfrey 
Staunton.” 

My friend had listened with amused surprise to this long speech, which was 
poured forth with e x trao r dinary vigour and earnestness, every point being driven 
home by the slapping of a brawny hand upon the speaker's knee. When our visitor 
was silent Holmes stretched out his hand and took down letter "S” of his common- 
place book. For once he dog in vain into that mine of varied information. 

"There is Arthur H. Staunton, the rising young forger,” said he, "and there was 
Henry Staunton, whom I hdped to hang, but Godfrey Staunton is a new name to 
me.” 

It was our visitor's tom to look surprised. 

"Why, Mr. Holmes, I thought you knew things,” said he. "I suppose, then, if 
you have never heard of Godfrey Staunton, you don't know Cyril Overton either?” 

Holmes shook his head good humouredly. 

"Great ScottI” cried the athlete. "Why, I was fint reserve for England agairut 
Wales, and I’ve skippered the 'Varsity all this year. But that’s nothingl I didn’t 
think there was a soul in England who didn’t Imow Godfrey ^taunton, the crack 
three-quarter, Cambridge, Blackheath, and five Internationals. Good LordI Mr. 
Holmes, where have you lived?” 

Holmes laughed at the young giant’s naive astonishment. 

"You live in a different world to me, Mr. Overton— a sweeter and healthier one. 
My ramifications stretch out into many sections of society, but never, I am happy 
to say, into amateur sport, which is the best and soundest thing in England. How- 
ever, your unexpected visit this morning shows me that even in that wodd of fresh 
air and fair play, there may be work for me to do. So now, my good sir, 1 beg you 
to sit down and to tell me, slowly and quietly, exactly what it is that has occurred, 
and how you desire that I should help you.” 

Young Overton’s face assumed the bothered look of the man who is more accus- 
tomed to using his muscles than his wits, but by degrees, with many repetitions and 
obscurities which I nuy omit from his narrative, he laid his strange story before os. 

"It's this way, Mr. Holmes. As I have said, I am the skipper of the Rugger 
team of Cambridge 'Vanity, and Godfrey Staunton is my b^ man. To-morrow 
we play Oxford. Yesterday we all came op, and we settled at Bentley’s private 
hotel. At ten o’clock I went round and saw that all the fellows had gone to roost, 
for I believe in strict training and plenty of sleep to keep a team fit. I had a word 
or two with Godfrey before he turned in. He seemed to me to be pale and both- 
ered. I asked him what was the matter. He said he was all right— just a touch of 
headache. I bade him good-night and left him. Half an hour later, die porter tdls 
me that a rou^-looking man with a beard called with a note for Godfrey. He had 
not gone to bed, and the note was taken to his room. Godfrey read it, and fdl 
back in a chair as if he had been pole-axed. The porter was so scared that he was 
going to fetch me, but Godfrey stopped him, had a drink of water, and polled 
himself together. 'Ilien he went downstairs, said a im words to the man who was 
waiting in the hall, and the two of them went off together. The last that die porter 
nw of diem, they were almost running down the street in the direction of the 
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TUs Godfrey's looni wu empty, his bed bad never been slept 

in, his sbwy were all {ost as I had seen them the night before. He had gone 
off at a moment's notice with this stranger, and no word has come from him since. 

I don't believe he will ever come back. He was a sportsman, was Godfrey, down 
to his marrow, and he wouldn’t have stopped bis training and let in his skipper if 
it were not foe some cause that was too strong for him. No: I feel as if he were 
gone for good, and we should never see him again.” 

Sherlock Holmes listened with the deepest attention to this singular narrative. 

"What did yon do?” he asked. 

'1 wired to Cambridge to learn if anything had been heard of him there. I 
have had an aiuwer. No one has seen him.” 

‘Could he have got back to Cambridge?” 

*Tcs, diere is a late train-quarter-past deven.” 

“But, so far as you can ascertain, he did not take it?" 

*T4o, he has not been seen.” 

‘‘Wbt did you do next?" 

“I wired to Lord Mount-James.” 

"Why to Lord Mount-James?” 

"Godfrey is an orphan, and Lord Mount-James is his nearest relative— his uncle, 
I bdieve." 

"Indeed. This throws new light upon the matter. Lord Mount-James is one ot 
the richest men in England." 

"So I’ve beard Godfrey say.” 

"And your friend was closely related?” 

*Te3, he was bis heir, and the old boy is nearly eighty— cram full of gout, too. 
They say he could chalk his billiard-cue jvith his knuckles. He never allowed God- 
frey a shilling in his life, for he is an absolute miser, but it will all come to him 
right enough.” 

"Have you heard from Lord Mount-James?” 

“No.” 

"What motive could your friend have in going to Lord Mount-James?” 

"Well, something was worrying him the night before, and if it was to do with 
money it is possible that he would make for his nearest relative, who had so much 
of it, though from all I have heard he would not have much chance of getting 
it. Godfrey was not fond of the old man. He would not go if he could help it.” 

"Well, we can soon determine that. If your friend was going to his relative. Lord 
Mount-James, you have then to explain the visit of this tough-looking fellow at 
so late an hour, and the agitation that was caused by his coming." 

Cyril Overton pressed his hands to his head. "I can make nothing of it,” said he. 

"Well, well, I have a clear day, and I shall be happy to look into the matter,” 
said Holmes. "I should strongly recommend you to make your preparabons for youi 
match without reference to this young genUeman. It must, as you say, have been 
an overpowering necessity w^ich tore him away in such a fashion, and the same 
necessity is likely to hold him away. Let us step round together to the hotel, and 
see if the porter can throw any freA light upon the matter." 

Shedock Holmes was a past-master in the art of putting a humble witness at 
his ease, and very soon, in the privacy of Godfrey Staunton’s abandoned room, 
he had extracted aU that the^ porter had to tell. The visitor of the night before 
was not a gentleman, neither was he a workingman. He was simply what the porter 
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described as a "medium-looking chap," a man of fifty, beard graded, pale fecc, 
quietly dressed. He seemed himself to be agitated. The porter had observed his 
hand trembling when he had held out the note. Godfrey Staunton had crammed 
the note into his pocket. Staunton had not shaken hands with the man in the hall. 
They had exchanged a few sentences, of which the porter had only distinguished 
the one word time. Then they had hurried off in the manner described. It was 
just half-past ten by the hall clock. 

"Let me sec," said Holmes, seating himself on Staunton’s bed. "You are the day 
porter, are you not?" 

"Yes, sir, I go off duty at eleven." 

"The night porter saw nothing, I suppose?" 

"No, sir, one theatre party came in late. No one else." 

"Were you on duty all day yesterday?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Did you take any messages to Mr. Staunton?" 

“Yes, sir, one telegram." 

"Ah I that’s interesting. What o'clock was this?" 

"About six.” 

"Where was Mr. Staunton when he received it?" 

"Here in his room." 

"Were you present when he opened it?" 

"Yes, sir, I waited to sec if there was an answer." 

"Well, was there?" 

"Yes, sir, he wrote an answer." 

"Did you take it?” 

"No, he took it himself." 

"But he wrote it in your presence?” 

"Yes, sir. I was standing by the door, and he with his back turned to that table. 
When he had written it, he said: ‘All right, porter, I will take this myself.’" 

"What did he write it with?" 

"A pen, sir.” 

“Was the telegraphic form one of these on the table?" 

"Yes, sir, it was the top one.” 

Holmes rose. Taking the forms, he carried them over to the window and care- 
fully examined that which was uppermost. 

"It is a pity he did not write in pencil," said he, throwing them down again with 
a shrug of disappointment. "As you have no doubt frequently observed, Watson, 
the impression usually goes through— a fact which has dissolved many a happy mar- 
riage. However, I can find no trace here. I rejoice, however, to perceive that he 
wrote with a broad-pointed quill pen, and I can hardly doubt that we will find 
some impression upon this blotting-pad. Ah, yes, surely this is the very thing!” 

He tore off a strip of the blotting-paper and turned towards us the following 
hieroglyphic: 
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Cyril Overton was much excited. "Hold it to the glass!" he cried. 

"Tliat is unnecessary," said Holmes. "The paper is thin, and the reverse will 
give the message. Here it is.” He turned it over, and we read: 

"So that is the tail end of the telegram which Godfrey Staunton dispatched 
within a few hours of his disappearance. There are at least six words of the message 
which have escaped us; but what remains— 'Stand by us for God's sakel'— proves 
that this young man saw a formidable danger which approached him, and from 
which someone else could protect him. ‘Us/ mark you! Another person was in- 
volved. Who should it be but the pale-faced, bearded man, who seemed himself 
in so nervous a state? What, then, is the connection between Godfrey Staunton 
and the bearded man? And what is the third source from which each of them 
sought for help against pressing danger? Our inquiry has aheady narrowed down 
to that.” 

"We have only to find to whom that telegram is addressed/' I suggested. 

"Exactly, my dear Watson. Your reflection, though profound, had already crossed 
my mind. But I daresay it may have come to your notice that, if you walk into a 
postoffice and demand to see the counterfoil of another man's message, there may 
be some disinclination on the part of the officials to oblige you. There is so much 
red tape in tliese matters. However, \ have no doubt that with a little delicacy 
and finesse the end may be attained. Meanwhile, I should like in your presence, 
Mr. Overton, to go through these papers which have been left upon the table.” 

There were a number of letten, bills, and notebooks, which Holmes turned over 
and examined with quick, nervous fingers and darting, penetrating eyes. "Nothing 
here,” he said, at last. "By the way, 1 suppose your friend was a healthy young fel- 
low-nothing amiss with him?” 

"Sound as a bell,” 

"Have you ever known him ill?” 

"Not a day. He has been laid up with a hack, and once he slipped his knee-cap, 
but that was nothing.” 

"Perhaps he was not so strong as you suppose. I should think he may have had 
some secret trouble. With your assent, I will put one or two of these papers in 
my pocket, in case they should bear upon our future inquiry.” 

"One moment— one moment!” cried a querulous voice, and we looked up to find 
a queer little old man, jerking and twitching in the doorway. He was dressed in 
rusty black, with a very broad-brimmed top-hat and a loose white necktie— the whole 
effect being that of a very rustic parson or of an undertaker's mute. Yet, in spite 
of his shabby and even absurd appearance, his voice had a sharp crackle, and his 
manner a quick intensity which commanded attention. 

"Who are you, sir, and by what right do you touch this gentleman’s papers?” 
he asked. 

"I am a private detective, and I am endeavouring to explain his disappearance.” 

"Oh, you are, are you? And who instructed you, eh?” 
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*This gentleman, Mr. Staunton's friend, was referred to me by Scotland Yard." 

*Who arc you, sir?" 

"I am Cyril Overton." 

Then it is you who sent me a telegram. My name is Lord Mount*James. I 
came round as quickly as the Bayswater bus would bring me. So you have instructed 
a detective?" 

“Yes, sir." 

“And are you prepared to meet the cost?" 

“I have no doubt, sir, that my friend Godfrey, when we find him, will be pre- 
pared to do that." 

“But if he is never found, eh? Answer me thatl" 

“In that case, no doubt his family — " 

“Nothing of the sort, sirl" screamed the little man. “Don’t look to me for a 
penny— not a pennyl You understand that, Mr. Detectivel I am all the family that 
this young man has got, and 1 tell you that I am not responsible. If he has any ex- 
pectations it is due to the fact that I have never wasted money, and I do not propose 
to begin to do so now. As to those papers with which you are making so free, I 
may tell you that in case there should be anything of any value among them, you 
will be held strictly to account for what you do with them." 

“Very good, sir," said Sherlock Holmes. “May I ask, in the meanwhile, whether 
you have yourself any theory to account for this young man's nlisappearanoe?" 

“No, sir, I have not. He is big enough and old enough to look after himself, and 
if he is so foolish as to lose himself, I entirely refuse to accept the responsibility 
of hunting for him." 

“1 quite understand your position," said Holmes, with a mischievous twinkle in 
his eyes. “Perhaps you don't quite understand mine. Godfrey Staunton appears 
to have been a poor man. If he has been kidnapped, it could not have been for any- 
thing which he himself possesses, llie fame of your wealth has gone abroad. Lord 
Mount-James, and it is entirely possible that a gang of thieves have secured your 
nephew in order to gain from him some information as to your house, your habits, 
and your treasure." 

The face of our unpleasant little visitor turned as white as his neckcloth. 

“Heavens, sir, what an ideal I never thought of such villainyl What inhuman 
rogues there are in the worldl But Godfrey is a fine lad— a staunch lad. Nothing 
would induce him to give his old uncle away. I'll have the plate moved over to the 
bank this evening. In the meantime spare no pains, Mr. Detectivel I beg you to 
leave no stone unturned to bring him safely back. As to money, well, so far as a 
fiver or even a tenner goes you can always look to me.” 

Even in his chastened frame of mind, the noble miser could give us no informa- 
tion which could help us, for he knew little of the private life of his nephew. Our 
only clue lay in the truncated telegram, and with a copy of this in his hand Holmes 
set forth to find a second link for his chain. We had shaken off Lord Mount-James, 
and Overton had gone to consult with the other members of his team over the 
misfortune which had befallen them. 

There was a telegraph-office at a short distance from the hotel. We halted out- 
side it. 

“It's worth trying, Watson," said Holmes. “Of course, with a warrant we could 
demand to see the counterfoils, but we have not reached that stage yet. I don't 
suppose they remember faces in so busy, a place. Let us venture it." 
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"I am sorry to trouble you,^ said he, in his blandest manner, to the young 
woman behind the grating; "^tWe is some small mistake about a telegram I sent 
yesterday. I have had no answer, and I very much fear that I must have omitted 
to put my name at the end. Could you tell me if this was so7*' 

The young woman turned over a sheaf of counterfoils. 

"What o’clock was it?” she asked. 

"A little after six.” 

"Whom was it to?” 

Holmes put his finger to his lips and glanced at me. “The last words in it were 
‘for God’s sake/ ” he whispered, confidentially; "I am very anxious at getting no 
answer.” 

The young woman separated one of the forms. 

“This is it. There is no name,” said she, smoothing it out upon the counter. 

“Then that, of course, accounts for my getting no answer,” said Holmes. “Dear 
me, how very stupid of me, to be sure! Good-morning, miss, and many thanks for 
having relieved my mind.” He chuckled and rubbed his hands when we found our- 
selves in the street once more. 

“Well?” I asked. 

“We progress, my dear Watson, we progress. I had seven different schemes for 
getting a glimpse of that telegram, but I could hardly hope to succeed the very 
first time.” 

“And what have you gained?” 

“A starting-point for our investigation.” He hailed a cab. “King’s Cross Station,” 
said he. 

“We have a journey, then?” 

“Yes, I think we must run down to Cambridge together. All the indications seem 
to me to point in that direction.” 

“Tell me,” I asked, as we rattled up Gray’s Inn Road, “have you any suspicion 
yet as to the cause of the disappearance? I don’t think that among all our cases 
I have known one where the motives are more obscure. Surely you don’t really im- 
agine that he may be kidnapped in order to give information against his wealthy 
uncle?” 

“I confess, my dear Watson, that that does not appeal to me as a very probable 
explanation. It struck me, however, as being the one which was most likely to in- 
terest that exceedingly unpleasant old person.” 

“It certainly did that; but what are your alternatives?” 

“I could mention several. You must admit that it is curious and suggestive that 
this incident should occur on the eve of this important match, and should involve 
the only man whose presence seems essentia] to the success of the side. It may, 
of course, be a coincidence, but it is interesting. Amateur sport is free from bet- 
ting, but a good deal of outside betting goes on among the public, and it is possi- 
ble that it might be worth someone’s while to get at a player as the ruffians of the 
turf get at a race-horse. There is one explanation. A second very obvious one is 
that this young man really is the heir of a great property, however modest his 
means may at present be, and it is not impossible that a plot to hold him for ran- 
som might be concocted.” 

“These theories take no account of the telegram.” 

“Quite true, Watson. The telegram still remains the only solid thing with which 
we have to deal, and we must not permit our attention to wander away from it. 
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It is to gain light upon the puipose of this tdegram that we are now upon our way 
to Cambridge. The path of our investigation is at present obscure, but I shall be 
very much surprised if before evening we have not deared it up, or made a con' 
siderable advance along it” 

It was already daric when we reached the old university city. Holmes took a 
cab at the station and ordered the man to drive to the house of Dr. Leriie Arm- 
strong. A few minutes later, we had stopped at a large mansion on the busiest 
thoroughfare. We were shown in, and after a long wait were at last admitted into 
the consulting-room, where we found the doctor seated behind his table. 

It argues the degree in which I had lost touch with my profession that tire luune 
of Leslie Armstrong was unknown to me. Now I am aware that he is not only 
one of the heads of the medical school of the university, but a thinker of European 
reputation in more titan one branch of science. Yet even without knowing his bril- 
liant record one could not fail to be impressed by a mere glance at the man, tiie 
square, massive face, the brooding eyes under the thatched brows, and the granite 
moulding of the inflexible jaw. A man of deep character, a man with an alert mind, 
grim, ascetic, self-contained formidable— so I read Dr. Leslie Armstrong. He held 
my friend's card in his hand, and he looked up with no very pleased expression 
upon his dour features. 

“I have heard your name, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, and I am aware of your pro- 
fession-one of which I by no means approve." 

"In that, Doctor, you will find younelf in agreement with every criminal in the 
country," said my friend, quietly. 

“So far as your efforts are directed towards the suppression of crime, sir, they 
must have the support of every reasonable member of the community, though I 
cannot doubt that the official machinery is amply sufficient for the purpose. Where 
your calling is more open to criticism is when you pry into the secrets of private 
individuals, when you rake up family matten which are better hidden, and when 
you incidentally waste the time of men who are more busy than yourself. At the 
present moment, for example, I should be writing a treatise instead of conversing 
with you." 

"No doubt. Doctor; and yet the conversation may prove more important than 
the treatise. Incidentally, I may tell >^ju that we are doing the reverse of what you 
very justly blame, and that we are endeavouring to prevent anything like public 
exposure of private matters which must necessarily follow when once the case is 
fairly in the hands of the official police. You may look upon me simply as an ir- 
regular pioneer, who goes in front of the regular forces of the country. I have come 
to ask you about Mr. Godfrey Staunton.” 

"What about him?” 

"You know him, do you not?" 

"He is an intimate friertd of mine.” 

"You are aware that he has disappeared?” 

"Ah, indeedi” There was no change of expression in the rugged features of the 
doctor. 

"He left his hotel last night— he has not been heard of." 

"No doubt he will return.” 

"To-mottow is the 'Varsity football match." 

"I have no sympathy with these childi^ games. The young man's fate interests 
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me deeply, since I know him and like him. The football match does not come 
within my horizon at all." 

"I claim yoor sympathy, then, in my investigation of Mr. Staunton’s fate. Do 
you know where he is?" 

"Certainly not." 

"You have not seen him since yesterday?" 

"No, I have not." 

"Was Mr. Staunton a healthy man?" 

"Absolutely." 

"Did you ever know him ill?” 

“Never.” 

Holmes popped a sheet of paper before the doctor’s eyes. "Then perhaps you 
will explain this receipted biQ for thirteen guineas, paid by Mr. Godfrey Staunton 
last month to Dr. Leslie Armstrong, of Cambridge. I picked it out from among the 
papen upon his desk." 

The doctor flushed witii anger. 

"I do not feel that there is any reason why I should render an explanation to 
you, Mr. Holmes." 

Holmes replaced the bill in his notebook. "If you prefer a public explanation, 
it must come sooner or later.” said he. "I have already told you that 1 can hush 
up that which others will be bound to publish, and you would really be wiser to 
take me into your complete confidence.” 

"I know nothing about it.” 

"Did you hear from Mr. Staunton in London?" 

“Certainly not." 

"Dear me, dear me— the postoffice againl” Holmes sighed, wearily. A most ur- 
gent telegram was dispatched to you from London by Godfrey Staunton at six- 
fifteen yesterday evening— a telegram which is undoubtedly associated with his 
disappearance-and yet you have not had it. It is most culpable. I shall certainly 
go down to the office here and register a complaint." 

Dr. Leslie Armstrong sprang up from behind his desk, and his dark face was 
crimson with fury. 

"I’ll trouble you to walk out of my house, sir,” said he. "You can tell your em- 
ployer, Lord Mount'James, that I do not wish to have anything to do either with 
him or with his agents. No, sir— not another word!” He rang the bell furiously. 
"John, show these gentlemen outi" A pompous butler ushered us severely to the 
door, and we found ourselves in the street. Holmes burst out laughing. 

"Dr. Leslie Armstrong is certainly a man of energy and character," said he. "I 
have not seen a man who, if he turns his talents that way, was more calculated 
to fill the gap left by the fllustrious Moriarty. And now, my poor Watson, here 
we are, stranded and friendless in this inhospitable tovra, which we cannot leave 
without abandoning our case. This little inn just opposite Armstrong’s house is 
singularly adapted to our needs. If you would engage a front room and purchase 
the necessaries for the night, I may have time to make a few inquiries.” 

'These few inquiries proved, however, to be a more lengthy proceeding than 
Holmes had imagined, for he did not return to the inn until nearly nine o’clock. 
He was pale and dejected, stained with dust, and exhausted wiA hunger and 
fatigue. A cold supper was ready upon the table, and when his needs were satisfied 
and his pipe alight he was ready to take that Mf comic and wholly philoiophic 
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view which was natural to hun when his affairs were going awry. The sound of 
carriage wheels caused him to rise and glance out of the window. A brougham 
and pair of grays, under the glare of a gas-lamp, stood before the doctor's door. 

“It's been out three hours/’ said Holmes; “started at half-past six, and here it 
is back again. That gives a radius of ten or twelve miles, and he does it once, or 
sometimes twice, a day.” 

“No unusual thing for a doctor in practice.” 

“But Armstrong is not really a doctor in practice. He is a lecturer and a con- 
sultant, but he does not care for general practice, which distracts him from his 
literary work. Why, then, does he make these long journeys, which must be ex- 
ceedingly irksome to him, and who is it that he visits?" 

“His coachman — ” 

“My dear Watson, can you doubt that it was to him that I first applied? I do 
not know whether it came from his own innate depravity or from the promptings 
of his master, but he was rude enough to set a dog at me. Neither dog nor man 
liked the look of my stick, however, and the matter fell through. Relations were 
strained after that, and further inquiries out of the question. All that I have 
learned I got from a friendly native in the yard of our own inn. It was he who told 
me of the doctor’s habits and of his daily journey. At that instant to give point 
tc his words, the carriage came round to the door.” 

“Could you not follow it?” 

“Excellent, Wilson! You are scintillating this evening. Thi# idea did cross my 
mind. Tliere is, as you may have observed, a bicycle shop next to our inn. Into 
this I nishtd, engaged a bicycle, and was able to get started before the carriage 
was quite out of ragljt. I rapidly overtook it, and then, keeping at a discreet dis- 
of a liundred yards or so, I followed its lights until we were clear of the town. 

. had got well cut on the country road, when a somewhat mortifying incident 
occunreu The carnage stopped, the doctor alighted, walked swiftly back to where 
I had ah.o halted, and told me in an excellent sardonic fashion that he feared the 
road was narrow, and that he hoped his caniage did not impede the passage of 
my bkvcle. Nothing could ha\e been more admirable than his way of putting if. 
I a- once rode past the carnage, and i^-eping to the main road, I went on for a 
few miles, and then halted m a convenient place to see if the carriage passed. There 
was no sign of it, l.owever, and so d became evident that it had turned down one 
of several side roads whicli I had observed. I rode back, but again saw nothing of 
the carnage, and now, as you perceive, it has returned after me. Of course, I had 
at the outset no particular reason to connect thc-se journeys vrith the disappearance 
of Godfrey Staunton, and was only inclined to investigate them on the general 
grounds that everything which concerns Dr. Armstrong is at present of interest to 
us, but, now that I find he keeps so keen a look-out upon anyone who may follow 
him on these excursions, the affair appears more important, and 1 shall not be satis- 
fied until I have made the matter cleai .” 

“We can follow him to-morrow.” 

“Can we? It is not so easy as you seem to think. You are not familiar with 
CamDridgeshire scenery, are you? It does not lend itself to concealment. All this 
country that I passed over to-night is as flat and clean as the palm of your hand, 
and the man we are following is no fool, as he very clearly showed to-night. I have 
wired to Overton to let us know any fresh London developments at this address, 
and in the meantime we can only concentrate our attention upon Dr. Armstrong, 

471 



whose name the obliging yoang lady at the office allowed me to read upon the 
counterfoil of Staunton's urgent message. He knows where the young man is-to 
that ni swear, and if he knows, then it must be our own fault if we cannot manage 
to know also. At present it must be admitted that the odd trick is in his possession, 
and, as you are aware, Watson, it is not my habit to leave the game in that con- 
dirion.” 

And yet the next day brought us no nearer to the solution of the mystery. A 
note was handed in after breakfast, which Holmes passed across to me with a smile. 

Sir [it ran] : 

I can assure you that you are wasting your time in dogging my move- 
ments. I have, as you discovered last night, a window at the back of my 
brougham, and if you desire a twenty-mile nde which will lead you to the 
spot from which you started, you have only to follow me. Meanwhile, I can 
inform you that no spying upon me can in any way help Mr. Godfrey Staun- 
ton, and I am convinced that the best service you can do to that gentleman 
is to return at once to London and to report to your employer that you are 
unable to trace him. Your time in Cambridge will certainly be wasted. 

Yours faithfully, 

Leslie Armstrong. 

“An outspoken, honest antagonist is the doctor/' said Holmes. “Well, well, he 
excites my curiosity, and I must really know before I leave him." 

“His carriage is at his door now," said I. “There he is stepping into it I saw him 
glance up at our window as he did so. Suppose I try my luck upon the bicycle?" 

“No, no, my dear Watsonl With all respect for your natural acumen, I do not 
think that you are quite a match for the worthy doctor. I think that possibly I 
can attain our end by some independent explorations of my own. I am afraid that 
I must leave you to your own device^ as the appearance of two inquiring strangeis 
upon a sleepy countryside might excite more gossip than I care for. No doubt you 
will find some sights to amuse you in this venerable city, and 1 hope to bring back 
a more favourable report to you before evening." 

Once more, however, my friend was destined to be disappointed. He came back 
at night weary and unsuccessful. 

“I have had a blank day, Wateon. Having got the doctor's general direction, I 
spent the day in visiting all the villages upon that side of Cambridge, and com- 
paring notes with publicans and other local news agencies 1 have covered some 
ground. Chesterton, Histon, Waterbeach, and Oakington have each been explored, 
and have each proved disappointing. The daily appearance of a brougham and 
pair could hardly have been overlooked in such Sleepy Hollows. Tlie doctor has 
scored once more. Is there a telegram for me?" 

“Yes, I opened it. Here it is: 

“Ask for Pompey from Jeremy Dixon, Trinity College. 

I don't understand it." 

“Oh, it is clear enough. It is from our friend Overton, and is in answer to a 
question from me. I'll just send round a note to Mr. Jeremy Dixon, and then I 
have no doubt that our luck will turn. By the way, is there any news of the match?” 

“Yes, the local evening paper.has an excellent account in its last edition. Oxford 
won by a goal and two tries. The last sentences of fhe desenption say: 
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‘The defeat of the Light Blues may be entirely attributed to the unfortu- 
nate absence of the crack International, Godfrey Staunton, whose want was 
felt at every instant of the game. The lack of combination in the three- 
quarter line and their weakness both in attack and defence more than neu- 
tralized the efforts of a heavy and hard-working pack.” 

Then our friend Overton’s forebodings have been justified,” said Holmes. Tcr- 
sonally I am in agreement with Dr. Armstrong, and football does not come within 
my horizon. Early to bed to-night, Watson, for 1 foresee that to-morrow may be 
an eventful day.” 

I was horrified by my first glimpse of Holmes next morning, for he sat by the 
fire holding his tiny hypodermic syringe. I associated that instrument with the sin- 
gle weakness of his nature, and I feared the worst when I saw it glittering in his 
hand. He laughed at my expression of dismay and laid it upon the table. 

“No, no, my dear fellow, there is no cause for alarm. It is not upon this occasion 
the instrument of evil, but it will rather prove to be the key which will unlock 
our mystery. On this syringe 1 base all my hopes. I have just returned from a small 
scouting expedition, and everything is favourable. Eat a good breakfast, Watson, 
for I propose to get upon Dr. Armstrong’s trail to-day, and once on it I will not 
stop for rest or food until I run him to his burrow.” 

“In that case,” said I, “we had best carry our breakfast with 41s, for he is making 
an early start. His carriage is at the door." 

“Never mind. Let him go. He will be clever if he can drive where I cannot follow 
him. When you have finished, come downstairs with me, and I will introduce you 
to a detective who is a very eminent specialist in the work that lies before us.” 

When we descended I followed Holmes into the stable yard, where he opened 
the door of a loose-box and led out a squat, lop-eared, white-and-tan dog, some- 
thing between a beagle and a foxhound. 

"Let me introduce you to Pompey,” said he. “Pompey is the pride of the local 
draghounds— no very great flier, as his build will show, but a staunch hound on a 
scent. Well, Pompey, you may not be fost, but I expect you will be too fast for a 
couple of middle-aged London gentlemen, so I will take the liberty of fastening 
this leather leash to your collar. Now, boy, come along, and show what you can 
do.” He led him acroiss to the doctor’s door. The dog sniffed round for an instant, 
and then with a shrill whine of excitement started off down the street, tugging 
at his leash in his efforts to go faster. In half an hour, we were clear of the town 
and hastening down a country road. 

“What have you done. Holmes?" I asked. 

“A threadbare and venerable device, but useful upon occasion. I walked into 
the doctor’s yard this morning, and shot my syringe ^11 of aniseed over the hind 
wheel. A diaghound will follow aniseed fmm here to John 0’ Groat’s, and our 
friend, Armstrong, would have to drive through the Cam before be would shake 
Pompey off his trail. Oh, the cunning rascall This is how he gave me the slip the 
other night.” 

The dog had suddenly turned out of die main road into a grass-grown lane. Half 
a mile farther this opened into another broad road, and the trail turned hard to the 
right in the direction of the town, which we had just quitted. The road took a 
sweep to the south of the town, and continued in the opposite direction to that 
in which we started. 

4'J3 



TThis ditour has been entirely for our benefit* then?'’ said Holmes. TSTo wonder 
that my inquiries among those villagers led to nothing. The doctor has certainly 
played the game for all it is worth, and one would like to know the reason for 
such elaborate deception. This should be the village of Tnimpington to the right 
of us. And, by Jove! here is the brougham coming round the comer. Quick, Watson 
—quick, or we are done!” 

He sprang through a gate into a field, dragging the reluctant Pompey after him. 
We had hardly got under the shelter of the hedge when the carnage rattled past. 

I caught a glimpse of Dr. Armstrong within, his shoulders bowed, his head sunk 
on his hands, the very image of distress. I could tell by rny companion's graver 
face that he also had seen. 

"I fear there is some dark ending to our quest,” said he. “It cannot be long 
before we know it. Come, Pompey I Ah, it is the cottage in the field!” 

There could be no doubt that we had reached the end of our joume>\ Pompey 
ran about and whined eagerly outside the gate, where the marks of the brougham's 
wheels were still to be seen, A footpath led across to the lonely cottage. Holmes 
tied the dog to the hedge, and we hastened onward. My friend knocked at the little 
rustic door, and knocked again without response And yet the cottage was not de- 
serted, for a low sound came to our ears— a kind of drone of misery and despair 
which was indescnbal^ly melancholy. Holmes paused irresolute, and then he 
glanced back at the road which he had just traversed. A brougham was coming 
down It, and there could be no mistaking those gray horses 

“By Jove, the doctor is coming back!” cried Holmes. “That settles it. We arc 
bound to see what il means before he comes ” 

He opened the door, and we stepped into the hall, llie droning sound swelled 
louder upon our ears until it became one long, deep wail of distress. It came 
from upstairs. Holmes darted up, and I followed him. He pushed open a half* 
closed door, and we both stood appalled at the sight befoie us 

A woman, young and beautiful, was lying dead upon the bed. Her calm, pale 
face, with dim, wide-opened blue eyes, looked upward from amid a great tangle 
of golden hair. At the foot of the bed, half sitting, half kneeling, his face buried in 
the clothes, was a young man, w^hose frame was racked by his sobs So absorbed was 
he by his bitter grief, that he never looked up until Holmes's hand was on his 
shoulder. 

“Are you Mr. Godfrey Staunton?" 

“Yes, yes, I am—but you are too late. She is dead." 

The man was so dazed that he could not be made to understand that we were 
anything but doctors who had been sent to his assistance. Holmes was endeavouring 
to utter a few words of consolation and to explain the alarm which had been caused 
to his friends by his sudden disappearance when there was a step upon the stairs, 
and there was the heav 7 , stem, questioning face of Dr. Armstrong at the door. 

“So, gentlemen," said he, “you have attained your end and have certainly chosen 
a particularly delicate moment for your intrusion. 1 would not brawl in the presence 
of death, but I can assure you that if I were a younger man your monstrous con- 
duct would not pass with impunity." 

“Excuse me, Dr. Armstrong, I think we are a little at cross-purposes," said my 
friend, with dignity. “If you could step downstairs with us, we may each be able 
to give some light to the other upon this miserable affair.” 

A minute later, the grim doctor and ourselves were in the sitting-room below. 
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•Well, sir?" said he. 

**1 wish you to understand, in the first place, that I am not employed by Lord 
Mount-James, and that my sympathies in this matter are entirely againat that 
nobleman. \^i^en a man is lost it is my duty to ascertain his fate, bat having 
done so the matter ends so far as 1 am concerned, and so long as there is nothing 
criminal I am much more anxious to hush up private scandals than to give them 
publicity. If, as 1 imagine, there is no breach of the law in this matter, you can 
absolutely depend upon my discretion and my cooperation in keeping the bnCs 
out of the papers." 

Dr. Armstrong took a quick step forward and wrung Holmes by the hand. 

"You are a good fellow," said he. "I had misjudged you. I thank heaven that 
my compunction at leaving poor Staunton all alone in this plight caused me to 
turn my carriage back and so to make your acquaintance. Knowing as much as you 
do, the situation is very easfly explained. A year ago Godfrey Staunton lodged in 
London for a time and became passionately attached to his landlady's dau^ter, 
whom he married. She was as good as she was beautiful and as intelligent as she 
was good. No man need be ashamed of such a wife. But Godfrey was the heir to 
this crabbed old nobleman, and it was quite certain that the news of his marriage 
would have been the end of his inheritance. I knew the lad well, and 1 loved him 
for his many excellent qualities. I did all I could to help him to keep things straight. 
We did our very best to keep the thing from everyone, for,«when once such a 
whisper gets about, it is not long before everyone has heard it. Thanks to tibiis 
lonely cottage and his own discretion, Godfrey has up to now succeeded. Their 
secret was known to no one save to me and to one excellent servant, who has at 
present gone for assistance to Trumpington. But at last there came a terrible 
blow in the shape of dangerous illness to his wife. It was consumption of tiie most 
virulent kind. The poor boy was half crazed with grief, and yet he had to go to 
London to play this match, for he could not get out of it widiout expbnations 
which would expose his secret. I tried to cheer him up by wire, and he sent me 
one in reply, imploring me to do all I could. This was the telegram which you ap- 
pear in some inexplicable way to have seen. I did not tdl him how urgent the 
danger was, for I knew that he could do no good here, but I sent tiie truth to die 
girl’s father, and he very injudicioasly communicated it to Godfrey. The result was 
that he came straight away in a state bordering on frenzy, and has remained in the 
same state, kneeling at die end of her bed, until this morning death put an end to 
her sufferings. That is all, Mr. Holmes, and I am sure that I can rely upon your 
discretion and that of your friend.” 

Holmes grasped the doctor's hand. 

Xome, Watson,” said he, and we passed from that house of grief into the pole 
sunlight of the winter day. 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE ABBEY GRANGE 

It was on a bitterly cold night and frosty morning, towards die end of die winter 
of ' 97 , that 1 was awakened by a tugging at my shoulder. It was Hdhnes. The 
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caiMfie in hand shone upon his eager, stooping face, and told me at a g^bnoe 
that something was amiss. 

*^Come, Watson, cornel’' he cried. 'The game is afoot Not a wordi Into your 
dodies and cornel’' 

Ten minutes later we were both in a cab, and rattling through die silent streets 
on our way to Charing Cross Station. The first faint winter’s dawn was beginning 
to appear, and we could dimly see the occasional figure of an early workman as 
he passed us, blurred and indistinct in the opalescent London rede. Holmes nestled 
in silence into his heavy coat and I was glad to do die same, for the air was most 
bitter, and neither of os had brdken our fast. 

It was not until we had oonsomed some hot tea at the station and taken our 
fdaoes in die Kentish train that we were sufficiendy thawed, he to ^peak and I to 
listen. Holmes drew a note from his pocket and read aloud: 

‘Abbey Grange, Manbam, Kent 

‘3;30 A. M. 

‘My duab Mr. Holmes: 

I should be very glad of your immediate assistance in what promises to 
be a most remarlmble case. It is something quite in your line. Except for 
teasing the lady I wfll see (hat everything is kept exaedy as I have found 
it but I beg you not to lose an instant as it is difficult to leave Sir Eustace 
there. 

Tours faithfully, 

‘Stanley Hopeins. 

‘TIrqddns has called me in seven times, and on each occasion his summons has 
been entirely justified,” said Holmes. “I fancy that every one of his cases has 
found its way into your collection, and I m''.st admit Watson, that you have some 
power of sdection, which atones for much which I deplore in your narratives. 
Your fatal habit of looking at everything from the point of view of a story instead 
of as a scientific exercise has ruined what might have been an instructive and 
even classical series of demonstrations. You slur over work of the utmost finesse 
and delicacy, in order to dwell upon sensational details which may excite, but 
cannot possibly instruct, the reader.” 

*Why do you not write them yourself?” I said, with some bitterness. 

T will, my dear Watson, I will. At present I am, as you know, fairly busy, but 
I propose to devote my declining years to the composition of a textbook, which 
shall focus the whole art of detection into one volume. Our present research ap- 
pears to be a case of murder.” 

Tou think tiiis Sir Eustace is dead, then?” 

T should say so. Hopkins’s writing shows considerable agitation, and he is not 
an emotional man. Yes, I gather there has been violence, and that the body is left 
iot our inspection. A mere suicide would not have caused him to send for me. As 
to the release of the lady, it would appear that she has been locked in her room 
during the tragedy. We are moving in high life, Watson, crackling paper, ‘E. B.’ 
monogram, ooat-of-arms, picturesque address. I think that friend Hopkins will live 
up to his reputation, and that we shall have an interesting morning. The crime 
was committed before twdve last night.” 

‘How can you possibly tell?” 

'3y an inspection of the trains, and by reckoning the time. The local police 
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had to be called in, diey had to communicate widi Scotland Yaid, H<qddns had 
to go out, and he in turn had to send for me. All that makes a fair night's work. 
Well, here we are at Chiselhurst Station, and we shall soon set our doubts at rest." 

A drive of a couple of miles through narrow country lanes brought us to a park 
gate, which was opened for us by an old lodge-keeper, whose haggard face bore die 
reflection of some great disaster. The avenue ran through a noble park, between 
lines of ancient elms, and ended in a low, widespread house, pillared in faont 
after the fashion of Palladio. The central part was evidently of a great age and 
shrouded in ivy, but the large windows showed that modem changes had been 
earned out, and one wing of the house appeared to be entirely new. The youAful 
figure and alert, eager face of Inspector Stanley Hopkins confronted os in the open 
doorway. 

"I’m very glad you have come, Mr. Holmes. And you, too. Dr. Watson. But, 
indeed, if I bad my time over again, I should not have troubled you, for since the 
lady has come to herself, she has given so clear an account of the affair that there 
is not much left for us to do. You remember that Lewisham gang of burglars?” 

"What, the three Randalls?” 

"Exactly; the father and two sons. It’s their work. I have not a doubt of it. 
They did a job at Sydenham a fortnight ago and were seen and described. Rather 
cool to do another so soon and so near, but it is they, beyond all doubt. It's a 
hanging matter this time.” 

"Sir Eustace is dead, then?” 

"Yes, his head was knocked in with his own poker.” 

"Sir Eustace Brackenstall, the driver tdls me.” 

"Exactly— one of the richest men in Kent-Lady Brackenstall is in the morning- 
room. Poor lady, she has had a most dreadful experience. She seemed half dead 
when I saw her first. I think you had best see her and hear her account of the 
facts. Then we will examine the dining-room together.” 

Lady Brackenstall was no ordinary person. Sdldom have I seen so graceful a 
figure, so womanly a presence, and so beautiful a face. She was a blonde, golden- 
haired, blue-eyed, and would no doubt have had the perfect complexion which 
goes with such colouring, had not her recent experience left her drawn and haggard. 
Her suffenngs were physical as well as mental, for over one eye rose a hideous, 
plum-coloured swelling, which her maid, a tall, austere woman, was bathing as- 
siduously with vinegar and water. The lady lay back exhausted upon a couch, 
but her quick, observant gaze, as we entered the room, and the alert expression of 
her beautiful features, showed that neither her wits nor her courage had been 
shaken by her temble experience. She was enveloped in a loose dressing-gown of 
blue and silver, but a black sequin-covered dinner-dress lay upon the coucb beside 
her. 

"I have told you all that happened, Mr. Hkipkins,” she said, wearily. "Could you 
not repeat it for me? Well, if you think it necessary, 1 will tell these gentlemen 
what occurred. Have they been in the dining-room yet?” 

"I thought they had better hear your ladyship's story first.” 

"1 shall be glad when you can arrange matters. It is horrible to me to think of 
him still lying there.” She shuddered and buried her face in her hands. As she 
did so, the loose gown fell back from her forearms. Holmes uttered an eidatnation. 

"You have other injuries, madami What is Hiis?” Two vivid red spots stood out 
on one of the white, round limbs. She hastily covered it. 
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*It is woH iiwg- It has no connection with this hideous business to^i^t If you 
and your friend wiD sit down, I wiD tdl you all I can. 

*1 am tiie wife of Sir Eustace Biackenstall. I have been married about a year. I 
wp pf^- tibat it is no use my attempting to conceal that our marriage has not been 
a happy one. I fear that all our neighboun would tell you that, even if I were to 
attempt to deny it. Perhaps the fault may be partly mine. I was brought up in the 
freer, kn conventional atmosphere of South Australia, and tiiis English life, with 
its proprieties and its primness, is not congenial to me. But the main reason lies 
in the one fact, which is notorious to everyone, and that is that Sir Eustace was 
a eonttrmail drunkard. To be with such a man for an hour is unpleasant. Can 
you imagine what it means for a sensitive and high-spirited woman to be tied to 
him for day and night? It is a sacrilege, a crime, a villainy to hold that such a mar- 
riage is binding. I say that these monstrous laws of youn will bring a curse upon 
die land— God will not let such wickedness endure.” For an instant she sat up, her 
chedcs flushed, and her eyes blazing from under the terrible mark upon her brow. 
Then die strong, soothing hand of the austere maid drew her head down on to the 
cushion, and the wild anger died away into passionate sobbing. At last she 
continued: 

T win teU you about last night. You are aware, perhaps, that in this house aU 
die servanb deep in the modem wing. This central block is made up of the 
dwdling-rooms, with the kitchen behind and our bedroom above. My maid, The- 
resa, sleeps above my room. There is no one else, and no sound could alarm those 
who are in the farther wing. This must have been well known to the robbers, or 
they would not have acted as they did. 

'Sir Eustace retired about half-past ten. The servants had already gone to their 
quarters. Only my maid was up, and she had remained in her room at the top of 
die house untfl I needed her services. I sat until after eleven in this room, absorbed 
in a book. Then I walked round to see that all was nght before I went upstairs. 
It was my custom to do this myself, for, as I have explained. Sir Eustace was not 
always to be trusted. I went into the kitchen, the butler’s pantry, the gun-room, 
die billiard-room, the drawing-room, and finally the dining-room. As I approached 
the window, which is covered with thick curtains, I suddenly felt the wind blow 
upon my face and realized that it was open. I flung the curtain aside and found 
mysdf face to face with a broad-shouldered elderly man, who had just stepped into 
the room. The window is a long French one, which really forms a door leading to 
the lawn. I held my bedroom candle lit in my hand, and, by its light, behind the 
first man I saw two others, who were in the act of entering. I stepped back, but 
the fellow was on me in an instant. He caught me first by the wrist and then by 
the throat. I opened my mouth to scream, but he struck me a savage blow with 
his fiist over the eye, and felled me to the ground. 1 must have been unconscious 
for a few minutes, for when I came to myself, I found that they had tom down 
the bell-rope, and had secured me tightly to the oaken chair which stands at the 
head of the dining-table. 1 was so firmly bound that I could not move, and a 
handkerchief round my mouth prevented me from uttering a sound. It was at this 
instant that my unfortunate husband entered the room. He had evidently heard 
some suspicious sounds, and he came prepared for such a scene as he found. He 
was dressed in nightshirt and trousers, with his favourite blackthorn cudgd m 
his hand. He rushed at tiie bui^l^ss* l>*st another— it was an elderly man— stooped, 
picked the poker out of the grate and struck him a honible blow as he passed. He 
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feD with a groan and never moved again. I fiiinted once more, but again it could 
only have been for a veiy few minutes during which I was insensible. When I 
opened my eyes I found that tiiey had collected the silver from the sideboard, and 
they had drawn a bottle of wine which stood there. Each of them had a gl^ in 
his hand. I have already told you, have I not, that one was elderly, with a beard, 
and the others youngs hairless lads. They might have been a father with his two 
sons. They talked together in whispers, llien they came over and made sure that 
I was securely bound. Finally they withdrew, closing the window after them. It 
was quite a quarter of an hour before I got my mouth free. When I did so, my 
screams brought the maid to my assistance. The other servants were soon alarmed, 
and we sent for the local police, who instantly communicated with London. That 
is really all that I can tell you, gentlemen, and I trust that it will not be necessary 
for me to go over so painful a story again.'' 

'‘Any questions, Mr. Holmes?" asked Hopkins. 

“I will not impose any further tax upon Lady Brackenstall's patience and time," 
said Holmes. "Before I go into the dining-room, I should like to hear your ex- 
perience." He looked at the maid. 

*'1 saw the men before ever they came into the house," said she. "As I sat by 
my bedroom window I saw three men in the moonlight down by the lodge gate 
yonder, but I thought nothing of it at the time. It was more than an hour after that 
I heard my mistress scream, and down I ran, to find her, pobr lamb, just as she 
says, and him on the floor, with his blood and brains over the room. It was enough 
to drive a woman out of her wits, tied there, and her very dress spotted with him, 
but she never wanted courage, did Miss Mary Fraser of Adelaide and Lady Brack- 
enstall of Abbey Grange hasn't learned new ways. You've questioned her long 
enough, you gentlemen, and now she is coming to her own room, just with her old 
Theresa, to get the rest that she badly needs." 

With a motherly tenderness the gaunt woman put her arm round her mistress 
and led her from the room. 

"She has been with her all her life," said Hopkins. "Nursed her as a baby, and 
came with her to England when they first left Australia, eighteen months ago. 
Theresa Wright is her name, and the kind of maid you don't pick up nowadays. 
This way, Mr. Holmes, if you please!" 

The keen interest had passed out of Holmes's expressive face, and I knew that 
with the mystery all the charm of the case had departed. There still remained an 
anest to be effected, but what were these commonplace rogues that he should 
soil his hands with them? An abstruse and learned specialist who finds that he has 
been called in for a case of measles would experience something of the annoyance 
which I read in my friend's eyes. Yet the scene in the dining-room of the Abbey 
Grange was sufficiently strange to arrest his attention and to recall his waning 
interest. 

It was a very large and high chamber, with carved oak ceiling, oaken panelling, 
and a fine array of deer's heads and ancient weapons around the walls. At the 
further end from the door was the high French window of which we had heard. 
Three smaller windows on the right-hand side filled the apartment with cold winter 
sunshine. On the left was a large, deep fireplace, with a massive, overhanging 
oak mantelpiece. Beside the fireplace was a heavy oaken chair with arms and cross- 
bars at the bottom. In and out through the open woodwork was woven a crimson 
cord, which was secured at each side to, the crosspiece below. In releasing the 
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lady, die cord had been slipped off her, but the knots with which it had been 
secuied stfll remained. These details only struck our attention afterwards, for our 
thoughts were entirely absorbed by the terrible object which lay upon the tiger* 
skin hearthrug in front of the fire. 

It was the body of a tall, well-made man, about forty years of age. He lay upon 
his back, his face upturned, with his white teeth grinning through his short, black 
beard. His two clenched hands were raised above his head, and a heavy, blackthorn 
stick lay across them. His dark, handsome, aquiline features were convulsed into a 
spasm of vindictive hatred, which had set his dead face in a terribly fiendish ex- 
pression. He had evidently been in his bed when the alarm had broken out, for 
he wore a foppish, embroidered nightshirt, and his bare feet projected from his 
trousers. His head was horribly injured, and the Whole room bore witness to the 
savage ferocity of the blow which had struck him down. Beside him lay the heavy 
poker, bent into a curve by the concussion. Holmes examined both it and the in- 
describable wreck which it had wrought. 

“He must be a powerful man, this elder Randall,” he remarked. 

“Yes," said Hopkins. “I have some record of the fellow, and he is a rough 
customer.” 

'Tou should have no difficulty in getting him.” 

“Not the slightest. We have been on the look-out for him, and there was some 
idea that he had got away to America. Now that we know that the gang are here, I 
don’t see how they can escape. We have the news at every seaport already, and a 
reward will be offered before evening. What beats me is how they could have done 
so mad a thing, knowing that the lady could describe them and that we could 
not fail to recognize the description.” 

“Exactly. One would have expected that they would silence Lady Brackenstall 
as well.” 

“They may not have realized,” I suggested, “that she had recovered from her 
faint.” 

“That is likely enough. If she seemed to be senseless, they would not take her 
life. What about this poor fellow, Hopkins? I seem to have heard some queer 
stories about him.” 

“He was a good-hearted man when he was sober, but a perfect fiend when he 
was drunk, or rather when he was half drunk, for he seldom really went the whole 
way. The devil seemed to be in him at such times, and he was capable of anything. 
From what 1 hear, in spite of all his wealth and his title, he very nearly came our 
way once or twice. There was a scandal about his drenching a dog with petroleum 
and setting it on fire— her ladyship’s dog, to make the matter worse— and that was 
only hushed up with difficulty. Then he threw a decanter at that maid. Theresa 
Wright— there was trouble about that. On the whole, and between ourselves, it will 
be a brighter house without him. What are you looking at now?” 

Holmes was down on his knees, examining with great attention the knots upon 
rile red cord with which riie lady had been secured. Then he carefully scrutinized 
the broken and frayed end where it had snapped off when the burglar had dragged 
it down. 

"When this was pulled down, the bell in the kitchen must have rung loudly,” 
he remarked. 

“No one could hear it. The kitchen stands right at the back of the house.” 
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Dow did the burglar know no one would hear it? How dared he pull at a bdl* 
rope in that reckless fashion?" 

"Exactly, Mr. Holmes, exactly. You put the very question which I have asked 
myself again and again. There can be no doubt that this fellow must have known 
the house and its habits. He must have perfectly understood that the servants 
would all be in bed at that comparatively early hour, and that no one could 
possibly hear a bell ring in the kitchen. Therefore, he must have been in close 
league with one of the servants. Surely that is evident. But there are eight servants, 
and all of good character." 

"Other things being equal," said Holmes, "one would suspect the one at whose 
head the master threw a decanter. And yet that would involve treachery towards 
the mistress to whom this woman seems devoted. Well, well, the point is a minor 
one, and when you have Randall you will probably find no difficulty in securing his 
accomplice. The lady's story certainly seems to be corroborated, if it needed corrob- 
oration, by every detail which we see before us." He walked to the French window 
and threw it open. "There are no signs here, but the ground is iron hard, and one 
would not expect them. I see that these candles in the mantelpiece have been 
lighted." 

"Yes, it was by their light, and that of the lady’s bedroom candle, that the 
burglars saw their way about." 

"And whic did they take?" > 

"Well, they did not take much— only half a dozen articles of plate off the side- 
board. Lady Brackenstall thinks that they were themselves so disturbed by the 
death of Sir Eustace that they did not ransack the house, as they would otherwise 
have done." 

"No doubt that is true, and yet they drank some wine, I understand." 

"To steady their nerves." 

"Exactly. These three glasses upon the sideboard have been untouched, I 
suppose?” 

"Yes, and the bottle stands as they left it." 

"Let us look at it. Halloa, halloal What is this?" 

The three glasses were grouped together, all of them tinged with wine, and one 
of them containing some dregs of beeswing. The bottle stood near them, two- 
thirds full, and beside it lay a long, deeply stained cork. Its appearance and the 
dust upon the bottle showed that it was no common vintage which the murderen 
had enjoyed. 

A change had come over Holmes’s manner. He had lost his listless expression, 
and again I saw an alert light of interest in his keen, deep-set eyes. He raised the 
cork and examined it minutely. 

"How did they draw it?" he asked. 

Hopkins pointed to a half-opened drawer# In it lay some table linen and a large 
corkscrew. 

“Did Lady Brackenstall say that screw was used?" 

“No, you remember that she was senseless at the moment when the bottle was 
opened." 

“Quite $0. As a matter of fact, that screw was not used. This bottle was opened 
by a pocket screw, probably contained in a knife, and not more than an inch and 
a half long. If you will examine the top of the cork, you will observe that the 
screw was driven in three times before t^e cork was extracted. It has never been 
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ttansfixed. Tliii long screw would have transfixed it and drawn it up with a single 
pull. When you catch this fellow, you will find that he has one of these multiplex 
knives in his possession” 

”Excellentl” said Hopkins. 

”But these glasses do puzzle me, I confess. Lady Brackenstall actually tuw the 
three men drinking, did she not?” 

*Yes; she was clear about that.” 

”11160 there is an end of it. What more is to be said? And yet, you must admit, 
that the three glasses are very remarkable, Hopkins. What? You see nothing re- 
markable? Well, well, let it pass. Perhaps, when a man has special knowledge and 
special powen Ue my own, it rather encourages him to $e^ a complex explaiu- 
tion when a simpler one is at hand. Of course, ft must be a mere chance about 
the glasses. Wdl, good-morning, Hopkins. I don't see that I can be of any use to 
you, and you appear to have your case very clear. You will let me know when 
Rairdall is arrest^, and any further developments which may occur. I trust that 
I shall soon have to congratulate you upon a successful conclusion. Come, Watson, 
I fancy that we may employ ourselves more profitably at home.” 

During our return journey, I could see by Holmes’s face that he was much 
puzzled by something which he had observed. Every now and then, by an effort, 
he would throw off the impression, and talk as if the matter were clear, but then 
his doubts would settle down upon him again, and his knitted brows and abstracted 
eyes would show that his thoughts had gone back once more to the great dining- 
room of the Abbey Grange, in which this midnight tragedy had been enacted. At 
last, by a sudden impulse, just as our train was crawling out of a suburban station, 
he sprang on to the platform and pulled me out after him. 

“Excuse me, my dear fellow,” said he, as we watched the rear carriages of our 
train disappearing round a curve, “I am sorry to make you the victim of what may 
seem a mere whim, but on my life^- Watson, I simply can’t leave that case in this 
condition. Every instinct that I possess cries out against it. It's wrong— it's all 
wrong— I'll swear that it’s wrong. And yet the lady’s story was complete, the maid’s 
corroboration was sufficient, the detail was fairly exact. What have 1 to put up 
against that? Three wine-glasses, that is all. But if I had not taken things for 
granted, if I had examined everything with care which I should have shown had 
we approached the case de novo and had no cut-and-dried story to warp my mind, 
should I not then have found something more definite to go upon? Of course I 
should. Sit down on this bench, Watson, until a train for Chiselhurst arrives, and 
allow me to lay the evidence before you, imploring you in the first instance to 
dismiss from your mind the idea that anything which the maid or her mistress 
may have said must necessarily be true. The lady's charming personality must not 
be permitted to warp our judgment. 

“Surely there are details in her story which, if we looked at in cold blood, would 
excite our suspicion. 'These burglars made a considerable haul at Sydenham a 
fortnight ago. Some account of them and of their appearance was in the papers, 
and would luturally occur to anyone who wished to invent a story in which imag- 
inary robbers should play a part. As a matter of fact, burglars who have done a good 
stroke of business are, as a rule, only too glad to enjoy the proceeds in peace and 
quiet without embarking on another perilous undertaking. Again, it is unusual for 
bursars to operate at so eatly^ hour, it is unusual for burglars to strike a lady to 
prevent her screaming, since one would imagine that was the sure way to make her 
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scream, it is unusual for them to commit murder when their numbers are sufficient 
to overpower one man, it is unusual for them to be content with a limited plunder 
when there was much more within their reach, and finally, 1 should say, that it was 
very unusual for such men to leave a bottle half empty. How do all these unusuals 
strike you, Watson?” 

*'Their cumulative effect is certainly considerable, and yet each of them is quite 
possible in itself. The most unusual thing of all, as it seems to me, is that the lady 
should be tied to the chair,” 

‘"Well, I am not so clear about that, Watson, for it is evident that they must 
either kill her or else secure her in such a way that she could not give immediate 
notice of their escape. But at any rate I have shown, have 1 not, that there is a cer- 
tain element of improbability about the lady’s story? And now, on the top of this, 
comes the incident of the wineglasses.” 

*'What about the wineglasses?” 

you see them in your mind's eye?” 

“1 see them clearly.” 

“We are told that three men drank from them. Does that stnke you as likely?” 

“Why not? There was wine in each glass.” 

“Exactly, but there was beeswing only in one glass. You must have noticed 
that fact. What does that suggest to your mind?” 

“The last glass filled would be most likely to contain beeswing.” 

“Not at all. The bottle was full of it, and it is inconceivable that the first two 
glasses were clear and the third heavily charged with it. There are two possible 
explanations, and only two. One is that after the second glass was filled the bottle 
was violently agitated, and so the third glass received the beeswing. That does not 
appear probable. No, no, I am sure that I am right.” 

“What, then, do you suppose?” 

'That only two glasses were used, and that the dregs of both were poured into 
a third glass, so as to give the false impression tliat three people had been here. 
In that way all the beeswing would be in the last glass, wt ild it not? Yes, I am 
convinced that this is so. But if I have hit upon the true e planation of this one 
small phenomenon, then in an instant the case rises fror the commonplace to 
the exceedingly remarkable, for it can only mean that Lr Jy Brackenstall and her 
maid have deliberately lied to us, that not one word ot their story is to be be- 
lieved, that they have some very strong reason for covering the real criminal, and 
that we must construct our case for ourselves without any help from them. That is 
the mission which now lies before us, and here, Watson, is the Sydenham train." 

The household at the Abbey Grange were much surprised at our return, but 
Sherlock Holmes, finding that Stanley Hopkins had gone off to report to head- 
quarters, took possession of the dining-room, locked the door upon the inside, and 
devoted himself for two hours to one of thoae minute and laborious investigations 
which form the solid basis on which his brilliant edifices of deduction were reared. 
Seated in a corner like an interested student who observes the demonstration of his 
professor, I followed every step of that remarkable research. The window, the cur- 
tains, the carpet, the chair, the rope— each in turn was minutely examined and 
duly pondered, llie body of the unfortunate baronet had been removed, and all 
else remained as we had seen it in the morning. Finally, to my astonishment. 
Holmes climbed up on to the massive mantelpiece. Far above his head hung the 
few inches of red cord which were still attached to the wire. For a long time be 
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gazed npwiid at it end then in an attempt to get nearer to it he tested hu knee 
upon a wooden bracket (m die wall. This brought his hand within a few inches 
of the broken end of the nqie, but it was not this so much as the bracket itself 
which wemfd to engage his attoation. Finally, he sprang down with an ejaculation 
of satisfaction. 

"It's all right, Watson," said he. “We have got our case-one of the most re- 
markable in our collection. But, dear me, how slow-witted 1 have been, and how 
nearly I have committed the blunder of my lifetimel Now, 1 think that; with a 
few missing links, my chain is almost complete.” 

"You have got your men?" 

"Man, Watson, man. Only one, but a very formidable person. Strong as a lion 
—witness die blow diat bent that pokerl Six foot three in height, active as a squirrel, 
dexterous with his fingers, finally, remarkably quick-witted, for this whole ingen- 
ious story is of his concoction. Yes, Watson, we have come upon the handiwork 
of a very remarkable individual. And yet, in that bell-rope, he has given us a clue 
which should not have left us a doubt.” 

"Where was the due?” 

"Wdl, if you were to pull down a bdl-rope, Watson, where would you expect it 
to break? Surdy at the spot where it is attached to the wire. Why should it break 
three inches from the top, as this one has done?” 

"Because it is frayed diere?” 

"Exacdy. This end, which we can examine, is frayed. He was cunning enough to 
do that with his knife. But the other end is not frayed. You could not observe 
dut from here, but if you were on the mantelpiece you would see that it is cut 
clean off without any mark of fraying whatever. You can reconstruct what oc- 
curred. The man needed die rope. He would not tear it down for fear of giving 
the alarm by ringing the bdl. \\^at did he do? He sprang up on the mantelpiece, 
could not quite reach it, put bis kpee on the bracket— you will see the impression 
in the dust-and so got his knife to bear upon the cord. 1 could not reach the place 
by at least three inches— from which 1 infer that he is at least three inches a bigger 
man than I. Look at that mark upon the seat of the oaken chairl What is it?” 
"Blood." 

“Undoubtedly it is blood. This alone puts the lady’s story out of court. If she 
were seated on the chair when the crime was done, how comes that mark? No, no, 
she was placed in the chair after the death of her husband. I’ll wager that the black 
dress shows a corresponding mark to this. We have not yet met our Waterloo, 
Watson, but this is out Marengo, for it begins in defeat and ends in victory. I 
should like now to have a few words with the nurse, Theresa. We must be wary 
for a while; if we are to get the information which we want.” 

She was an interesting person, this stem Australian nurse-tacitum, suspicious, 
ungracious, it took some time before Holmes’s pleasant manner and frank accept- 
ance of all that she said thawed her into a corresponding amiability. She did not 
attempt to conceal her hatred for her late employer. 

“Yes, sir, it is true that he threw the decanter at me. I heard him call my mistress 
a name, and I told him that he would not dare to speak so if her brother had been 
tirete. *11160 it was dut he threw it at me. He might have thrown a dozen if he had 
but left my bonny bird alone. He was forever ill-treating her, and she too proud 
to comptain. She will not evfn tell me all that he has done to her. She never told 
me of those marks on her arm that you saw this morning, but I know very well 
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that they come from a stab with a hatpin. The sly devil-God foipve me that I 
should speak of him so» now that he is dead! But a devil he was, if ever one walked 
the earth. He was all honey when first we met him-only eighteen months ago, and 
we both feel as if it were eighteen years. She had only just arrived in London. Yes, 
it was her first voyage-she had never been from home before. He won her with his 
title and his money and his false London ways. If she made a mistake she has paid 
for it, if ever a woman did. What month did we meet him? Well, i tell you it was 
just after we arrived. We arrived in June, and it was July. They were mariied in 
January of last year. Yes, she is down in the morning-room again, and I have no 
doubt she will see you, but you must not ask too much of her, for she has gone 
through all that flesh and blood will stand.'" 

Lady Brackenstall was reclining on the same couch, but looked brighter than 
before. The maid had entered with us, and began once more to foment the bruise 
upon her mistress’s brow. 

**1 hope,” said the lady, ^that you have not come to cross-examine me again?” 

‘'No,” Holmes answered, in his gentlest voice, will not cause you any un- 
necessary trouble. Lady Brackenstall, and my whole desire is to make things easy 
for you, for 1 am convinced that you are a much-tried woman. If you will treat 
me as a friend and trust me, you may find that I will justify your trust.” 

"What do you want me to do?” 

“To tell me the truth.” 

"Mr. HolmesI” 

"No, no. Lady Brackenstall— it is no use. You may have heard of any little 
reputation which 1 possess. I will stake it all on the fact that your story is an 
absolute fabrication.” 

Mistress and maid were both staring at Holmes with pale faces and frightened 
eyes. 

"You are an impudent fellowl” cried Theresa. “Do you mean to say that my 
mistress has told a lie?’ 

Holmes rose from his chair. 

"Have you nothing to tell me?” 

"I have told you everything.” 

"Think once more, Lady Brackenstall. Would it not b . better to be frank?” 

For an instant there was hesitation in her beautiful f .ce. Then some new strong 
thought caused it to set like a mask. 

"I have cold you all I know.” 

Holmes took his hat and shrugged his shoulden. "1 am sorry,” he said, and 
without another word we left the room and the house. There was a pond in the 
park, and to this my friend led the way. It was frozen over, but a single hole was 
left for the convenience of a solitary swan. Holmes gazed at it, and then passed on 
to the lodge gate. There he scribbled a shoijt note for Stanley Hopkins, and left it 
with the lodge-keeper. 

"It may be a hit, or it may be a miss, but we are bound to do something for 
friend Hopkins, just to justify this second visit,” said he. "I will not quite take 
him into my confidence yet. 1 think our next scene of operabons must be the 
shipping office of the Adelaide-Southampton line, which stands at the end of Pall 
Mdl, if I remember right. There is a second line of steamers which connect South 
Australia with England, but we will draw the larger cover fint” 

Holmes's card sent in to the manager ensured instand attention, and he was 
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not long in acquiring all the information he needed. In June of only one of their 
line had reached a home port. It was the Rock of Gibraltar, their largest and best 
boat. A reference to the passenger list showed that Miss Fraser, of Adelaide, with 
her maid had made the voyage in her. The boat was now somewhere south of the 
Suez Canal on her way to Australia. Her officers were the same as in ’95, with one 
exception. The first officer, Mr. Jack Crocker, had been made a captain and was 
to take charge of their new ship, the Bass Rock, sailing in two days’ time from 
Southampton. He lived at Sydenham, but he was likely to be in that morning for 
instructions, if we cared to wait for him. 

No, Mr. Holmes had no desire to see him, but would be glad to know more 
about his record and character. 

His record was magnificent. There was not an officer in the fleet to touch him. 
As to his character, he was reliable on duty, but a wild, desperate fellow off the 
deck of his ship-hot-headed, excitable, but loyal, honest, and kind-hearted. That 
was the pith of the information with which Holmes left the office of the Adelaide- 
Southampton company. Thence he drove to Scotland Yard, but, instead of entering, 
he sat in his cab with his brows drawn down, lost in profound thought. Finally he 
drove round to the Charing Cross telegraph office, sent off a message, and then, at 
last, we made for Baker Street once more. 

'‘No, I couldn't do it, Watson," said he, as we reentered our room. "Once that 
warrant was made out, nothing on earth would save him. Once or twice in my 
career I feel that I have done more real harm by my discovery of the criminal than 
ever he had done by his crime. I have learned caution now, and I had rather play 
tricks with the law of England than with my own conscience. Let us know a little 
more before we act." 

Before evening, we had a visit from Inspector Stanley Hopkins. Things were not 
going very well with him. 

"I believe that you are a wizard; Mr. Holmes. I really do sometimes think that 
you have powers that are not human. Now, how on earth could you know that the 
stolen silver was at the bottom of that pond?” 

"I didn't know it." 

"But you told me to examine it.” 

"You got it, then?" 

"Yes, I got it." 

“I am very glad if I have helped you." 

"But you haven't helped me. You have made the affair far more difficult. What 
sort of burglars are they who steal silver and then throw it into the nearest pond?" 

"It was certainly rather eccentric behaviour. 1 was merely going on the idea that 
if the silver had been taken by persons who did not want it-who merely took it for a 
blind, as it were— then they would naturally be anxious to get rid of it." 

"But why should such an idea cross your mind?" 

"Well, I thought it was possible. When they came out through the French 
window, there was the pond with one tempting little hole in the ice, right in front 
of their noses. Could there be a better hiding-place?” 

"Ah, a hiding-place— that is better!" cried Stanley Hopkins. "Yes, yes, I see it 
all now! It was early, there were folk upon the roads, they were afraid of being seen 
with the silver, so they sank it in the pond, intending to return for it when the 
coast was clear. Excellent, Mt. Holmes— that is better than your idea of a blind." 

"Quite so, you have got an admirable theory. I have no doubt that my own ideas 
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were quite wild, but you must admit that they have ended in discovering the 
silver." 

""Yes, sir— yes. it was all your doing. But I have had a bad setback." 

“A setback?" 

“Yes, Mr. Holmes. The Randall gang were arrested in New York this morning.” 

"Dear me, HopkinsI lliat is certainly rather against your theory that they com- 
mitted a murder in Kent last night." 

“It is fatal, Mr. Holmes— absolutely fatal. Still, there are other gangs of three 
besides the Randalls, or it may be some new gang of which the police have never 
heard." 

"Quite so, it is perfectly possible. What, are you off?" 

“Yes, Mr. Holmes, there is no rest for me until I have got to the bottom of the 
business. I suppose you have no hint to give me?" 

“I have given you one." 

“Which?” 

“Well, I suggested a blind." 

"But why, Mr. Holmes, why?” 

“Ah, that's the question, of course. But I commend the idea to your mind. You 
might possibly find that there was something in it. You won't stop for dinner? 
Well, good-bye, and let us know how you get on." 

Dinner was over, and the table cleared before Holmes alluded to the matter 
again. He had lit his pipe and held his slippered feet to the cheerful blaze of the 
fire. Suddenly he looked at his watch. 

“I expect developments, Watson." 

“When?" 

“Now— within a few minutes. I dare say you thought I acted rather badly to 
Stanley Hopkins just now?” 

“I trust your judgment.” 

“A very sensible reply, Watson, You must look at it this way: what I know is 
unofficial, what he knows is official. I have the right to private judgment, but he 
has none. He must disclose all, or he is a traitor to his service. In a doubtful case 
I would not put him in so painful a position, and so I reserve my information 
until my own mind is clear upon the matter." 

“But when will that be?” 

“The time has come. You will now be present at the last scene of a remarkable 
little drama." 

There was a sound upon the stairs, and our door was opened to admit as fine a 
specimen of manhood as ever passed through it. He was a very tall young man, 
golden-moustached, blue-eyed, with a skin which had been burned by tropical suns, 
and a springy step, which showed that the huge frame was as active as it was strong* 
He clo^ the door behind him, and then he stood with clenched hands and heav- 
ing breast, choking down some overmastering emotion. 

“Sit down, Captain Crocker. You got my telegram?” 

Our visitor sank into an armchair and looked from one to the other of us with 
questioning eyes. 

“1 got your telegram, and I came at the hour you said. I heard that you had 
been down to the office. There was no getting away from you. Let's hear the wont. 
What are you going to do with me? Arrest me? Speak out, manl You can't sit there 
and play with me like a cat with a mouse.” 
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*Gtve him a dgar,” nid Hohnes. "Bite on that. Captain Crodcer, and don't let 
your nema nm away with yon. I diould not sit here smoking widi yon if I thon^t 
that yon were a common criminal, you may be snie of that. Be frank widi me and 
we may do some good. Flay tricks with me, and I'll crush you.” 

"Wtet do yon wish me to do?” 

"To give me a tme account of all that haiq)ened at the Abbey Grange last night 
-4 true account, mind you, with nothing added and nothing taken off. 1 know so 
much already diat if you go one inch off the straight. I'll blow this police whistle 
from my wiiidow and the affair goes out of my hands forever.” 

The aaQor thought for a little. Then he struck his leg widi his great sunburned 
hand. 

*TD chance it,” he cried. ”1 believe yon are a man of your word, and a white man, 
and I'll tell you the whole story. But one thing I will say first. So far as I am con- 
cerned, I regret nothing and I four nothing, and I would do it all again and be 
proud of the job. Damn the beast, if he had as many lives as a cat, he would owe 
diem all to met But it's the lady, Mary— Mary Fraser-for never will I call her by 
that accursed name. When I think of getting her into trouble, I who would give my 
life just to bring one smile to her dear face, it's diat that turns my soul into water. 
And yet-and yet— what less could I do? I'll tell you my story, gentlemen, and 
then I'D ask yoh, as man to man, what less could I do? 

"I must go back a bit. You seem to know everydiing, so I expect that you know 
that I met her when the was a passenger and I was fint officer of the Rock of 
Gibrdtar. From the first day I met her, she was the only woman to me. Every day 
of that voyage I loved her more, and many a time since have I kneeled down in the 
darkness of the night watch and kissed the deck of that ship because I knew her 
dear feet had trod it. She was never engaged to me. She treat^ me as fairly as ever 
a woman treated a man. I have no complaint to make. It was all love on my side, 
and aU good comradeship and friendship on hers. When we parted she was a free 
woman, but I could never again be a free man. 

"Next time I came back from sea, I heard of her marriage. Well, why shouldn’t 
she marry whom she liked? Title and money— who could carry them better than 
she? She was boro for all that is beautiful and dainty. 1 didn’t gneve over her 
marriage. I was not such a selfish hound as that. I just rejoiced that good luck had 
come her way, and that she had not thrown herself away on a penniless sailor. 
That’s how I loved Mary Fraser. 

"Well, I never thought to see her again, but last voyage I was promoted, and the 
new boat was not yet launched, so I had to wait for a couple of months with my 
people at Sydenham. One day out in a country lane I met Theresa Wright, her 
old maid, ^e told me aU about her, about him, about everything. 1 tell you, 
gendemen, it nearly drove me mad. This drunken hound, that he should dare to 
raise his hand to her, whose boots he was not worthy to licki I met Theresa again. 
Then I met Maty herself— and met her again. Then she would meet me no mote. 
But the other day I had a notice that I was to start on my voyage within a week, 
and I determined that I would see her once before I left. Theresa was always 
my friend, for she loved Mary and hated this villain almost as much as I did. 
From her I learned the ways of the house. Maty used to sit up reading in her own 
Dttle room downstain. I crept round there last night and scratched at the window. 
At first she would not open to iqe, but in her heart I know that now she loves me, 
and she could not leave me in the frosty night. She whispered to me to come 
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round to the big front window, and 1 found it open before me, so as to let me into 
the dining-room. Again I heard from her own lips things that made my blood bod, 
and again I cursed this brute who mishandled the woman I loved. Well, gende- 
men, I was standing with her just inside the window, in all innocence, as God is 
my judge, when he rushed like a madman into the room, called her the vilest 
name that a man could use to a woman, and welted her across the face with the 
stick he had in his hand. I had sprung for the poker, and it was a fair figjht be- 
tween us. See here, on my arm, where his first blow fell. Then it was my turn, 
and I went dirough him as if he had been a rotten pumpkin. Do you think I was 
sorry? Not II It was his life or mine, but fair more than that, it was his life or hers, 
for how could I leave her in the power of this madirun? That was how I killed him. 
Was I wrong? Well, then, what would either of you gentlemen have done, if you 
had been in my position?" 

“She had screamed when he struck her, and that brought old Theresa down from 
the room above. There was a bottle of wine on the sideboard, and I opened it and 
poured a little between Mary’s lips, for she was half dead with shock. Then I took 
a drop myself. Theresa was as cool as ice, and it was her plot as much as mine. We 
must make it appear that burglars had done the thing. Theresa kept on repeating 
our story to her mistress, while I swarmed up and cut the rope of the bell. Then I 
lashed her in her chair, and frayed out the end of the rope to make it look natural, 
else they would wonder how in the world a burglar could have got up there to cut it. 
Then I gathered up a few plates and pots of silver, to carry out the idea of the 
robbery, and there 1 left them, with orders to give the alarm when I had a quarter 
of an hour’s start. I dropped the silver into the pond, and made off for Sydenham, 
feeling that for once in my life I had done a real good night's work. And that's 
the truth and the whole truth, Mr. Holmes, if it costs me my neck.” 

Holmes smoked for some time in silence. Then he crossed the room, and diook 
our visitor by the hand. 

“That’s what I think,” said he. "I know that every word is true, for you have 
hardly said a word which I did not know. No one but an acrobat or a sailor could 
have got up to that bell-rope from the bracket, and no one but a sailor could have 
made the knots with which the cord was fastened to the chair. Only once had diis 
lady been brought into contact with sailors, and that was on her voyage, and it was 
someone of her own class of life, since she was trying hard to shield him, and so 
showing that she loved him. You see how easy it was for me to lay my hands upon 
you when once I had started upon the right trail." 

“1 thought the police never could have seen through our dodge.” 

“And the police haven't, nor will they, to the best of my belief. Now, look here. 
Captain Crocker, this is a very serious matter, though I am willing to admit that 
you acted under the most extreme provocation to which any man could be sub- 
jected. I am not sure that in defence of yoqr own life your action will not be |ao- 
nounced legitimate. However, that is for a British jury to decide. Meanwhile I have 
so much sympathy for you that, if you choose to disappear in the next twenty-four 
hours, I will promise you that no one will hinder you.” 

“And then it will all come out?" 

“Certainly it will come out.” 

The sailor flushed with anger. 

“What sort of proposal is that to make a man? I know enough of law to under- 
stand that Mary would be held as accomplice. Do you think I would leave her alone 
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to fKC tiie music while I slunk away? No, sir, let them do their worst upon me, 
but for heaven's sake, Mr. Holmes, Bad some way of keeping my poor Mary out of 
die courts.” 

Hrdmes for a second time held out his hand to the sailor. 

*I was only testing you, and you ring true every time. Well, it is a great re- 
sponsibility that i take upon mysdf, but I have given Hopkins an excellent hint, 
and if he can’t avaO hinmdf of it I can do no more. See here. Captain Crocker, 
we'll do this in due form of law. You are the prisoner. Watson, you are a British 
fury, and I never met a man who was more eminently htted to represent one. I am 
the judge. Now, gentleman of the jury, you have heard the evidence. Do you find 
the prisoner guilty or not guilty?” 

“Not guilty, my lord,” said I. 

”Vox poptdi, vox Dei. You are acquitted. Captain Crocker. So long as the law 
does not find some other victim you are safe from me. Come back to this lady in a 
year, and may her future and youn justify us in the judgment which we have 
pronounced this nightl” 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE SECOND STAIN 

I HAD intended ”The Adventure of the Abbey Grange” to be the last of those 
exploits of my friend, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, which 1 should ever communicate to 
the public. This resolution of mine was not due to any lack of material, since I have 
notes of many hundreds of cases to which I have never alluded, nor was it caused 
by any waning interest on the part of my readers in the singular personality and 
unique methods of this remarkable map. llie real reason lay in the reluctance which 
Mr. Holmes has shown to the continued publication of his experiences. So long as 
he was in actual professional practice the records of his successes were of some 
practical value to him, but since he has definitely retired from London and be- 
taken himself to study and bee-farming on the Sussex Downs, notonety has be- 
come hateful to him, and he has peremptorily requested that his wishes in this 
matter should be strictly observed. It was only upon my representing to him that 1 
had given a promise that ”The Adventure of the Second Stain" should be pub- 
lished when the times were ripe, and pointing out to him that it is only appropriate 
that this long series of epis^es should culminate in the most important inter- 
national case which he has ever been called upon to handle, that I at last succeeded 
in obtaining his consent that a carefully guarded account of the incident should 
at last be laid before the public. If in telling the story I seem to be somewhat vague 
in certain details, the public will readily understand that there is an excellent 
reason for my reticence. 

It was, then, in a year, and even in a decade, that shall be nameless, that upon 
one Tuesday morning in autumn we found two visiton of European fame wi^in 
the walls of our humble room in Baker Street. The one, austere, high-nosed, eagle- 
eyed, and dominant, was none other than the illustrious Lord Bellinger, twice 
Premier of Britain. The other, dark, clear-cut, and elegant, hardly yet of middle 
age, and endowed with every bequty of body and of mind, was the Right Honour- 
aUe Trelawney Hope, Sectary for European ASain, and the most rising states- 
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man in the cjountry. 'Fhey sat side by side upon our paper-littered settee, and it 
was easy to see from their worn and anxious faces that it was business of the most 
pressing importance which had brought them. The Premier's thin, blue-veined 
hands were clasped tightly over the ivory head of his umbrella, and his gaunt, 
ascetic face looked gloomily from Holmes to me. The European Secretary pulled 
nervously at his moustache and fidgeted with the seals of his watch-chain. 

‘'When I discovered my loss, Mr. Holmes, which was at eight o'clock this morn- 
ing, I at once informed the Prime Minister. It was at his suggestion that we 
have both come to you," 

“Have you informed the police?” 

“No, sir,” said the Prime Minister, with the quick, decisive manner for which 
he w^as famous. “We have not done so, nor is it possible that we should do so. 
To inform the police must, in the long run, mean to inform the public. This is 
what we particularly desire to avoid.” 

“And why, sir?” 

“Because the document in question is of such immense importance that its 
publication might very easily-I might almost say probably-lead to European com- 
pbcations of the utmost moment. It is not too much to say that peace or war may 
hang upon the issue. Unless its recovery can be attended with the utmost secrecy, 
then It may as well not be recovered at all, for all that is aimed at by those who 
have taken it is that its contents should be generally known*" 

“I understand. Now, Mr. Trdawney Hope. I should be much obliged if you 
would tell me exactly the circumstances under which this document disappeared." 

‘"I"hat can be done in a very few words, Mr. Holmes. The letter— for it was a 
letter from a foreign potentate- was received six days ago. It was of such importance 
that I have never left it in my safe, but I have taken it across each evening to my 
house in Whitehall Terrace, and kept it in my bedroom in a locked despatch-box. 
It was there last night. Of that I am certain. I actually opened the box while I was 
dressing for dinner and saw the document inside. Tliis morning it was gone. The 
despatch-box had stood beside the glass upon my dressing-table all night. 1 am a 
light sleeper, and so is my wife. We are both prepared to swear that no one could 
have entered the room during the niglit. And yet I repeat that the paper is gone.” 

“What time did you dine?” 

“Half-past seven.” 

“How long was it before you went to bed?” 

“My wife had gone to the theatre. I waited up for her. It was half-past eleven 
before we went to our room.” 

“Then for four hours the despatch-box had lain unguarded?” 

“No one is ever permitted to enter that room save the house-maid in the morning, 
and my valet, or my wife's maid, during the rest of the day. They are both trusty 
servants who have been with us for sof^e time. Besides, neither of them could 
possibly have known that there was anything more valuable than the ordinary 
departmental papers in my despatch-box.” 

“Who did know of the existence of that letter?” 

“No one in the house.” 

“Surely your wife knew?” 

“No, sir. 1 had said nothing to my wife until 1 missed the paper this morning.” 

The Premier nodded approvingly. 

“I have long known, sir, how high is your sense of public duty,” said he. “I am 
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convinced that in the case of a secret of this importance it would rise superior to 
the most intimate domestic ties.” 

The European Secretary bowed. 

**You do me no more than justice, sir. Until this morning I have never breathed 
one word to my wife upon this matter.” 

Xould she have guessed?” 

“No, Mr. Holmes, she could not have guessed-nor could anyone have guessed.” 

“Have you lost any documents before?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Who is there in England who did know of the existence of this letter?” 

“Each member of the Cabinet was informed of it yesterday, but the pledge of 
secrecy which attends every Cabinet meeting was incr^sed by the solemn warn- 
ing which was given by the Prime Minister. Good heavens, to think that within a 
few hours I should myself have lost iti” His handsome face was distorted with a 
spasm of despair, and his hands tore at his hair. For a moment we caught a glimpse 
of the natural man, impulsive, ardent, keenly sensitive. The next the aristocratic 
mask was replaced, and the gentle voice had returned. “Besides the members of 
the Cabinet there are two, or possibly three, departmental officials who know of 
the letter. No one else in England, Mr. Holmes, I assure you.” 

“But abroad?” 

“I believe that no one abroad has seen it save the man who wrote it. I am well 
convinced that his Ministers— that the usual official channels have not been em- 
ployed.” 

Holmes considered for some little time. 

“Now, sir, I must ask you more particularly what this document is, and why its 
disappearance should have such momentous consequences?” 

llie two statesmen exchanged a quick glance and the Premier's shaggy eyebrows 
gathered in a frown. 

“Mr. Holmes, the envelope is a long, thin one of pale blue colour. There is a seal 
of red wax stamped with a crouching lion. It is addressed in large, bold hand- 
writing to — ” 

“I fear, sir,” said Holmes, “that, interesting and indeed essential as these details 
are, my inquiries must go more to the root of things. What was the letter?” 

“That is a State secret of the utmost importance, and I fear that I cannot tell 
you, nor do I see that it is necessary. If by the aid of the powers which you are 
said to possess you can find such an envelope as I describe with its enclosure, you 
will have deserved well of your country, and earned any reward which it lies in our 
power to bestow.” 

Sherlock Holmes rose with a smile. 

“You are two of the most busy men in the country,” said he, “and in my own 
small way I have also a good many calls upon me. I regret exceedingly that I cannot 
help you in this matter, and any continuation of this interview would be a waste 
of time,” 

The Premier sprang to his feet with that quick, fierce ^eam of his deep-set 
eyes before which a Cabinet has cowered. “I am not accustomed, sir,” he began, 
but mastered his anger and resumed his seat. For a minute or more we all sat in 
silence. Then the old statesman shrugged his shoulders. 

“We must accept your terms, Mr. Holmes. No doubt you are right, and it is 
unreasonable for us to expect you to act unless we give you our entire confidence ” 
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‘'I agree with you,” said the younger statesman. 

“Then I will tell you, relying entirely upon your honour and that of your col- 
league, Dr. Watson. I may appeal to your patriotism also, for I could not imagine 
a greater misfortune for the country than that this affair should come out.” 

“You may safely trust us.” 

“The letter, then, is from a certain foreign potentate who has been ruffled by 
some recent Colonial developments of this country. It has been written hurriedly 
and upon his own responsibility entirely. Inquiries have shown that his Ministers 
know nothing of the matter. At the same time it is couched in so unfortunate a 
manner, and certain phrases in it are of so provocative a character, that its publi- 
cation would undoubtedly lead to a most dangerous state of feeling in this country. 
There would be such a ferment, sir, that 1 do not hesitate to say that within a week 
of the publication of that letter this country would be involved in a great war,” 

Holmes wrote a name upon a slip of paper and handed it to the Premier. 

“Exactly. It was he. And it is this letter— this letter which may well mean the 
expenditure of a thousand millions and the lives of a hundred thousand men- 
which has become lost in this unaccountable fashion.” 

“Have you informed the sender?” 

“Yes, sir, a cipher telegram has been despatched.” 

“Perhaps he desires the publication of the letter ” 

“No, sir, we have strong reason to believe that he already understands that he has 
acted m an indiscreet and hot-headed manner. It w'ould be a greater blow to him 
and to his country than to us if this letter were to come out.” 

“If this IS so, whose interest is it that the letter should come out? Why should 
anyone desire to steal it oi to publish it?” 

“There, Mr. Holmes, you take me into regions of high international politics. 
But if you consider the European situation you will have no difficulty in perceiving 
the motive. The whole of Europe is an armed camp. TTiere is a double league which 
makes a fair b«ilance of military power. Great Britain holds the scales. If Britain 
were driven into war with one Cimfederacy, it would assure the supremacy of the 
other confcdciacy, whether they joined in the war or not. Do you follow?” 

'Very clearly. It is then the interest of the enemies of this potentate to secure 
and publish this letter, so as to make a breach between liis country and ours?” 

* Ye.s, sir.” 

“And to whom would this document be sent if it fell into the hands of an 
enemy?” 

‘To any of the great Chancelleries of Europe. It is probably speeding on its 
way thither at the present instant as fast as steam can take it.” 

Mr. Trelawney Hope dropped his head on his chest and groaned aloud. The 
Premier placed his hand kindly upon his shoulder. 

“It is your misfortune, my dear fellow. No one can blame you. There is no 
precaution which you have neglected. Now, Mr. Holmes, you are in full possession 
of the facts. What course do you recommend?” 

Holmes shook his head mournfully. 

“You think, sir, that unless this document is recovered there will be war?” 

“I think it is very probable.” 

“Then, sir, prepare for war.” 

“That is a hard saying, Mr. Holmes.” 

“Consider the facts, sir. It is inconceivable that it was taken after eleven-thirty 
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at ni^t, lince I understand that Mr. Hope and his wife were both in the room 
from that hour until the Ion was found out. It was taken, then, yesterday evening 
between seven'thirty and deven>tiiirty, probably near the earlier hour, since who- 
ever took it evidently knew that it was there and would naturally secure it as early 
as possible. Now, sir, if a document of this importance were taken at that hour, 
where can it be now? No one hat any reason to retain it. It has been passed rapidly 
on to those who need it. What dumce have we now to overtake or even to trace 
it? It is beyond our teach.” 

The Prime Minister rose from the settee. 

‘What you say is perfectiy logical, Mr. Holmes. I feel that the matter is indeed 
out of our hands.” 

"Let ns presume, for argument's sake, that the docmnent was taken by the maid 
or by the valet--” 

“They are both old and tried servants.” 

"I understand you to say that your room is on the second floor, that there is no 
entrance from without, and that from within no one could go up unobserved. It 
must, then, be somebody in the house who has taken it. To whom would the thief 
take it? To one of several international spies and secret agents, whose names are 
tolerably familiar to me. Hiere are three who may be said to be the heads of their 
profession. I will begin my research by going round and finding if each of them is at 
his post. If one is missing-especially if he has disappeared since last night-we 
will have some indication as to where the document has gone.” 

‘Why should he be missing?” asked the European Secretary. ‘He would take the 
letter to an Embassy in London, as likely as not." 

fancy not. These agents work independently, and their relations with the 
Embassies are often strained.” 

The Prime Minister nodded his acquiescence. 

"I believe you are right, Mr. Holmes. He would take so valuable a prize to 
headquarters with his own hands. I think that your course of action is an excellent 
one. Meanwhile, Hope, we cannot neglect all our other duties on account of this 
one misfortune. Should there be any fresh developments during the day we shall 
communicate with you, and you will no doubt let us know the results of your own 
inquiries.” 

The two statesmen bowed and walked gravely from the room. 

\^'hen our illustrious visitors had departed Holmes lit his pipe in silence and 
sat for some time lost in the deepest thought. I had opened the morning paper and 
was immersed in a sensational crime which had occurred in London the night 
before, when my friend gave an exclamation, sprang to his feet, and laid his pipe 
down upon the mantelpiece. 

‘Tes," said he, “there is no better way of approaching it. The situation is des- 
perate, but not hopdess. Even now, if we could be sure which of them has taken 
it, it is just possible that it has not yet passed out of his hands. After all, it is a 
question of money with these fellows, and I have the British treasury behind me. 
If it's on the market I'll buy it— if it means another penny on the income-tax. It is 
conceivable tiiat the fellow might hold it back to see what bids come from this 
side before he tries his luck on the other. There are only those three capable of 
playing so bold a game— there ate Oberstein, La Rothiere, and Eduardo Lucas. I 
will see each of them.” 

I glanced at my morning paper. 
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*Is that Eduardo Lucas of Godolidim Street?” 

“Yes” 

“You wiB not see him.” 

“Why not?" 

“He was murdered in his house last night.” 

My friend has so often astonished me in the course of our adventures that it was 
with a sense of exultation that I realized how completely I had astonished him. He 
stared in amazement, and then snatched the paper from my hands. This was the 
paragraph which I had been engaged in reading when he rose from his chair. 

Mvann nr WzsTMiNSTBa 

A crime of mysterious character was committed last night at i6 Godolphin 
Street, one of the old-fashioned and secluded rows of eighteenth century 
houses which lie between the river and the Abbey, almost in the shadow 
of the great Tower of the Houses of Parliament. This smaB but select num 
sion has been inhabited for some years by Mr. Eduardo Lucas, weB known 
in society circles both on account of his charming personality and because 
he has the well-deserved reputation of being one of the best amateur tenors 
in the country. Mr. Lucas is an unmarried man, thirty-four yean of age, and 
his establishment consists of Mn. Pringle, an elderly housekeeper, and of 
Mitton, his valet. The former retires early and sleeps at the top of the 
house. The valet was out for the evening, visiting a friend at Hammersmith. 
From ten o’clock onward Mr. Lucas had the house to himself. What oc- 
curred during that time has not yet transpired, but at a quarter to twelve 
Police-constable Barrett, passing along Godolphin Street, observed Biat the 
door of No. i6 was ajar. He knocked, but received no answer. Perceiving a 
light in the front room, he advanced into the passage and again knocked, 
but without reply. He then pushed open the door and entered. The room 
was in a state of wild disorder, the furniture being all swept to one side, 
and one chair lying on its back in the centre. Beside this chair, and stiB grasp- 
ing one of its legs, lay the unfortunate tenant of the house. He had been 
stabbed to the heart and most have died instantly. The knife with which 
the crime had been committed was a curved Indian dagger, plucked down 
from a trophy of Oriental arms which adorned one of the walls. Robbery does 
not appear to have been the motive of the crime, for there had been no 
attempt to remove the valuable contents of the room. Mr. Eduardo Lucas 
was so well known and popular that his violent and mysterious fate wiB 
arouse painful interest and intense sympathy in a widespread cirde of 
friends. 

"WeB, Watson, what do you make of this?” asked Holmes, after a long pause. 

"It 1 $ an amazing coincidence." 

“A coincidence! Here is one of tire three men whom we had named as possible 
actors in this drama, and he meets a violent death during the very hours when we 
know that that drama was being enacted. The odds are enormous against its beir\g 
coincidence. No figures could express them. No, my dear Watson, the two events 
are connected-must be connected. It is for us to find the connection.” 

"But now the official police must know all.” 

"Not at all, 'They know all they see at Godolphin Street. They know— and shall 
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know*^noihing of Whitehall Terrace. Only we know of both events, and can trace 
die relation between them. There is one obvious point which would^ in any case, 
have turned my suspicions against Lucas. Godolphin Street, Westminster, is only 
a few minutes’ walk from Whitehall Terrace. The other secret agents whom I have 
named live in the extreme West End. It was easier, therefore, for Lucas than for 
the others to establish a connection or receive a message from the European Secre- 
tary’s household— a small thing, and yet where events are compressed into a few 
hours it may prove essential. Halloal what have we here?” 

Mn. Hudson had appeared with a lady’s card upon her salver. Holmes glanced 
at it, raised his eyebrows, and handed it over to me. 

’‘Ask Lady Hilda Trelawney Hope if she will be kind enough to step up,” said 
he. 

A moment later our modest apartment, already so distinguished that morning, 
was further honoured by the entrance of the most lovely woman in London. I had 
often heard of the beauty of the youngest daughter of the Duke of Belminster, 
but no description of it, and no contemplation of colourless photographs, had 
prepared me for the subtle, delicate charm and the beautiful colouring of that 
exquisite head. And yet as we saw it that autumn morning, it was not its beauty 
which would be the first thing to impress the observer. The cheek was lovely but 
it was paled with emotion, the eyes were bright, but it was the brightness of fever, 
the sensitive mouth was tight and drawn in an effort after self-command. Terror-^ 
not beauty— was what sprang first to the eye as our fair visitor stood framed for an 
instant in the open door. 

“Has my husband been here, Mr. Holmes?” 

“Yes, madam, he has been here.” 

“Mr. Holmes, I implore you not to tell lum that I came here.” Holmes bowed 
coldly, and motioned the lady to a chair. 

Your ladyship places me in a very del^ate position. I beg that you will sit down 
and tell me what you desire, but I fear that I cannot make any unconditional 
promise.” 

She swept across the room and seated herself with her back to the window. It was 
a queenly presence-tall, graceful, and intensely womanly. 

Mr, Holmes,” she said— and her white-gloved hands clasped and unclas{)ed as 
she spoke— I will speak frankly to you in the hopes that it may induce you to 
speak frankly in return. There is complete confidence between my husband and me 
on all matters save one. That one is politics. On this his lips arc sealed. He tells me 
nothing. Now, I am aware that there was a most deplorable occurrence in our 
house last night. I know that a paper has disappeared. But because the matter is 
politiwl my husband refuses to take me into his complete confidence. Now it is 
essential— essential, I say— that I should thoroughly understand it. You are the only 
other person, save only these politicians, who knows the true facts. I beg you then, 
Mr. Holmes, to tell me exactly what has happened and what it will lead to. Tdl 
me all, Mr. Holmes. Let no regard for your client’s interests keep you silent, for I 
assure you that his interests, if he would only see it, would be best served by taking 
me into his complete confidence. What was this paper which was stolen?” 

“Madam, what you ask me is really impossible.” 

She groaned and sank her face in her hands. 

“You must see that this is so, ma^m. If your husband thinks fit to keep you in 
the dark over this matter, is it for Are, who has only learned the true facts under 
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tiie pledge of piofessioiial aectecy, to tdl what be has withheld? It h not fair to ad( 
it It is him whom yoo most ask.” 

”1 have asked him. I come to you as a last resource. But wiAout your telling me 
anything definite^ Mr. Holmes, yoo may do a great service if you would mli ghtm 
me on one point.” 

”What is it madam?” 

"Is my husband’s political career likely to suffer through this incident?” 

”WeU, madam, unless it is set right it may certainly have a very unfortunate 
effect.” 

“Ahl” She drew in her breath sharply as one whose doubts are resolved. 

"One more question, Mr. Holmes. From an expressimi which my husband 
dropped in the first shodc of this disaster 1 understood that terrible public con- 
sequences might arise from the loss of this document.” 

"If he said so, I certainly cannot deny it." 

“Of what nature are they?” 

"Nay, madam, there again you ask me more than I can possibly answer.” 

"Then I will take up no more of your time. I cannot blame you, Mr, Holmes, 
for having refused to speak more freely, and yon on your side will not, I am sure, 
think the worse of me because I desire, even against his win, to share my husband's 
anxieties. Once more I beg that you will say nothing of my visit.” 

She looked back at us from the door, and I had a last impression of foat beauti- 
ful haunted face, the startled eyes, and the drawn mouth, llien she was gone. 

"Now, Watson, the fair sex is your department,” said Holmes, with a smiley 
when the dwindling frou-frou of skirts had ended in the slam of the front door. 
"What was the fair lad/s game? What did she really want?" 

"Surely her own statement is clear and her anxiety very natural.” 

“HumI Think of her appearance, Watson— her manner, her suppressed eicite- 
ment, her restlessness, her tenacity in asking questions. Remember that she comes 
of a caste who do not lightiy show emotion.” 

“She was certainly much moved.” 

"Remember also the curious earnestness with which she assured us that it was 
best for her husband that she should know all. What did she mean by that? And 
you must have observed, Watson, how she manoeuvred to have the light at her 
back. She did not wish us to read her expression.” 

"Yes, she chose the one chair in the room.” 

"And yet the motives of women are so inscrutable. You remember the woman 
at Margate whom I suspected for the same reason. No powder on her nose-diat 
proved to be the correct solution. How can you build on such a quidcsand? Their 
most trivial action may mean volumes, or their most extraordinary conduct may 
depend upon a hairpin or a curling tongs. Good-morning, Watson.” 

"You are off?” 

"Yes, I will while away the morning at Godolphin Street with our friends 
the regular establishment. With Eduardo Lucas lies the solution of our problem, 
though I must admit that I have not an inkling as to what form it may take. It is a 
capital mistake to theorize in advance of tfie focts. Do you stay on guard, my good 
Watson, and receive any fresh visitors. Ill join you at hmch if I am aUe.” 

AD that day and the next and the next Holmes was in a mood which his friends 
would call taciturn, and others morose. He ran out and tan in, smoked incessantly, 
played snatches on his violin, sank into reveries, devoured sandaddies at irregular 
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hours, and hardly answered the casual questions which I put to him. It was evident 
to me that things were not going well with him or his quest. He would say nothing 
of the case, and it was from the papers that I learned the particulars of the inquest, 
and the arrest with the subsequent release of John Mitton, the valet of the de- 
ceased. The coroner's jury brought in the obvious Wilful Murder, but the parties 
remained as unknown as ever. No motive was suggested. The room was full of 
articles of value, but none had been taken. The dead man's papets had not been 
tampered with. They were carefully examined, and showed that he was a keen 
student of international politics, an indefatigable gossip, a remarkable linguist, 
and an untiring letter writer. He had been on intimate terms with the leading 
politicians of several countries. But nothing sensational was discovered among the 
documents which filled his drawers. As to his relations with women, they appeared 
to have been promiscuous but superficial. He had many acquaintances among them, 
but few friends, and no one whom he loved. His habits were regular, his conduct 
inoffensive. His death was an absolute mystery and likely to remain so. 

As to the arrest of John Mitton, the valet, it was a council of despair as an al- 
ternative to absolute inaction. But no case could be sustained against him. He 
had visited friends in Hammersmith that night. The dibt was complete. It is 
true that he started home at an hour which should have brought him to West- 
minster before the time when the crime was discovered, but his own explanation 
that he had walked part of the way seemed probable enough in view of the fine- 
ness of the night. He h«?d actually arrived at twelve o'clock, and appeared to be 
overwhelmed by the unexpected tragedy. He had always been on good terms with 
his master. Several of the dead man's possessions- notably a small case of razors 
—had been found m the valet's boxes, but he explained that they had been presents 
from the deceased, and the housekeeper was able to corroborate the story. Mitton 
had been in Lucas's employment for three years. It was noticeable that Lucas 
did not take Mitton on the Continent with him. Sometimes he visited Paris for 
three months on end, but Mitton was left in charge of the Godolphm Street 
house. As to the housekeeper, she had heard nothing on the night of the crime. 
If her master bad a visitor he had himself admitted him. 

So for three mornings the mystery remained, so far as I could follow it in the 
papers. If Holmes knew more, he kept his own counsel, but, as he told me that 
Inspector Lestrade had taken him into his confidence in the case, I knew that 
he was in close touch with every development. Upon the fourth day there appeared 
a long telegram from Paris which seemed to solve the whole question. 

A discovery has just been made by the Parisian police [said the Daily 
Tdegfoph] which raises the veil which hung round the tragic fate of Mr. 
Eduardo Lucas, who met his death by violence last Monday night at Godol- 
phin Street, Westminster. Our readen will remember that the deceased gen- 
tleman was found stabbed in his room, and that some suspicion attached 
to his valet, but that the case broke down on an aUbi. Yesterday a lady, 
who has been known as Mme. Henri Foumaye, occupying a small villa in 
the Rue Austerlitz, was reported to the authorities by her servants as being 
insane. An examination showed she had indeed developed mania of a dan- 
gerous and pennanent fonn. On inquiry, the police ^ve discovered that 
Mme. Henri Foumaye only leti^roed from a journey to London on Tuesday 
last, and there is evidence to ccmnect her with the crime at Westminster. 
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A comparison of photographs has proved omclusivdjr Uut M. Henri Four- 
snye and Eduardo Lucas were really one and the same person, and that tibe 
deceased had for some reason lived a double life in London and Paris. Mme. 
Foumaye, who is of Creole origin, is of an extremely excitable nature, and 
has suffered in the past from attacks of jealousy which have amount^ to 
frenzy. It is conjectured that it was in one of these that she committed the 
terrible crime which has caused such a sensation in London. Her movements 
upon the Monday night have not yet been traced, but it is undoubted that 
a woman answering to her description attracted much attention at Charing 
Cross Station on Tuesday morning by the wildness of her appearance and 
the violence of her gestures. It is probable, therefore, that the crirtte was 
either committed when insane, or that its immediate effect was to drive 
the unhappy woman out of her mind. At present she is imable to give any 
coherent account of the past, and the doctors h<dd out no hopes of the re- 
establishment of her reason. There is evidence that a woman, who might 
have been Mme. Fournaye, was seen for some hours upon Monday night 
watching the house in Godolphin Street. 

"What do you think of that. Holmes?" I had read the account aloud to him, 
while he finished his breakfast. 

"My dear Watson,” said he, as he rose from the table ^nd paced up and down 
the room, "you are most long-suffering, but if I have told you nothing in the last 
three days, it is because there is nothing to tell. Even now this report from Paris 
does not help us much.” 

"Surely it is final as regards the man’s death.” 

"The man’s death is a mere incident— a trivial episode— in comparison with our 
real task, which is to trace this document and save a European catastrophe. Only 
one important thing has happened m the last three days, and that is that nodiing 
has happened. I get reports almost hourly from the government; and it is certain 
that nowhere in Europe is there any sign of trouble. Now, if this letter were loose 
—no, it can’t be loose— but if it isn’t loose, where can it be? Who has it? Why is 
it held back? That’s the question that beats in my brain like a hammer. Was it, 
indeed, a coincidence that Lucas should meet his death on the night when die 
letter disappeared? Did the letter ever reach him? If so, why is it not amor^ his 
papers? Did this mad wife of his carry it off with her? If so, is it in her house in 
Paris? How could I search for it without the French police bving their suspicions 
aroused? It is a case, my dear Watson, where the law is as dangerous to us as the 
criminals are. Every man’s hand is against us, and yet the interests at stake axe 
colossal. Should I bring it to a successful conclusion, it will certainly represent 
the crowning glory of my career. Ah, here is my latest from the fronti” He glanced 
hurriedly at the note which had be» handed in. "Halloal Lestrade seems to have 
observed something of interest. Put on your hat, Watson, and we will stroll down 
together to Westminster.” 

It was my first visit to the scene of the crime-a high, dingy, narrow-chested 
house, pnm, formal, and solid, like the century which gave it birth. Lestrade’s 
bulldog features gaz^ out at us from the front window, and he greeted us warmly 
when a big constable had opened the door and let us in. The room into which 
we were shown was that in which the crime had been committed, but no trace of 
it now remained save an ugly, irregulgr stain upon the carpet lliis carpet was a 
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fiwaH tquaie dnigget in die oentte of the room, suirounded by a broad expanse of 
beaodful, old-fashioned wood-flooring in square blocks, highly polished. Over die 
fireplace was a magnificent trophy of weapons, one of which had been used on that 
tf gift night. In the window was a sumptuous writing-desk, and every detail of 
die apartment, the pictures, die rugs, and the hangings, all pointed to a taste which 
was luxurious to the verge of effeminacy. 

*Seen the Paris news?” asked Lestrade. 

Holmes nodded. 

"Our French friends seem to have touched the spot this time. No doubt it’s 
fust es they say. She knocked at the door— surprise visit, I guess, for he kept his 
life in water-ti^t compartmenb— he let her in, couldn't keep her in the street. She 
toU him how she had traced him, reproached him. One thing led to another, and 
then with that dagger so bandy the end soon came. It wasn’t all done in an instant, 
though, for these chairs were all swept over yonder, and he had one in his hand 
as if he had tried to hold her off with it. We've got it all clear as if we had seen it.” 

Holmes niised his eyebrows. 

“And yet you have sent for me?” 

"Ah, yes, that's another matter— a mere trifle, but the sort of thing you take 
an interest in— queer, you know, and what you might call freakish. It has nothing 
to do with the main fact— can’t have, on the face of it.” 

“What is it, then?" 

“Wdl, you know, after a crime of this sort we are very careful to keep things 
in their position. Nothing has been moved. Officer in charge here day and night. 
This morning, as the man was buried and the investigation over— so far as this 
room is concerned— we thought we could tidy up a bit. This carpet. You see, it is 
not fiutened down, only just laid there. We had occasion to raise it. We found — ” 

“Yes? You found — ” 

Holmes’s ffice grew tense with anxiety. 

“Well, I’m sure you would never guess in a hundred years what we did find. 
You see that stain on the carpet? Well, a great deal must have soaked through, 
must it not?” 

“Undoubtedly it must.” 

“Well, you will be surprised to hear that there is no stain on the white wood- 
work to conespond.” 

“No staini But there must — ” 

“Yes, so you would say. But the fact remains that there isn't.” 

He took the comer of the carpet in his hand and, turning it over, he showed 
that it was indeed as he said. 

“But the under side is as stained as the upper. It must have left a mark." 

Lestrade chuckled with delight at having puzzled the famous expert. 

“Now, I’ll show you the explanation. There is a second stain, but it does not 
correspond with the other. See for yourself." As he spoke he turned over another 
portion of the carpet, and there, sure enough, was a great crimson spill upon the 
square white facing of the old-fashioned floor. “What do you make of t^t, Mr. 
Holmes?” 

“Why, it is simple enough. The two stains did correspond, but the carpet has 
been turned round. As it was square and unfastened it was easily done.” 

“The official police don’t ne^ j?ou, Mr. Holmes, to tell them that the carpet 
must have been turned round. That’s clear enough, for the stains lie above each 
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oAer— if you lay it over this way. But what I want to know is, who shifted the 
carpet, and why?” 

I could see from Holmes's rigid face tibat he was vibrating with inward ea* 
citement. 

“Look here, Lestrade,” said he, “has that constable in tire passage been in charge 
of the place all the time?" 

“Yes, he has." 

“Well, take my advice. Examine him carefully. Don't do it before us. We'll wait 
here. You take hun into the back room. You'll be more likely to get a confession 
out of him alone. Ask him how he dared to admit people and leave them alone 
in this room. Don’t ask him if he has done it. Take it for granted. Tdl him you 
know someone has been here. Press him. Tell him that a full confession is his 
only chaiice of forgiveness. Do exactly what I tell youl” 

“By George, if he knows I’ll have it out of himl" cried Lestrade. He darted 
into the hall, and a few moments later his bullying voice sounded from the back 
room. 

“Now, Watson, nowl" cried Holmes with frenzied eagerness. All tiie demoniacal 
force of the man masked behind that listless manner burst out in a paroxysm of 
energy. He tote the drugget from the floor, and in an instant was down on his 
hands and knees clawing at each of the squares of wood beneath it. One turned 
sideways as he dug his nails into the edge of it. It hinge^^badc like tire lid of a 
box. A small black cavity opened beneath it. Holmes plun^ his eager hand into 
it and drew it out with a bitter snarl of anger and disappointment. It was empty. 

“Quick, Wateon, quicki Get it back again!" The wo^en lid was replaced, and 
the drugget had only just been drawn straight when Lestrade’s voice was heard in 
the passage. He found Holmes leaning languidly against the mantdpiece, resigned 
and patient, endeavouring to conceal his irrepressible yawns. 

“Sorry to keep you waiting, Mr. Holmes. I can see that you are bored to death 
with the whole aflbit. Well, he has confessed, aO right. Come in here, MacPherson. 
Let these gentlemen hear of your most inexcusable conduct." 

The big constable, very hot and penitent, sidled into the room. 

“1 meant no harm, sir. I’m sure. The young woman came to the door last eve- 
ning— mistook the house, she did. And Aen we got talking. It's lonesome, when 
you’re on duty here all day." 

“Well, what happened then?" 

"She wanted to see where the crime was done— had read about it in the papers, 
she said. She was a very respectable, well-spoken young woman, sir, and 1 saw no 
harm in letting her have a peep. When she saw that mark on the carpet, down 
she dropped on the floor, and ky as if she were dead. I ran to the bade and got 
some water, but I could not bring her to. ’Then I went round the comer to the Ivy 
Plant for some brandy, and by the time I had brought it back tiie young woman 
had recovered and was dBF— as^med of herself, I daresay, and dared not face me." 

“How about moving that drugget?" 

“Well, sir, it was a bit rumided, certainly, when I came back. You see, she fdl 
on it and it lies on a polished floor with nothing to keep it in place. 1 straightened 
it out afterwards." 

“It’s a lesson to you that you can't deceive me, Constable MacPherson," raid 
Lestrade, with dignity. “No doubt you thought that your breach of duty could never 
be discovered, and yet a mere gknee at that drugget was enough to convince me 
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that someone had been admitted to the room. It’s lucky for you, my man, that 
nothing is missing, or you would find yourself in Queer Street. I’m sorry to have 
called you down over such a petty business, Mr. Holmes, but I thought the point 
of the second stain not corresponding with the first would interest you.*' 

Xertainly, it was most interesting. Has this woman only been here once, con- 
stable?" 

“Yes, sir, only once.” 

“Who was she?" 

“Don't know the name, sir. Was answering an advertisement about typewriting 
and came to the wrong number-very pleasant, genteel young woman, sir." 

“Tall? Handsome?" 

“Yes, sir, she was a well-grown young woman. I suppose you might say she was 
handsome. Perhaps some would say she was very handsome. ‘Oh, officer, do let me 
have a peepi' says she. She had pretty, coaxing ways, as you might say, and I 
thought there was no harm in letting her just put her head through the door. 
“How was she dressed?” 

“Quiet, sir— a long mantle down to her feet ” 

“What time was it?" 

“It was just growing dusk at the time. They were lighting the lamps as I came 
back with the brandy." 

“Very good," said Holmes. “Come, Watson, I think that we have more important 
work elsewhere." 

As we left the house Lestrade remained in the front room, while the repentant 
constable opened the door to let us out. Holmes turned on the step and held up 
something in his hand. The constable stared intently. 

“Good Lord, sirl" he cried, with amazement on his face. Holmes put his finger 
on his lips, replaced his hand in his bre^ pocket, and burst out laughing as we 
turned down the street. “Excellent!" said he. “Come, friend Watson, the curtain 
rings up for the last act. You will be relieved to hear that there will be no war, 
that the Right Honourable Trelawncy Hope will suffer no setback in his brilliant 
career, that the indiscreet Sovereign will receive no punishment for his indiscretion, 
that the Prime Minister will have no European complication to deal with, and 
that with a little tact and management upon our part nobody will be a penny 
the worse for what might have been a very ugly incident." 

My mind filled with admiration for this extraordinary man. 

“You have solved iti" I cried. 

“Hardly that, Watson. There are some points which are as dark as ever. But we 
have so much that it will be our own fault if we cannot get the rest. We will go 
straight to Whitehall Terrace and bring the matter to a head." 

When we arrived at the residence of the European Secretary it was for Lady 
Hilda Trelawney Hope that Sherlock Holmes inquired. We were shown into the 
moming-TOom. 

“Mr. Holmes!” said the lady, and her face was pink with her indignation. “This 
is surely most unfair and ungenerous upon your part. 1 desired, as I have explained, 
to keep my visit to you a secret, lest my husband should think that I was intruding 
into his affairs. And yet you compromise me by coming here and so showing that 
there are business relations between us." 

“Unfortunately, madam, I had no possible alternative. I have been commissioned 
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to recover this immensely important paper. I must therefore ask you. madam, to 
be kind enough to place it in my hands/* 

The lady sprang to her feet, with the colour all dashed in an instant from her 
beautiful face. Her eyes glazed-she tottered-I thought that she would faint. Then 
with a grand effort she rallied from the shock, and a supreme astonishment and 
indignation chased every other expression from her features. 

“You-you insult me, Mr. Holmes.” 

*"Come, come, madam, it is useless. Give up the letter.” 

She darted to the bell. 

‘‘"^The butler shall show you out.” 

*"Do not ring. Lady Hilda. If you do, then all my earnest efiEorts to avoid a scandal 
will be frustrated. Give up the letter and all will be set right. If you will work 
with me I can arrange everything. If you work against me I must expose you.” 

She stood grandly defiant, a queenly figure, her eyes fixed upon his as if she 
would read his very soul. Her hand was on the bell, but she had forborne to ring it. 

‘'You are trying to frighten me. It is not a very manly thing, dr. Holmes, to 
come here and browbeat a woman. You say that you know something. What is 
it that you know?” 

”Pray sit down, madam. You will hurt yourself there if you fall. I will not speak 
until you sit down. Thank you.” 

”I give you five minutes, Mr. Holmes.” 

‘'One is enough, Lady Hilda, I know of your visit to Eduardo Lucas, of your giv- 
ing him this document, of your ingenious return to the room last night, and of 
the manner in which you took the letter from the hiding-place under the carpet.” 

She stared at him with an ashen face and gulped twice before she could speak. 

"You are mad, Mr. Holmes— you are mad!” she cried, at last. 

He drew a small piece of cardboard from his pocket. It was the face of a woman 
cut out of a portrait. 

"I have carried this because I thought it might be useful,” said he. “The police- 
man has recognized it.” 

She gave a gasp, and her head dropped back in the chair. 

“Come, Lady Hilda. You have the letter. The matter may still be adjusted. I 
have no desire to bnng trouble to you. My duty ends when I have returned the 
lost letter to your husband. Take my advice and be frank with me. It is your only 
chance.” 

Her courage was admirable. Even now she would not own defeat. 

“I tell you again, Mr. Holmes, that you are under some absurd illusion.” 

Holmes rose from his chair. 

“I am sorry for you, Lady Hilda. I have done my best for you. I can see that 
it is all in vain,” 

He rang the bell. The butler entered. 

“Is Mr. Trelawney Hope at home?” 

“He will be home, sir, at a quarter to one.” 

Holmes glanced at his watch. 

“Still a quarter of an hour,” said he. “Very good, I shall wait.” 

The butler had hardly cloUd the door behind him when Lady Hilda was down 
on her knees at Holmes’s feet, her bands outstretched, her beautiful face upturned 
and wet with her tears. 

“Oh, spare me, Mr. Holmesl Spare me!” she pleaded, in a frenzy of supplica- 
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tioD. *Tor heaven’s don’t tdl himi 1 love him sol 1 would not bring one 
shadow on his life, and this 1 know would break his noble heart.” 

Hdmes raised the lady. ”I am thankful, madam, that you have come to your 
senses even at this last momentl There is not an instant to lose. Where is the 
letter?” 

She darted across to a writing-desk, unlocked it, and drew out a long blue en- 
velope. 

“Here it is, Mr. Holmes. Would to heaven I had never seen itl” 

“How can we return it?” Holmes muttered. “Quick, quick, we must think of 
some wayl Where is the despatch-box?” 

“St&l in his bedroom.” 

’What a stndce of lucki Quick, madam, bring it heiel” 

A moment later she had appeared with a red flat box in her hand. 

“How did you open it before? You have a duplicate key? Yes, of course you 
have. Open itl” 

From out of her bosom Lady Hilda had drawn a small key. The box flew open. 
It was stuffed with papers. Holmes thrust the blue envelope deep down into the 
heart of them, between the leaves of some other document. The box was shut, 
locked, and returned to the bedroom. 

“Now we are ready for him,” said Holmes. "We have still ten minutes. 1 am 
going far to screen you, Lady Hilda In return you will spend the time in telling 
me frankly the real meaning of this extraordinary affair.” 

“Mr. Holmes, I will tell you everything," cried the lady, “Oh, Mr. Holmes, I 
would cut off my right hand before I gave him a moment of sorrowl There is no 
woman in all London who loves her husband as 1 do, and yet if he knew how I 
have acted— how I have been compelled to act-he would never forgive me. For 
his own honour stands so high that he could not forget or pardon a lapse in an- 
other. Help me, Mr. HolmesI My hapi^ness, his happiness, our very lives are at 
stake!” 

“Quick, madam, the bme grows short!” 

“It was a letter of mine, Mr. Holmes, an indiscreet letter written before my 
marriage— a foolish letter, a letter of an impulsive, loving girl. I meant no harm, 
and yet he would have thought it criminal. Had he read that letter his confidence 
would have been forever destroyed. It is years since I wrote it. I had thought that 
the whole matter was forgotten. Then at last I heard from this man, Lucas, that 
it had passed into his hands, and that he would lay it before my husband. I im- 
plored his mercy. He said that he would return my letter if 1 would bring him a 
certain document which he described in my husband’s despatch-box. He had some 
spy in the office who had told him of its existence. He assured me that no harm 
could come to my husband. Put yourself in my position, Mr. Holmes! What was 
I to do?” 

"Take your husband into your confidence.” 

“I could not, Mr. Holmes, I could not! On the one side seemed certain ruin, 
on the other, terrible as it seemed to take my husband's paper, still in a matter 
of politics I could not understand the consequences, while in a matter of love 
and trust they were only too clear to me. I did it, Mr. Holmes! I took an impres- 
sion of his key. This man, Lucas, furnished a duplicate. I opened his despatch- 
box, took the paper, and conveyed it to Codolphin Street.” 

“What happened there, madam?” 
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**1 tapped at the door as agreed. Lucas opened it I followed him into his Toom» 
leaving the hall door ajar behind me, for I feared to be alone with the man. I re- 
member that there was a woman outside as I entered. Our business was soon 
done. He had my letter on his desk, I handed him the document. He gave me 
the letter. At this instant there was a sound at the door. There were steps in the 
passage. Lucas quickly turned back the drugget, thrust the document into some 
hiding‘place there, and covered it over. 

“What happened after that is like some fearful dream. I have a vision of a dark, 
frantic face, of a woman’s voice, which screamed in French, "My waiting is not in 
vain. At last, at last I have found you with herl’ There was a savage struggle. I 
saw him with a chair in his hand, a knife gleamed in hers. I rushed from the hor- 
rible scene, ran from the house, and only next morning in the paper did I learn 
the dreadful result. That night I was happy, for I had my letter, and I had not seen 
yet what the future would bnng. 

“It was the next morning that I realized that I had only exchanged one trouble 
for another. My husband’s anguish at the loss of his paper went to my heart. 1 
could hardly prevent myself from there and then kneeling down at his feet and 
telling him what I had done. But that again would mean a confession of the past. 

I came to you that morning in order to understand the full enonnity of my offence. 
From the instant that I grasped it my whole mind was turned to the one thought 
of getting back my husband’s paper. It must still be where. Lucas had placed it, 
/or it was concealed before this dreadful woman entered the room. If it had not 
been for her coming, I should not have known where his hiding-place was. How 
was I to get into the room? For two days I watched the place, but the door was 
never left open. Last night I made a last attempt. What I did and how I succeeded, 
you have already learned. I brought the paper back with me, and thought of de- 
stroying it, since I could see no way of returning it without confessing my guilt to 
my husband. Heavens, 1 hear his step upon the stair!” 

The European Secretary burst excitedly into the room. 

“Any news, Mr. Holmes, any news?" he cried. 

“I have some hopes.” 

“Ah, thank heaven!” His face became radiant. “The Prime Minister is lunching 
with me. May he share your hopes? He has nerves of steel, and yet I know that he 
has hardly slept since this terrible event. Jacobs, will you ask the Prime Minister 
to come up? As to you, dear, I fear that this is a matter of politics. We will join 
you in a few minutes in the dining-room.” 

The Prime Minister’s manner was subdued, but I could see by the gleam of his 
eyes and the twitchings of his bony hands that he shared the excitement of his 
young colleague. 

“I understand that you have something to report, Mr. Holmes?” 

“Purely negative as yet,” my friend answered “I have inquired at every point 
where it might be, and I am sure that there is no danger to be apprehended.” 

“But that is not enough, Mr. Holmes. We cannot live forever on such a volcano. 
We must have something definite.” 

“I am in hopes of getting it. That is why I am here. The more I think of the 
matter the more convinced I am that the letter has never left this house.” 

“Mr. Holmes!” 

“If it had it would certainly have been public by now.” 

“But why should anyone take it in order to keep it in his house?” 



"^1 am not convinced diat anyone did take it” 

"Then how could it leave the despatch-box?” 

"I am not convinced that it ever did leave the despatch-box ” 

"Mr. Holmes, this joking is very ill-timed. You have my assurance that it left 
the box.” 

"Have you examined the box since Tuesday morning?” 

"No. It was not necessary.” 

"You may conceivably have overlooked it ” 

"Impossible, I say.” 

“But I am not convinced of it. I have known such things to happen. I presume 
there ate other papers there. Well, it may have got mixed with them.” 

"It was on the top.” 

"Someone may have shaken the box and displaced it.” 

"No, no, I had everything out.” 

"Surely it is easily decided, Hope,” said the Premier. "Let us have the despatch- 
box brought in.” 

The Secretary rang the bell. 

"Jacobs, bring down my despatch-box. This is a farcical waste of time^ but still, 
if nothing else will satisfy you, it shall be done. Thank you, Jacobs, put it here. I 
have always had the key on my watch-chain. Here are the papers, you see. Letter 
from Lord Merrow, report from Sir Charles Hardy, memorandum from Belgrade, 
note on the Russo-German grain taxes, letter from Madrid, note from Lord Flow- 
ers — Good heavensl what is this? Lord Bellingerl Lord Bellingerl” 

The Premier snatched the blue envelope from his hand. 

"Yes, it is it— and the letter is intact. Hope, I congratulate you.” 

"Thank youl Thank you! What a weight from my heart. But this is inconceivable 
—impossible. Mr. Holmes, you are a wizard, a sorcererl How did you know it was 
there?” 

"Because I knew it was nowhere else.” 

"I cannot believe my eyesi” He ran wildly to the door. "Where is my wife? I 
must tdl her that all is well. Hildal Hildal” we heard his voice on the stairs. 

The Premier looked at Holmes with twinkling* eyes. 

"Come, sir,” said he, 'There is more in this than meets the eye. How came the 
letter back in the box?” 

Holmes turned away smiling from the keen scrutiny of those wonderful eyes. 

"We also have our diplomatic secrets,” said he and, picking up his hat, he turned 
to the door. 
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His Last Bow 

Tat friends of Mr. Sherlock Holmes will be glad to learn that he is still dive and 
well, though somewhat crippled by occasional attacks of rheumatism. He has, for 
many years, lived in a small farm upon the downs five miles from Eastbourne, 
where his time is divided between philosophy and agriculture. During this period 
of rest he has refused the most princely offers to take up various cases, having 
determined that his retirement was a permanent one. The approach of the German 
war caused him, however, to lay his remarkable combination of intellecfud and 
practicd activity at the disposal of the government, with historical results which 
are recounted in His Last Bow, Several previous experiences which have lain long 
m my portfolio have been added to His Last Bow so as io complete the volume. 

JOHN H. WATSON, M. D, 


THE ADVENTURE OF WTSTEPIA LODGE 

1 , The Singular Experience of Mr. John Scott Eccles 

I FIND it recorded in my notebook that it was a bleak and windv day towards the 
e nd of March in the year 1892. Holmes had received a telegram while we sat at 
our lunch, and he had scribbled a reply. He made no remark, but the matter 
remained in his thoughts, for he stood in fiont of the fire afterwards with a 
thoughtful face, smoking his pipe, and casting an occasional glance at the message. 
wSiiddeniy he turned upon me with a mischi< vous twinkle m his eyes. 

‘ I suppose, Watson, we must look upon , on as a man of letters/' said he, "How 
do you define the word 'grotesque’?'' 

"Strange-remarkable/’ I suggested. 

He shook his head at my definition. 

"There is surely something more than that," said he; "some underlying sug- 
gestion of the tragic and the terrible. If you cast your mind back to some of those 
narratives with which you have afflicted a long-suffering public, you will recognize 
how often the grotesque has deepened into the criminal. Think of that little affair 
of the red-neaded men. That was grotesque enough in the outset, and yet it ended 
in a desperate attempt at robbery. Or, again, there was that most grotesque affair 
of the five orange pips, which led straight to a murderous conspiracy. The word 
puts me on the alert.” 

“Have you it there?” I asked. 

He read the telegram aloud. 
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"Have just had most 
you? 


incredible and grotesque experience. May I consult 

"Scott Eccles, 
"Post-Office, Charing Cross/' 


"Man or woman?" I asked. 

“Oh, man, of course. No woman would ever send a reply-paid telegram. She 
would have come.” 

“Will you sec him?” 

“My dear Watson, you know how boxed I have been since we locked up Colonel 
Carruthers. My mind is like a racing engine, tearing itself to pieces because it is 
not connected up with the work for which it was built. Life is commonplace; the 
papers arc sterile; audacity and romance seem to have passed forever from the 
criminal world. Can you ask me, then, whether I am ready to look into any new 
problem, however trivial it may prove? But here, unless I am mistaken, is our 
client.” 

A measured step was heard upon the stairs, and a moment later a stout, tall, 
gray-whiskered and solemnly respectable person was ushered into the room His 
life history was written in his heavy features and pompous manner. From his spats 
to his gold-rimmed spectacles he was a Conservative, a churchman, a good citizen, 
orthodox and conventional to the last degree. But some amazing eifpenence had 
disturbed his native composure and left its traces in his bristling hair, his flushed, 
angry cheeks, and his flurried, excited manner. He plunged instantly into his 
business. 

"I have had a most singular and unpleasant experience, Mr. Holmes,” said he. 
“Never in my life have I been placed in such a situation. It is most improper- 
most outrageous. I must insist upon some explanation.” He swelled and puffed in 
his anger. 

“Pray sit down, Mr. Scott Eccles,” said Holmes in a soothing voice. “May 1 ask, 
in the first place, why you came to me at all?” 

“Well, sir, it did not appear to be a matter which concerned the police, and yet, 
when vou have heard the facts, you must admit that I could not leave it where it 
was. Private detectives arc a class with whom I have absolutely no sympathy, bat 
none the less, having heard your name — ” 

“Quite so. But, in the second place, why did you not come at once?” 

“What do you mean?” 

Holmes glanced at his watch. 

“It is a quaiter-past two,” he said. “Your telegram was dispatched about one. 
But no one can glance at your toilet and attire without seeing that your disturbance 
dates from the moment of your waking.” 

Our client smoothed down his unbrushed hair and felt his unshaven chin. 

“You are right, Mr. Holmes. I never gave a thought to my toilet I was only too 
glad to get out of such a house. But I have been running round making inquiries 
before I came to you. 1 went to the house agents, you know, and they said that Mr. 
Garcia’s rent was paid up all right and that everything was in order at Wisteria 
Lodge.” 

“Come, come, sir,” said Holmes, laughing. “You are like my friend, Dr. Watson, 
who has a bad habit of telling his stones wrong end foremost. Please arrange your 
thoughts and let me know, in their due sequence, exactly what those events are 
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which have sent you* out unbrushed and unkempt, with dress boots and waistcoat 
buttoned awry, in search of advice and assistance " 

Our client looked down with a rueful face at his own unconventional appearance. 

Tm sure it must look very bad, Mr. Holmes, and I am not aware that in my 
whole life such a thing has ever happened before. But I will tell you the whole 
queer business, and when I have done so you will admit, I am sure, that there has 
been enough to excuse me/' 

But his narrative was nipped in the bud. There was a bustle outside, and Mrs. 
Hudson opened the door to usher in two robust and official-looking individuals, one 
of whom was well known to us as Inspector Gregson of Scotland Yard, an energetic, 
gallant, and, within his limitations, a capable officer. He shook hands with Holmes 
and introduced his comrade as Inspector Baynes, of the Surrey Constabulary. 

“We are hunting together, Mr. Holmes, and our trail lay in this direction.” He 
turned his bulldog eyes upon our visitor. "Are you Mr. John Scott Eccles, of 
Popham House, Lee?” 

“i am.” 

“We have been following you about all the morning.” 

“You traced him through the telegram, no doubt,” said Holmes. 

“Exactly, Mr. Holmes. We picked up the scent at Charing Cross Post-Office and 
came on here.” 

"But why do you follow me? What do you want?” 

‘We wish a statement, Mr. Scott Eccles, as to the events which led up to the 
death last night of Mr. Aloysius Garcia, of Wisteria Lodge, near Esher.” 

Our client had sat up with stanng eyes and every tinge of colour struck from 
his astonished face. 

“Dead? Did you say he was dead?” 

"Yes, sir, he is dead.” 

"But how? An accident?” 

“Murder, if ever there was one upon earth.” 

“Good God! TTiis is awful! You don't mean—you don't mean that I am sus- 
pected?” 

"A letter of yours was found in the dead man's pocket, and we know by it that 
you had planned to pass last night at his house.” 

“So I did.” 

“Oh. you did, did you?” 

Out came the official notebook. 

"Wait a bit, Gregson,” said Sherlock Holmes. "All you desire is a plain state- 
ment, is it not?” 

"And it is my duty to warn Mr. Scott Eccles that it may be used against him.” 

"Mr. Eccles was going to tell us about it when you entered the room. I think, 
Watson, a brandy and soda would do him no harm. Now, sir, I suggest that you 
take no notice of this addition to your audience, and that you proceed with your 
narrative exactly as you would have done had you never been interrupted.” 

Our visitor had gulped off the brandy and the colour had returned to his face. 
With a dubious glance at the inspector's notebook, he plunged at once into his 
extraordinary statement. 

"I am a bachelor,” said he, "and being of a sociable turn I cultivate a large 
number of friends. Among these are the family of a retired brewer called Melville, 
living at Albemarle Mansion, Kensington. It was at his table that I met some weeks 
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ago a yomig fellow named Garda. He was, I understood, of Spanish descent and 
connected in some way with the embassy. He spake perfect Englisb, was pleasing 
in his manners, and as good-looking a man as ever I saw in my life. 

7n some way we strude up quite a friendship, this young fdlow and L He 
seemed to take a fancy to me from the first, and within two days of our meeting 
he came to see me at Lee. One thing led to another, and it ended in his inviting 
me out to spend a few days at his house, Wisteria Lodge, between Esher and 
Qxshott. Yesterday evening I went to Esher to ful£] this engagement 

""He had described his household to me before I went there. He lived with a 
faithful servant, a countryman of his own, who looked after all his needs. This 
fellow could speak English and did his housdeeeping for him. Then there was a 
wonderful cook, he said, a half-breed whom he h^ picked up in his travels, who 
could serve an excellent dinner. I remember that he remarked what a queer house- 
hold it was to find in the heart of Suney, and that I agreed with him, though it has 
proved a good deal queerer than 1 thought. 

"I drove to the place— about two miles on the south side of Esher. The house 
was a fair-sized one, standing back from the road, with a curving drive which was 
banked with high evergreen shrubs. It was an old, tumble-down building in a crazy 
state of disrepair. When the trap pulled up on the grass-grown drive in front of the 
blotched and weather-stained door, I had doiibts as to my wisdom in visiting a man 
whom I knew so slightly. He opened the door himself, however, and greeted me 
with a great show of cordiality. 1 was handed over to the manserv'ant, a melancholy, 
swarthy individual, who led the way, my bag in his hand, to my bedroom. The 
whole place was depressing. Our dinner was t£te-d-t£te, and though my host did 
his best to be entertaining, his thoughts seemed to continually wander, and he 
talked so vaguely and wildly that I could hardly understand him. He continually 
drummed his fingers on the table, gnawed his nails, and gave other signs of nerv- 
ous impatience. The dinner itself was neither well served nor well cooked, and the 
gloomy presence of the taciturn servant did not help to enliven us. I can assure 
you that many times in the course of the evening I wished that I could invent 
some excuse which would take me back to Lee. 

“One thing comes back to my memory which may have a bearing upon the 
business that you two gentlemen are investigating. I thought nothing of it at the 
time. Near the end of dinner a note was handed in by the servant. I noticed that 
after my host had read it he seemed even more distrait and strange than before. 
He gave up all pretence at conversation and sat, smoking endless cigarettes, lost 
in his own thoughts, but he made no remark as to the contents. About eleven I was 
glad to go to bed. Some time later Garcia looked in at my door— the room was dark 
at the time— and asked me if I had rung. I said that I had not. He apologized for 
having disturbed me so late, saying that it was nearly one o'clock. I dropped off 
after this and slept soundly all night. 

“And now I come to the amazing part of my tale. When I woke it was broad 
daylight. I glanced at my watch, and the time was nearly nine. I had particularly 
asked to be called at eight, so I was very much astonished at this forgetfulness. I 
sprang up and rang for the servant. There was no response. I rang again and again, 
with the same result. Then I came to the conclusion that the bell was out of order. 

I huddled on my clothes and hurried downstairs in an exceedingly bad temper to 
order some hot water. You can imagine my surprise when 1 found that there was 
no one there. I shouted in the hall. There was no anrver. Then I ran from room to 
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room. All were deserted. My host had shown me which was his bedroom the night 
before, so I knockerl at the dooi. No reply. I turned the handle and walked in. The 
room was empty, and the bed bad never been slept.in. He had gone with the rest. 
The foreign host, the foreign footman, the foreign ccfok, all had vanished in the 
nighti That was the end of 'ny visit to Wisteria Lodge." 

Sherlock Holmes was rubbing his hands and chuckling as he added this bizarre 
incident to his collection of strange episodes. 

"Your experience is, so far as I know, perfectly unique," said he. "May I ask, 
sir, what you did then?" 

"I was furious. My fint idea was that I had been the victim of some absurd 
practical joke. I packed my things, banged the hall door behind me, and set ofiF for 
Esher, with my bag in my hand. I called at Allan Brothers', the chief land agents 
in the village, and found that it was from this firm that the villa had been rented. 
It struck me that the whole proceeding could hardly be for the purpose of making 
a fonl of me, and that the main object must be to get out of the rent. It is late in 
March, so quarter-day is at hand. But this theory would not work. The agent was 
obliged to me for my warning, but told me that the rent had been paid in advance. 
Then I made my way to town and called at the Spanish embassy. The roan was 
unknown there. After this I went to see Melville, at whose house I had first met 
Garcia, but I found that he really knew rather less about him than I did. Finally 
when I got you reply to my wire 1 came out to you, since I gather that you are a 
person who gives advice in difficult cases. But now, Mr. Inspector, I understand, 
from what you said when you entered the room, that you can carry the story on, 
and that some tragedy has occurred. I can assure you that every word I have said 
is the truth, and that, outside of what I have told you, I know absolutely nothing 
about the fate of this man. My only desire is to help the law in every possible way." 

"I am sure of it, Mr. Scott Eccles-I am sure of it," said Inspector Cregson in a 
very amiable tone. ‘‘I am bound to say that everything which you have said agrees 
very closely with the facts as they have come to our notice. For example, there was 
that note which amved during dinner. Did you chance to observe what became 
of it?” 

"Yes, I did. Garcia rolled it up and threw it into the fire." 

"What do you say to that, Mr. Baynes?" 

The country detective was a stout, puffy, red man, whose face was only re- 
deemed from grossness by two extraordinarily bright eyes, almost hidden behind 
the heavy creases of cheek aiujl brow. With a slow smile he drew a folded and 
discoloured scrap of paper from bis pocket. 

"It was a dog-grate, Mr. Holmes, and he overpitched it. I picked this out un- 
bumed from the back of it.” 

Holmes smiled his appreciation. 

“You must have examined the house very carefully to find a single pellet of 
paper.” 

“I did, Mr. Holmes. It's my way. Shall I read it, Mr. Gregson?" 

Tlie Londoner nodded. 

"The note is written upon ordinary cream-laid paper without watermark. It is a 
quarter-sheet. The paper is cut off in two snips with a short-bladed scissors. It has 
been folded over three b'mes and sealed with purple wax, put on hurriedly and 
pressed down with some flat oval object. It is addressed to Mr. Garcia, Wistena 
Lodge. It says: 



‘*Our own colours, green and white. Green open, white shut. Main stair, 
first corridor, seventh right, green bake. Godspeed. D. 

It is a woman’s writing, done with a sharp-pointed pen, but the address is either 
done with another pen or by someone else. It is thicker and bolder, as you see/’ 

“A very remarkable note,” said Holmes, glancing it over. “I must compliment 
you, Mr. Baynes, upon your attention to detail in your examination of it. A few 
trifling points might perhaps be added. The oval seal is undoubtedly a plain sleevc- 
link-what else is of such a shape? The scissors were bent nail scissors. Short as the 
two snips are, you can distinctly sec the same slight curve in each.” 

The country detective chuckled. 

“I thought I had aqueezed all the juice out of it, but I see there was a little 
over,” he said. "I’m bound to say that I make nothing of the note except that there 
was something on hand, and that a woman, as usual, was at the bottom of it.” 

Mr. Scott Eccles had fidgeted in his seat during this conversation. 

"1 am glad you found the note, since it corroborates my story,” said he. "But I 
beg to point out that 1 have not yet heard what has happened to Mr. Garcia, nor 
what has become of his household.” 

"As to Garcia,” said Gregson, "that is easily answered. He was found dead this 
morning upon Oxshott Common, nearly a mile from his home. His head had been 
smashed to pulp by heavy blows of a sandbag or some such instrument, which had 
crushed rather than wounded. It is a lonely comer, and there is no house within a 
quarter of a mile of the spot. He had apparently been struck down first from 
behind, but his assailant had gone on beating him long after he was dead. It was a 
most furious assault. There are no footsteps nor any clue to the criminals.” 
"Robbed?” 

“No, there was no attempt at robbery.” 

"This is very painful— very painful and tenible,” said Mr. Scott Eccles in a 
querulous voice, ‘^ut it is really uncommonly hard upon me. I had nothing to do 
with my host going off upon a nocturnal excursion and meeting so sad an end. 
How do I come to be mixed up with the case?” 

"Very simply, sir,” Inspector Baynes answered. "The only document found in 
the pocket of the deceased was a letter from you saying that you would be with 
him on the night of his death. It was the envelope of this letter which gave us the 
dead man's name and address. It was after nine this morning when we reached 
his house and found neither you nor anyone else inside it. I wired to Mr. Gregson 
to run you down in London while I examined Wisteria Lodge. Then I came into 
town, joined Mr, Gregson, and here we are ” 

“I think now,” said Gregson, rising, “we had best put this matter into an official 
shape. You will come round with us to the station, Mr. Scott Eccles, and let us 
have your statement in writing.” 

"Certainly, I will come at once. But I retain your services, Mr. Holmes. I desire 
you to Sparc no expense and no pains to get at the truth.” 

My friend turned to the country inspector. 

"I suppose that you have no objection to my collaborating with you, Mr. Baynes?” 

“Highly honoured, sir, 1 am sure,” 

“You appear to have been very prompt and business-like in all that you have 
done. Was there any clue, may I ask, as to the exact hour that the man met his 
death?” 



“He had been there since one o'clock. There was rain about that time^ and his 
death had certainly been before ^the rain/' 

“But that is perfectly impossible, Mr. Baynes,” cried our client. “His voice is 
unmistakable. I could swear to it that it was he who addressed me in my bedroom 
at that very hour.” 

“Pemarkable, but by no means impossible/' said Holmes, smiling. 

“You have a clue?” asked Gregson. 

“On the face of it the case is not a very complex one, though it certainly presents 
some novel and interesting features. A further knowledge of facts is necessary 
before 1 would venture to give a final and definite opinion. By the way, Mr. Baynes, 
did you find anything remarkable besides this note in your examination of the 
house?” 

Ibe detective looked at my friend in a singular way. 

“There were,” said he, “one or two very remarkable things. Perhaps when I have 
finished at the police-station you would care to come out and give me your opinion 
of them.” 

“1 am entirely at your service ” said Sherlock Holmes, ringing the bell. “You 
will show these gentlemen out, Mrs. Hudson, and kindly send the boy with this 
telegram. He is to pay a five-shilling reply.” 

We sat for some time in silence after our visitors had left. Holmes smoked hard, 
with his brows drawn down over his keen eyes, and his head**thrust forward in the 
eager way characteristic of the man. 

“Well, Watson,” he asked, turning suddenly upon me, “what do you make of it?” 

“I can make nothing of this mystification of Scott Eccles.” 

“But the crime?” 

"Well, taken with the disappearance of the man's companions, I should say 
that they were in some way concerned in the murder and had fled from justice.” 

“That is certainly a possible point of view. On the face of it you must admit, 
however, that it is very strange that his two servants should have been in a con- 
spiracy against him and should have attacked him on the o.^e night when he had a 
guest. They had him alone at their mercy every other night .*1 the week.” 

“Then why did they fly?” 

“Quite so. Why did they fly? There is a big fact. Ano*ner big fact is the re- 
markable experience of our client, Scott Eccles. Now, my dear Watson, is it 
beyond the limits of human ingenuity to furnish an explanation which would 
cover both these big facts? If it were one which would also admit of the mysterious 
note with its very curious phraseology, why, then it would be worth accepting as a 
temporary hypothesis. If the fresh facts which come to our knowledge all fit them- 
selves into the scheme, then our hypothesis may gradually become a solution.” 

“But what is our hypothesis?” 

Holmes leaned back in his chair with half-closed eyes. 

“You must admit, my dear Watson, that the idea of a joke is impossible. There 
were grave events afoot, as the sequel showed, and the coaxing of Scott Eccles to 
Wisteria Lodge had some connection with them.” 

“But what possible connection?” 

“Let us take it link by link. There is, on the face of it, something unnatural 
about this strange and sudden friendship between the young Spaniard and Scott 
Eccles. It was the former who forced the pace. He called upon Eccles at the other 
end of London on the very day after he, first met him, and he kept in close touch 
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with hiq* until be got him down to Esher. Now, what did he want with Eccles? 
What could Eccles supply? I see no charm in the man. He is not particularly 
intdligent-not a man likely to be congenial to a quick-witted Latin. Why, then, 
was he picked out from all the other people whom Garcia met as particularly 
suited to his purpose? Has he any one outstanding quality? I say that he has. He is 
the very type of conventional British respectability, and the very man as a witness 
to impress another Briton. You saw yourself how neither of the inspectors dreamed 
of questioning his statement, extraordinary as it was.’’ 

“But what was he to witness?” 

“Nothing, as things turned out, but everything had they gone another way. That 
is how I read the matter.” 

“I see, he might have proved an alibi.” 

“Exactly, my dear Watson; he might have proved an alibi. We will suppose, for 
argument’s sake, that the household of Wisteria Lodge are confederates in some 
design. The attempt, whatever it may be, is to come oflF, we will say, before one 
o'clock. By some juggling of the clocks it is quite possible that they may have got 
Scott Eccles to bed earlier than he thought, but in any case it is likely that when 
Garcia went out of his way to tell him that it was one it was really not more than 
twelve. If Garcia could do whatever he had to do and be back by the hour men- 
tioned he had evidently a powerful reply to any accusation. Here was this iae- 
proachable Englishman ready to swear in any court of law that the accused w^as m 
his house all the time. It was an insurance against the worst.” 

“Yes, yes, I see that. But how about the disappearance of the others?” 

“I have not all my facts yet, but I do not think there are any insuperable diffi- 
culties. Still, it is an error to argue in front of your data. You find yourself insen- 
sibly twisting them round to fit your theories.” 

“And the message?” 

“How did it run? ‘Our own colours, green and white.’ Sounds like racing. ‘Green 
open, white shut.' That is clearly a signal. ‘Main stair, first corridor, seventh right, 
green baize.’ This is an assignabon. We may find a jealous husband at the bottom 
of it all. It was clearly a dangerous quest. She would not have said ‘Godspeed’ had 
it not been so. ‘D’— that should be a guide.” 

“The man was a Spaniard. 1 suggest that ‘D’ stands for Dolores, a common 
female name in Spain.” 

“Good, Watson, very good— but quite inadmissible. A Spaniard would write to a 
Spaniard in Spanish. The writer of this note is certainly English. Well, we can 
only possess our souls in patience until this excellent inspector comes back for us. 
Meanwhile we can thank our lucky fate which has rescued us for a few short hours 
from the insufferable fatigues of idleness.” 

An answer had amved to Holmes’s telegram before our Surrey officer had re- 
turned. Holmes read it and was about to place it in his notebook when he caught 
a glimpse of my expectant face. He tossed it across with a laugh. 

“We are moving in exalted circles,” said he. 

The telegram was a list of names and addresses: 

Lord Harringby, The Dingle; Sir George Ffolliott, Oxshott Towers; Mr. 
Hynes Hynes, J. P., Pulley Place; Mr. James Baker Williams, Forton Old 
Hall; Mr. Henderson, High Gable; Rev. Joshua Stone, Nether Walsling. 
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‘This is a very obvious way of limiting our field of operations," said Holmes. 
“No doubt Baynes, with his methodical mind, has already adopted some similar 
plan." 

“I don’t quite understand." 

"Well, my dear fellow, we have already arrived at the conclusion that the mes- 
sage received by Garcia at dinner was an appointment or an assigns lOn. Now, if 
the obvious reading of it is correct, and in order to keep this tryst one has to ascend 
a main stair and seek the seventh door in a corridor, it is perfectly clear that the 
house is a very large one. It is equally certain that this house cannot be more than a 
mile or two from Oxshott, since Garcia was walking in that direction and hoped, 
according to my reading of the facts, to be back in Wisteria Lodge in time to avail 
himself of an alibi, which would only be valid up to one o'clock. As the number 
of large houses close to Oxshott must be limited, I adopted the obvious method 
of 'lending to the agents mentioned by Scutt Eccles and obtaining a list of tliem. 
Here they are in this telegram, and the other end of our tangled skein must he 
among them." 

It was nearly six o'clock before we found ourselves in the pretty Surrey village 
of Esher, with Inspector Baynes as our companion. 

Holmes and I had taken things for the night, and found comfortable quarters 
at the Bull. Finally we set out in the company of the detective on our visit to 
Wisteria Lodge. It was a cold, dark March evening, with a sharp wind and a fine 
ram beating upon our faces, a fit setting for the wild common over which our road 
passed and the tragic goal to which it led as. 

2. The Tiger of San Pedro 

A cold and melancholy walk of a couple of miles brought us to a high wooden 
gate, which opened into a gloomy avenue of chestnuts. Th? curved and shadowed 
drive led us to a low, dark house, pitch-black against a slate-C' loured sky. From the 
front window upon the left of the door there peeped a gliir ner of a feeble light. 

‘"There's a constable in possession," said Baynes. “I'll kno k at the window." He 
stepped across the grass plot and tapped ^ th his hand on the pane. Through the 
fogged glass I dimly saw a man spring up f^om a chair beside the fire, and heard a 
sharp cry from within the room. An instant later a white-faced, hard-breathing 
policeman had opened the door, the candle wavering in his trembling hand. 

“What's the matter, Walters?" asked Baynes sharply. 

The man mopped his forehead with his handkerchief and gave a long sigh of 
relief. 

“I am glad you have come, sir. It has been a long evening, and I don't think my 
nerve is as good as it was." 

“Your nerve, Walters? I should not have thought you had a nerve in your body." 

“Well, sir, it's this lonely, silent house and the queer thing in the kitchen. Then 
when you tapped at the window I thought it had come again." 

“That what had come again?” 

“The devil, sir, for all I know. It was at the window.” 

“What was at the window, and when?” 

“It was just about two hours ago. The light was just fading. I was sitting reading 
in the chair. I don't know what made me look up, but there was a face looking in 
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at me through the lower pane. Lord^ sir, what a face it wasi TU see it in my dreams.” 

•Tut, tut, Walters. This is not talk for a police-constable.” 

••I know, sir, I know; but it shook me, sir, and there's no use to deny it. It wasn't 
black, sir, nor was it white, nor any colour that I know, but a kind of queer shade 
like clay with a splash of milk in it. Then there was the size of it-it was twice 
yours, sir. And the look of it-the great staring goggle eyes, and the line of white 
teeth like a hungry beast. I tell you, sir, I couldn't move a finger, nor get my breath, 
till it whisked away and was gone. Out I ran and through the shrubbery, but thank 
God there was no one there.” 

“If I didn't know you were a good man, Walters, 1 should put a black mark 
against you for this. If it were the devil himself a constable on duty should never 
thank God that he could not lay his hands upon him. I suppose the whole thing 
is not a vision and a touch of nerves?” 

“That, at least, is very easily settled,” said Holmes, lighting his little pocket 
lantern. “Yes,” he reported, after a short examination of the grass bed, "a number 
twelve shoe, I should say. If he was all on the same scale as his foot he must cer- 
tainly have been a giant.” 

“What became of him?” 

“He seems to have broken through the shrubbery and made for the road.” 

"Well,” said the inspector with a grave and thoughtful face, “whoever he may 
have been, and whatever he may have wanted, he's gone for the present, and we 
have more immediate things to attend to. Now, Mr. Holmes, with your permission, 
I will show you round the house.” 

The various bedrooms and sitting-rooms had yielded nothing to a careful search. 
Apparently the tenants had brought little or nothing with them, and all the 
furniture down to the smallest details had been taken over with the house. A good 
deal of clothing with the stamp of Marx and Co., High Holbom, had been left 
behind. Telegraphic inquiries had been already made which showed that Marx 
knew nothing of his customer save that he was a good payer. Odds and ends, some 
pipes, a few novels, two of them in Spanish, an old-fashioned pinfire revolver, 
and a guitar were among the personal property. 

Nothing in all this,” said Ba 3 mes, stalking, candle in hand, from room to room. 
“But now, Mr, Holmes, I invite your attention to the kitchen.” 

It was a gloomy, high-ceilinged room at the back of the house, with a straw 
litter in one comer, which served apparently as a bed for the cook. The table was 
piled with half-eaten dishes and dirty plates, the debris of last night's dinner. 

“Look at this,” said Baynes. "What do you make of it?” 

He held up his candle before an extraordinary object which stood at the back of 
the dresser. It was so wrinkled and shrunken and withered that it was diflBcult to 
say what it might have been. One could but say that it was black and leathery and 
that it bore some resemblance to a dwarfish, human figure. At first, as I examined 
it, I thought that it was a mummified negro baby, and then it seemed a very 
twisted and ancient monkey. Finally I was left in doubt as to whether it was 
animal or human. A double band of white shells was strung round the centre of it. 

Wery interesting-very interesting, indeed!” said Holmes, peering at this sinister 
relic. “Anything more?” 

In silence Baynes led the way to the sink and held forward his candle. The 
limbs and body of some large, white bird, tom savagely to pieces with the feathers 
still on, were littered all over it. Holmes pointed to the wattles on the severed head. 
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"A white cock," said he. “Most interesting! It is really a very curious case.” 

But Mr. Baynes had kept his most sinister exhibit to the last. From under the 
sink he drew a zinc pail which contained a quantity of blood. Then from the table 
he took a platter heaped with small piec^ of chaned bone. 

“Something has been killed and something has been burned. We raked all these 
out of the fire. Wc had a doctor in this morning. He says that they are not human.” 

Holmes smiled and rubbed his hands. 

“I must congratulate you. Inspector, on handling so distinctive and instructive 
a case. Your powers, if I may say so without offence, seem superior to your 
opportunities.” 

Inspector Baynes's small eyes twinkled with pleasure. 

“You're right, Mr. Holmes. Wc stagnate in the provinces. A case of this sort 
gives a man a chance, and I hope that I shall take it. What do you make of these 
bones?” 

lamb, I should say, or a kid.” 

‘And the white cock?” 

“Curious, Mr. Baynes, very curious. I should say almost unique.” 

“Yes, sir, there must have been some very strange people with some very strange 
ways m this house. One of them is dead. Did his companions follow him and kill 
him? If they did we should have them, for every port is watched. But my own 
views are different Yes, sir, my own views are very different.” ^ 

“You have a theory then?” 

“And ril work it myself, Mr. Holmes. It's only due to my own credit to do so. 
Your name is made, but I have still to make mine. I should be glad to be able to 
say afterw^ards that I had solved it without your help.” 

Holmes laughed good-humouredly. 

“Well, well. Inspector,” said he. “Do you follow your path and I will follow 
mine. My results are always very much at your service if you care to apply to me 
for them. I think that I have seen all that I wish in this house, and that my time 
may be more profitably employed elsewhere. Au reyoir and good luck!” 

I could tell by numerous subtle signs, which might have been lost upi^n anyone 
but myself, that Holmes was on a hot scent. As impassive as ever to the casual 
observer, there were none the less a subdued eagerness and suggestion of tension 
in his brightened eyes and brisker manner which assured me that the game was 
afoot. After his habit he said nothing, and after mine I asked no questions. Suffi- 
cient for me to share the sport and lend my humble help to the capture without 
distracting that intent brain with needless interruption. All would come round to 
me in due time. 

I waited, therefore— but to my ever-deepening disappointment I waited in vain. 
Day succeeded day, and my friend took no step forward. One morning he spent 
in town, and I learned from a casual reference that he had visited the British 
Museum. Save for this one excursion, he spent his days in long and often solitary 
walks, or in chatting with a number of village gossips whose acquaintance he had 
cultivated. 

“I'm sure, Watson, a week in the country will be invaluable to you,” he remarked. 
“It is very pleasant to see the first green shoots upon the hedges and the catkins on 
the hazels once again. With a spud, a tin box, and an elementary book on botany, 
there are instructive days to be spent.” He prowled about with this equipment 
himself, but it was a poor show of plants which he would bring back of an evening. 
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Occasionally in our rambles we came across Inspector Baynes. His fat, red face 
wreathed itself in smiles and his small eyes glittered as he greeted my companion. 
He said little about the case, but from that little we gathered that he also was not 
dissatisfied at the course of events. I must admit, however, that I was somewhat 
surprised when, some five days after the crime, I opened my morning paper to find 
in large letters; 

The Oxshott Mystery 

A SOLUTION 

Arrest of Supposed Assassin 

Holmes sprang in his chair as if he had been stung when I read the headliaes. 

“By Jovel” he cried. “You don't mean that Baynes has got him?” 

“Apparently,” said I as I read the following report: 

“Great excitement was caused in Esher and the neighbouring district when 
it was learned late last night that an arrest had been effected in connection 
with the Oxshott murder. It will be remembered that Mr. Garcia, of Wiste- 
ria Lodge, was found dead on Oxshott Common, his body showing s^s of 
extreme violence, and that on the same night his servant and his cook fled, 
which appeared to show their participation in the crime. It was suggested, 
but never proved, that the deceased gentleman may have had valuables in 
the house, and that their abstraction was the motive of the crime. Every 
effort was made by Inspector Baynes, who has the case in hand, to ascertain 
the hiding place of the fugitives, and he had good reason to believe that 
they had not gone far but were lurking in some retreat which had been 
already prepared. It was certain from the first, however, that they would 
eventually be detected, as the cook, from the evidence of one or two trades- 
people who have caught a glimpse of him through the window, was a man of 
most remarkable appearance-being a huge and hideous mulatto, with yel- 
lowish features of a pronounced negroid type. This man has been seen since 
the crime, for he was detected and pursued by Constable Walters on the 
same evening, when he had the audacity to revisit Wisteria Lodge. Inspector 
Bajmes, considering that such a visit must have some purpose in view and 
was likely, therefore, to be repeated, abandoned the house but left an am 
buscade in the shrubbery. The man walked into the trap and was captured 
last night after a struggle in which Constable Downing was badly bitten by 
the savage. We understand that when the prisoner is brought before the 
magistrates a remand will be applied for by the police, and that great devel- 
opments are hoped from his capture.” 

“Really we must see Baynes at once,” cried Holmes, picking up his hat. “We 
will just catch him before he starts.” We hurried down the village street and 
found, as we had expected, that the inspector was just leaving his lodgings. 

“You've seen the paper, Mr. Holmes?” he asked, holding one out to us. 

“Yes, Baynes, I've seen it. Pray don't think it a liberty if I give you a word of 
friendly warning." 

“Of warning, Mr. Holmes?” 

“I have looked into this case with some care, and I am not convinced that you 
are on the right lines, I don't want you to commit yourself too far unless you are 
sure.” 
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"You're very kind, Mr. Holmes." 

"I assure you I speak for your good." 

It seemed to me that something like a wink quivered for an instant over one 
of Mr. Baynes's tiny eyes. 

"We agreed to work on our own lines, Mr. Holmes. That's what I am doing," 

"Oh, very good," said Holmes. "Don't blame me." 

"No, sir; I believe you mean well by me. But we all have our own systems, Mr. 
Holmes. You have yours, and maybe I have mine." 

"Let us say no more about it." 

"You're welcome always to my news. This fellow is a perfect savage, as strong 
ai a cart-horse and as fierce as the devil. He chewed Downing's thumb nearly off 
before they could master him. He hardly speaks a word of English, and we can get 
nothing out of him but grunts." 

'‘And you think you have evidence that he murdered his late master?" 

“I didn't say so, Mr. Holmes; I didn't say so. We all have our little ways. You 
try yours and I will try mine. That's the agreement." 

Holmes shrugged his shoulders as we walked away together. "I can't make the 
man out. He seems to be riding for a fall. Well, as he says, we must each try our 
own way and sec what comes of it. But there’s something in Inspector Baynes 
which I can't quite understand." 

"Just sit down in that chair, Watson," said Sherlock Holmes when we had re- 
turned to our apartment at the Bull. "I want to put you in touth with the situation, 
as I may need your help to-night. Let me show you the evolution of this case so 
far as I have been able to follow it. Simple as it has been in its leading features, it 
has none the less presented surprising difficulties in the way of an arrest. There 
are gaps in that direction which we have still to fill. 

"We will go back to the note which was handed in to Garcia upon the evening 
of his death. We may put aside this idea of Bajmes's that Garcia's servants were 
concerned in the matter. The proof of this lies in the fact that it was he who had 
arranged for the presence of Scott Eccles, which could only have been done for 
the purpose of an alibi. It was Garcia, then, who had an enterprise, and apparently 
a criminal enterprise, in hand that night in the course of which he met his death. 

1 say ‘criminal' because only a man with a criminal enterprise desires to establish 
an alibi. Who, then, is most likely to have taken his life? Surely the person against 
whom the criminal enterprise was directed So far it seems to me that we arc on 
safe ground. 

"We can now see a reason for the disappearance of Garcia's household. They 
were all confederates in the same unknown crime. If it came off when Garcia 
returned, any possible suspicion would be warded off by the Englishman's evidence, 
and all would be well. But the attempt was a dangerous one, and if Garcia did 
not return by a certain hour it was probable that his own life had been sacrificed. 
It had been arranged, therefore, that in such a case his two subordinates were to 
make for some prearranged spot where they could escape investigation and be in 
a position afterwards to renew their attem^. That would fully explain the facts, 
would it not?" 

The whole inexplicable tangle seemed to straighten out before me. 1 wondered, 
as I always did, how it had not been obvious to me before. 

"But why should one servant return?" 

"We can imagine that in the confusion of flight something precious, something 
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which he could not bear to part with, had been left behind. That would explain 
his persistence, would it not?” 

"Well, what is the next step?” 

The next step is the note received by Garcia at the dinner. It indicates a con- 
federate at the other end. Now, where was the other end? I have already shown 
you that it could only lie in some large house, and that the number of large houses 
is limited. My first days in this village were devoted to a series of walks in which 
in the intervals of my botanical researches I made a reconnaissance of all the large 
houses and an examination of the family history of the occupants. One house, and 
only one, riveted my attention. It is the famous old Jacobean grange of High CabU 
one mile on the farther side of Oxshott, and less than half a mile from the scere 
of the tragedy. The other mansions belonged to prosaic and respectable people 
who live far aloof from romance. But Mr. Henderson, of High Cable, was by all 
accounts a curious man to whom curious adventures might befall. I concentra:ed 
my attention, therefore, upon him and his household. 

‘‘A singular set of people, Watson— the man himself the most singular of rtem 
all. I managed to see him on a plausible pretext, but I seemed to read in his dark, 
deep-set, brooding eyes that he was perfectly aware of my true business. He is a 
man of fifty, strong, active, with iron-gray hair, great bunched black eyebrows, the 
step of a deer, and the air of an emperor— a fierce, masterful man, with a red-hot 
spirit behind his parchment face. He is either a foreigner or has lived long in the 
tropics, for he is yellow and sapless, but tough as whipcord. His fnend and secie- 
tary, Mr. Lucas, is undoubtedly a foreigner, chocolate brown, wily, suave, and cat- 
like, with a poisonous gentleness of speech. You see, Watson, we have come already 
upon two sets of foreigners— one at Wisteria Lodge and one at High Gable- so our 
gaps are beginning to close. 

"These two men, close and confidential friends, are the centre of the household, 
but there is one other person who for our immediate purpose may be even more 
impK)rtant. Henderson has two children— girls of eleven and thirteen. Their govern- 
ess is a Miss Burnet, an Englishwoman of forty or thereabouts. There is also one 
confidential manservant. This little group forms the real family, for they travel 
about together, and Henderson is a great traveller, always on the move. It is only 
within the last few weeks that he has returned, after a year's absence, to High 
Gable. I may add that he is enormously rich, and whatever his whims may be he 
can very easily satisfy them. For the rest, his house is full of butlers, fcotmcu, 
maidservants, and the usual overfed, underworked staff of a large English country- 
house. 

"So much I learned partly from village gossip and partly from my own observa- 
tion. There are no better instruments than discharged servants with a grievance, 
and I was lucky enough to find one. I call it luck, but it would not have come my 
way had I not been looking out for it. As Baynes remarks, we all have our systems. 
It was my system which enabled me to find John Warner, late gardener of High 
Gable, sack^ in a moment of temper by his imperious employer. He in turn had 
friends among the indoor servants who unite in their fear and dislike of their 
master. So I had my key to the secrets of the establishment. 

"Curious people, Watson! I don't pretend to understand it all yet, but very curi- 
ous people anyway. It’s a double-winged house, and the servants live on one side, 
the family on the other. There's no link between the two save for Henderson's 
own servant, who serves the family's meals. Everything is carried to a certain door, 
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which fonns the one connection. Governess and cbSdren hardly go out at all, ex- 
cept into the garden. Henderson never by any chance walks alone. His dark seae* 
tary is like his shadow. The gossip among the servanb is that their master is 
terribly afraid of something. 'Sold his soul to the devil in exchange for money/ 
says Warner, ‘and expects his creditor to come up and claim his own.' Where they 
came from, or who they are, nobody has an idea. They are very violent. Twice 
Henderson has lashed at folk with his dog-whip, and only his long purse and heavy 
compensation have kept him out of the courts. 

“Well, now, Watson, let us judge the situation by this new information. We may 
take it that the letter came out of this strange household and was an invitation to 
Garcia to carry out some attempt which had already been planned. Who wrote the 
note? It was someone within the citadel, and it was a woman Who then but Miss 
Burnet, the governess? All our reasoning seems to point that way. At any rate, we 
may take it as a hypothesis and see what consequences it would entail I may add 
that Miss Burnet's age and character make it certain that my first idea that there 
might be a love interest in our story is out of the question 
“If she wrote the note she was presumably the fnend and confederate of Garcia. 
What, then, might she be expected to do if she heard of his dexith? If he met it 
in some nefarious enterprise her lips might be sealed Still, in her he.tit, she must 
retain bitterness and hatred against thuAC who had killed him and would presum- 
ably help so far as she could to have revenge upon them Coyld we see her, then, 
and try to use her? That was my first thought Bu^ now we come to a sinister 
fact Miss Burnet has not been seen by anv hirn'in eye since night of the 
murdei From that evening she has utterly vanished. Is ^he ihve? Has sh? perhaps 
met her end on ^he dame night th • fnend vliom she had sumimn'^d? Or is 

she merely a prisoner? ITiere .s the vhrh w/* stnl have to decide 

“You will appreciate tlie difficulty of the situation VVabon 7here is nothing 
upon which we can apply for 3 warrant Our whole 5)015^.01%^ might ceem fantastic 
it laid before a magistrate 7Tie .?»onianS disappearance counts f<;r nothing, since 
ui that extraordinary household anv mem ter ot *t might be inviS.ble for a week. 
^li j vet she may at the present nomert be in dan^'ci of her hfe All I can do is to 
Wdtcii ^he House and leave my ai^ent NVarner. on guard at the gates Wc can't let 
su( h i situation continue If the law cm do nothuig we must take the nsk ourselves '' 
“What do you suggest?" 

“I know which is her room It is acce^Mble from the top of an outhouse. My 
suggestion is that you and 1 go to-night and set if we can strike at the very heart 
of the mystery " 

It was not, 1 must confess, a very allunng prospect The old house with its 
atmosphere of murder, the singular and formidable inhabitants, the unknown 
dangers of the approach, and the fact that we were putting ourselves legally in a 
false position all combined to damp my ardour. But there was something in the 
ice-cold reasoning of Holmes which made it impossible to shrink from any ad- 
venture which he might recommend. One knew that thus, and only thus, could a 
solution be found. I clasped his hand in silence, and the die was cast 

But it was not destined that our investigation should have so adventurous an 
ending. It was about five o’clock, and the shadows of the March evening were 
beginning to fall, when an excited rustic rushed into pur room. 

“They’ve gone, Mr. Holmes. They went by the last train. The lady broke away, 
and Tve got her in a cab downstairs.” 
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“Excellent, Warner!" cned Holmes, springing to his feet. “Watson, the gaps are 
closing rapidly." 

In the cab was a woman, half-collapsed from nervous exhaustion She bore upon 
her aquiline and emaciated face the traces of some recent tragedy Her head hung 
listlessly upon her breast, but as she raised it and turned her dull eyes upon us I 
saw that her pupils were dark dots in the centre of the broad gray ins She was 
drugged with opium. 

“I watched at the gate, same as you advised, Mr. Holmes,” said our emissary, 
the discharged gardener. “When the caniage came out I followed it to the station. 
She was like one walking in her sleep, but when they tried to get her into the 
train she came to life and struggled. They pushed her into ttie carnage. She fought 
her way out again I took her part, got her into a cab, and here we are. I shan’t 
forget the face at the carriage window as I led hei away Td have a short life if 
he had his way— the black-eyed, scowling, yellow devil " 

We carried her upstairs, laid her on the sofa, and a couple of cups of the 
strongest coffee soon cleared her brain from the mists of the drug Baynes had 
been summoned by Holmes, and the situation rapidly explained to him 

“Why, sir, you’ve got me the very evidence I want," said the inspector w'armly, 
shaking my friend by the hand “I was on the same scent as you from the first " 

“What! You were after Henderson?" 

“Why, Mr Holmes, v\hen you were crawling in the shrubbery at High Gable I 
was up one of the trees m the plantation and saw you down below It was just who 
would get his evidence first " 

“Then why did you arrest the mulatto^" 

Baynes chuckled 

“I was sure Henderson, as he calls himself, felt that he was suspected, and that 
he would he low and make no move so long as he thought he was in any danger I 
arrested the wrong man to make him believe that our eyes were off him. i knew 
he would be likely to clear off then and give us a chance of getting at Miss Burnet ” 

Holmes laid his hand upon the inspector’s shoulder 

“You will rise high in your profession You have instinct and intuihon," said he. 

Baynes flushed with pleasure 

“I’ve had a plain-clothes man waiting at the station all the week. Wherever the 
High Gable folk go he will keep them in sight But he must have been hard put 
to it when Miss Buniet broke away However, your man picked her up, and it all 
ends well We can't arrest without her evidence, that is clear, so the sooner we 
get a statement the better ’’ 

“Every minute she gets stronger," said Holmes, glancing at the governess. “But 
tell me, Baynes, who is this man Henderson?" 

“Henderson," the inspector answered, “is Don Munllo, once called the Tiger 
of San Pedro.” 

The Tiger of San Pedro! The whole history of the man came back to me in a 
flash. He had made his name as the most lewd and bloodthirsty tyrant that had 
ever governed any country with a pretence to civilization. Strong, fearless, and 
energetic, he had sufficient virtue to enable him to impose his odious vices upon a 
cowering people for ten or twelve years. His name was a terror through all Central 
America. At the end of that time there was a universal rising against him. But he 
was as cunning as he was cruel, and at the first whisper of coming trouble he had 
secretly conveyed his treasures aboard a ship which was manned by devoted ad- 
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herents. It was an empty palace which was stormed by the insurgents next day. 
The dictator, his two children, his secretary, and his wealth had all escaped them. 
From that moment he had vanished from the world, and his identity had been a 
frequent subject for comment in the European press. 

“Yes, sir, Don Murillo, the Tiger of San Pedro,” said Baynes. “If you look it up 
you will find that the San Pedro colours are green and white, same as in the note, 
Mr. Holmes. Henderson he called himself, but I traced him back, Paris and Rome 
and Madrid to Barcelona, where his ship came in in *86. They've been looking for 
him all the time for their revenge, but it is only now that they have begun to 
find him out.” 

“They discovered him a year ago,” said Miss Burnet, who had sat up and was 
now intently following the conversation. “Once already his life has been at- 
tempted, but some evil spirit shielded him Now, again, it is the noble, chivalrous 
Garcia who has fallen, while the monster goes safe. But another will come, and 
yet another, until some day justice will be done; that is as certain as the rise of 
to-morrow’s sun.” Her thin hands clenched, and her worn face blanched with the 
passion of her hatred. 

“But how come you into this matter. Miss Bunict?” asked Holmes. “How can 
an English lady join in such a murderous affair?” 

“I join in it because there is no other way in the world by which justice can be 
gained. What does the law of England care for the rivers of blood shed years ago 
in San Pedro, or for the shipload of treasure which this man has stolen? Tu you 
they are like crimes committed in some other planet. But we know. Wc have 
learned the truth in sorrow and m .suffering. To us there is no fiend in hell like 
Juan Murillo, and no peace in life while his victims still cry for vengeance ” 

“No doubt,” said Holmes, “he was as you sav. I have heard that he was atrocious. 
But how are you affected?” 

“I will tell you it all. lliis villain’s policy was to murder, on one pretext or 
another, every man who showed such promise that he might in time come to be a 
dangerous rival. My husband— yes, my real name is Signora Victor Durando-was 
the San Pedro minister in Ix)n<ion. He met me and married me there. A nobler 
man never lived upon earth. Unhappily, Munllo heard of his excellence, recalled 
him on some pretext, and had him shot. With a premonition of his fate he had 
refused to take me with him. His estates were confiscated, and I was left with a 
pittance and a broken heart. 

“Then came the downfall of the tyrant. He escaped as you have just described. 
But the many whose lives he had ruined, whose nearest and dearest had suffered 
torture and death at his hands, would not let the matter rest. They banded 
themselves into a society which should never be dissolved until the work was done. 
It was my part after we had discovered in the transformed Henderson the fallen 
despot, to attach myself to his household and keep the others in touch with his 
movements. This I was able to do by securing the position of governess in his 
family. He little knew that the woman who faced him at every meal was the 
woman whose husband he had hurried at an hour's notice into eternity. I smiled 
on him, did my duty to his children, and bided my time. An attempt was made in 
Paris and faffed. We zig-zagged swiftly here and there over Europe to throw off the 
pursuers and finally returned to this house, which he had taken.upon his first arrival 
in England. 

“But here also the ministers of justice were waiting. Kndwing that be would re- 
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turn there, Garcia, who is the son of the former highest dignitary in San Pedro, 
was waiting with two trusty companions of humble station, all three fired with 
the same reasons for revenge. He could do little during the day, for Murillo took 
every precaution and never went out save with his satellite Lucas, or Lopez as he 
was known in the days of his greatness. At night, however, he slept alone, and the 
avenger might find him. On a certain evening, which had been prearranged, I sent 
my friend final instructions, for the man was forever on the alert and continually 
changed his room. I was to see that the doors were open and the signal of a green 
or white light in a window which faced the drive was to give notice if all was safe 
or if the attempt had better be postponed. 

"But everything went wrong with us. In some way I had excited the suspicion of 
Lopez, the secretary. He crept up behind me and ^rang upon me just as I had 
finished the note. He and his master dragged me to my room and held judgment 
upon me as a convicted traitress. Then and there they would have plunged their 
knives into me could they have seen how to escape the consequences of the deed. 
Finally, after much debate, they concluded that my murder was too dangerous. 
But they determined to get rid forever of Garcia. They had gagged me, and Murillo 
twisted my arm round until I gave him the address. I swear that he might have 
twisted it off had I understood what it would mean to Garcia. Lopez addressed 
the note which 1 had written, sealed it with his sleeve-link, and sent it by the hand 
of the servant, Jos^. How they murdered him I do not know, save that it was 
Murillo’s hand who struck him down, for Lopez had remained to guard me. I 
believe he must have waited among the gorse bushes through which the path 
winds and struck him down as he passed. At first they were of a mind to let him 
enter the house and to kill him as a detected burglar but they argued that if 
they were mixed up in an inquiry their own identity would at once be publicly 
disclosed and they would be open to further attacks. With the death of Garcia, the 
pursuit might cease, since such a deatl^ might frighten others from the task. 

“All would now have been well for them had it not been for my knowledge of 
what they had done. I have no doubt that there were times when my life hung in 
the balance. 1 was confined to my room, terrorized by the most horrible threats, 
cruelly ill-used to break my spirit— see this stab on my shoulder and the bruises 
from end to end of my arms— and a gag was thrust into my mouth on the one 
occasion when I tried to call from the window. For five days this cruel imprison- 
ment continued, with hardly enough food to hold body and soul together. This 
afternoon a good lunch was brought me, but the moment after I took it I knew 
that I had been drugged. In a sort of dream I remember being half-led, half- 
carried to the carriage; in the same state I was conveyed to the train. Only then, 
when the wheels were almost moving, did I suddenly realize that my liberty lay 
in my own hands. 1 sprang out, they tried to drag me back, and had it not been 
for the help of this good man, who led me to Ae cab, I should never have broken 
away. Now, thank God, I am beyond their power forever.” 

We had all listened intently to this remarkable statement. It was Holmes who 
broke the silence. 

“Our difficulties are not over," he remarked, shaking his head. “Our police work 
ends, but our legal work begins.” 

“Exactiy,” said I. “A plausible lawyer could make it out as an act of self-defence. 
There may be a hundred crimes in &e background, but it is only on this one that 
they can ^ tridd.” 
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“Come, comc,'^ said Baynes cheerily. “I think better of the law than that. Self- 
defence is one thing. To entice a man in cold blood with the object of murdering 
him is another, whatever danger you may fear from him. No. no. we shall all be 
justified when we sec the tenants of High Gable at the next Guildford Assizes.” 

It is a matter of history, however, that a little time was still to elapse before the 
Tiger of San Pedro should meet with his deserts. Wily and bold, he and his com- 
panion threw their pursuer off their track by entering a lodging-house in Edmonton 
Street and leaving by the back-gate into Curzon Square. From^that day they were 
seen no more in England. Some six months afterwards the Marquess of Montalva 
and Signor Ruili. his secretary, were both murdered in their rooms at the Hotel 
Escurial at Madrid. The crime was ascribed to Nihilism, and the murderers were 
never arrested. Inspector Baynes visited us at Baker Street with a printed descrip- 
tion of the dark face of the secretary, and of the masterful features, the magnetic 
black eyes, and the tufted brows of his master. We could not douM that justice, 
if belated, had come at last. 

“A chaotic case, my dear Watson,” said Holmes over an evening pipe. Tit will not 
be possible for you to present it in that compact form which is dear to your heart. 
It covers two continents, concerns two groups of mysterious persons, and is further 
complicated by the highly respectable presence of our friend, Scott Eccles, whose 
inclusion shows me that the deceased Garcia had a scheming mind and a well- 
developed instinct of self-preservation. It is remarkable only for the fact that amid 
a perfect jungle of possibilities we, with our worthy collaborator, the inspector, 
have kept our close hold on the essentials and so been guided along the crooked 
anc winding path. Is there any point which is not quite clear to you’” 

“The object of the mulatto cook's return?” 

“I think that the strange creature in the kitchen may account for it. The man 
was a primitive savage from the backwoods of San Pedro, and this was his fetish. 
When his companion and he had fled to some prearranged retreat— already oc- 
cupied, no doubt by a confederate— the companion had persuaded him to leave so 
compromising an article of fumi*'»’re. But the mulatto's heart was with it, and he 
was driven back to it next day, when, on reconnoitring through the window, he 
found policeman Walters in possession. He waited three days longer, and then his 
piety or his superstition drove him to try oiice more. Inspector Baynes, who, with 
his usual astuteness, had minimized the incident before me, had really recognized 
its importance and had left a trap into which the creature walked. Any other 
point. Watson?” 

“The torn bird, the pail of blood, the charred bones, all the mystery of that 
weird kitchen?” 

Holmes smiled as he turned up an entry in his notebook. 

“I spent a morning in the British Museum reading up on that and other points. 
Here is a quotation f^om Eckermann's Voodooism and the Negroid Religions: 

The true voodoo-worshipper attempts nothing of importance without cer- 
tain sacrifices which are intended to propitiate his unclean gods. In wtreme 
cases these rites take the form of human sacrifices followed by cannibalism. 
The more usual victims are a white cock, which is plucked in pieces alive, or 
a black goat, whose throat is cut and body burned. 

“So you see our savage friend was very orthodox in his ritual. It is grotesque, 
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Watson,'" Holmes added, as he slowly fastened his notebook, as I have had 
occasion to remark, there is but one step from the grotesque to the horrible." 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE CARDBOARD BOX 

In choosing a few typical cases which illustrate the remarkable mental qualities of 
my friend, Sherlock Holmes, I have endeavoured, as far as possible, to select those 
which presented the minimum of sensationalism, while offering a fair field for his 
talents. It is, however, unfortunately impossible entirely to separate the sensational 
from the criminal, and a chronicler is left in the dilemma that he must either 
sacrifice details which are essenbal to his statement and so give a false impression 
of the problem, or he must use matter which chance, and not choice, has provided 
him with. With this short preface I shall turn to my notes of what proved to be a 
strange, though a peculiarly terrible, chain of events. 

It was a blazing hot day in August. Baker Street was like an oven, and the glare 
of the sunlight upon the yellow brickwork of the house across the road was painful 
to the eye. It was hard to believe that these were the same walls which loomed so 
gloomily through the fogs of winter. Our blinds were half-drawn, and Holmes lay 
curled upon the sofa, reading and re-reading a letter which he had received by the 
morning post. For myself, my term of service in India had trained me to stand 
heat better than cold, and a thermometer at ninety was no hardship. But' the 
morning paper was uninteresting. Parliament had nsen. Everybody was out of 
town, and I yearned for the glades of the New Forest or the shingle of Southsea. 
A depleted bank account had caused me to postpone my holiday, and as to my 
companion, neither the country nor 'the sea presented the slightest attracbon to 
him. He loved to he in the very cenbe of five millions of people, with his filaments 
sbetchmg out and running through them, responsive to every little rumour or 
suspicion of unsolved crime. Appreciation of nature found no place among his 
many gifts, and his only change was when he turned his mind from the evil-doer 
of the town to back down his brother of the country. 

Finding that Holmes was too absorbed for conversabon I had tossed aside the 
barren paper, and leaning back in my chair I fell into a brown study. Suddenly 
my companion’s voice broke in upon my thoughts: 

"You are nght, Watson,” said he, "It does seem a most preposterous way of 
settling a dispute." 

"Most preposterous!" I exclaimed, and then suddenly realizing how he had 
echoed the inmost thought of my soul, I sat up in my chair and stared at him in 
blank amazement. 

"What is this, Holmes?" I cried. "This is beyond anything which I could have 
imagined." 

He laughed heartily at my perplexity. 

"You remember," said he, "that some little time ago when I read you the pas- 
sage in one of Poe's sketches in which a close reasoner follows the unspoken 
thoughts of his companion, you were inclined to beat the matter as a mere tour- 
de-force of the author. On my temarking that I was constantly in the habit of 
doing the same thing you expressed incredulity." 
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m nol” 

‘‘Perhaps not with your tongue, my dear Watson, but certainly with your eye- 
brows. So when I saw you throw down your paper and enter upon a train of 
thought, I was very happy to have the opportunity of reading it off, and eventually 
of breaking into it, as a proof that I had been in rapport with you.” 

But I was still far from satisfied. “In the example which you read to me,” said 
I, “the reasoner drew his conclusions from the actions of the man whom he ob- 
served. If I remember right, he stumbled over a heap of stones, looked up at the 
stars, and so on. But I have been seated quietly in my chair, and what clues can I 
have given you?” 

“You do yourself an injustice. The features are given to man as the means by 
which he shall express his emoHons, and yours are faithful servants.” 

“Do you mean to say that you read my train of thoughts from my features?” 

“Your features and especially your eyes. Perhaps you cannot yourself recall how 
your reverie commenced?” 

“No, I cannot.” 

“Then I will tell you. After throwing down your paper, which was the action 
which drew my attention to you, you sat for half a minute with a vacant expres- 
sion. Then your eyes fixed themselves upon your newly framed picture of General 
Gordon, and I saw by the alteration in your face that a train of thought had been 
started. But it did not lead very far. Your eyes flashed across to the unframed 
portrait of Henry Ward Beecher which stands upon the top of your books. Then you 
glanced up at the wall, and of course your meaning was obvious. You were think- 
ing that if the portrait were framed it would just cover that bare space and corre- 
spond with Gordon's picture over there.” 

“You have followed me wonderfully!” I exclaimed. , 

“So far I could hardly have gone astray. But now your thoughts went back to 
Beecher, and you looked hard across as if you were studying the character in his 
features. Then your eyes ceased to pucker, but you continued to look across, and 
your face was thoughtful. You were recalling the incidents of Beecher's career. I 
was well aware that you could not do this without thinking of the mission which 
he undertook on behalf of the North at the time of the Civil War, for 1 remember 
your expressing your passionate indignation at the way in which he was received 
by the more turbulent of our people. You fell so strongly about it that I knew you 
could not think of Beecher without thinking of that also. When a moment later 
I saw your eyes wander away from the picture, I suspected that your mind had 
now turned to the Civil War, and when I obswed that your lips set, your eyes 
sparkled, and your hands clenched I was positive tfiat you were indeed thinking 
of the gallantry which was shown by both sides in that desperate struggle. But 
then, again, your face grew sadder; you shook your head. You were dwelling upon 
the sadness and horror and useless waste of life. Your hand stole towards yonr own 
old wound and a smile quivered on your lips, which showed me that the ridiculous 
side of this method of settling international questions had forced itself upon your 
mind. At this point I agreed with you that it was preposterous and was glad to 
find that all my deductions had been conect.” 

“Absolutely!” said I. “And now that you have explained it, I confess that I am 
as amazed as before.” 

“It was very superficial, my dear Watson, I assure yOu« I should pot have intruded 
it upon your attention had you not shown some incredulity the other day. But I 

5S9 



have in my hands here a little problem which may prove to be more difficult of 
solution than my small essay in thought reading. Have you observed in the paper 
a short paragraph referring to the remarkable contents of a packet sent through the 
post to Miss Cushing, of Cross Street, Croydon?*' 

“No, 1 saw nothing.” 

“Ah! then you must have overlooked it. Just toss it over to me. Here it is, under 
the financial column. Perhaps you would be good enough to read it aloud.” 

I picked up the paper which he had throum back to me and read the paragraph 
indicated. It was helded, "A Gruesome Packet.” 

“Miss Susan Cushing, living at Cross Street, Croydon, has been made the 
victim of what must be regarded as a peculiarl)) revolting practical joke un- 
less some more sinister meaning should prove to be attached to the incident. 
At two o'clock yesterday afternoon a small packet, wrapped in brown paper, 
was handed in by the postman. A cardboard box was inside, which was filled 
with coarse salt. On emptying this, Miss Cushing was horrified to find two 
human ears, apparently quite freshly severed. The box had been sent by 
parcel post from Belfast upon the morning before. There is no indication 
as to the sender, and the matter is the more mysterious as Miss Cushing, who 
IS a maiden lady of fifty, has led a most retired life, and has so few acquaint- 
ances or correspondents that it is a rare event for her to receive anything 
through the post. Some years ago, however, when she resided at Penge, she 
let apartments in her house to three young medical students, whom she was 
obliged to get nd )f on account of their noisy and irregular habits. The 
police are of opinio*, that th^s outrage may have been perpetrated upon Miss 
Cushing by these youths, who owed her a grudge and who hoped to frighten 
her by sending her these relics of the dissecting-rooms. Some probability is 
lent to the theoiy by the fact that<one of these students came from the north 
of Ireland, and, to the best of Miss Cushing's belief, from Belfast. In the 
meantime, the matter is being actively investigated, Mr. Lestrade, one of 
the very smartest of our detective officers, being in charge of the case." 

“So much for the Daily Chronicle/* said Holmes as I finished reading. "Now for 
our fnend Lestrade, 1 had a note from him this morning, in which he says: 

"I think that this case is very much in your line. We have every hope of 
clearing the matter up, but we find a little difficulty in getting anything to 
work upon. We have, of course, wired to the Belfast post-office, but a large 
number of parcels were handed in upon that day, and they have no means 
of identifying this particular one, or of remembering the sender. The box 
is a half-pound box of honeydew tobacco and does not help us in any way. 
The medical student theory still appears to me to be the most feasible, but 
if you should have a few hours to spare I should be very happy to see you 
out here. I shall be either at the house or in the police-station all day. 

What say you, Watson? Can you rise superior to the heat and run down to Croydon 
with me on the off chance of a case for your annals?” 

"I was longing for something to do.” 

“You shall have it then. Ring for our boots and tell them to order a cab. I'll be 
back in a moment when I have changed my dressing-gown and filled my cigar-case.” 

A shower of rain fell while we were m the train, and the heat was far less op- 
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prcssive in Croydon than in town. Holmes had sent on a wire, so that Lestrade, as 
wiry, as dapper, and as ferret-like as ever, was waiting for us at the station. A walk 
of five minutes took us to Cross Street, where Miss Cushing resided. 

It was a very long street of two-story brick houses, neat and prim, with whitened 
stone steps and little groups of aproned women gossiping at the doors. Halfway 
down, Lestrade stopped and tapped at a door, which was opened by a small servant 
girl. Miss Cushing was sitting in the front room, into which we were ushered. 
She was a placid-faced woman, with large, gentle eyes, and grizzled hahr curving 
down over her temples on each side. A worked antimacassar laf upon her lap and 
a basket of coloured silks stood upon a stool beside her. 

“They are in the outhouse, those dreadful things," said she as Lestrade entered. 
“I wish that you would take them away altogether." 

"So I shall, Miss Cushing. I only kept them here until my friend, Mr. Holmes, 
should have seen them in your presence." 

"Why in my presence, sir?" 

"In case he wished to ask any questions." 

"What is the use of asking me questions when I tell you 1 know nothing what- 
ever about it?" 

“Quite so, madam," said Holmes in his soothing way. "I have no doubt that 
you have been annoyed more than enough already over this business." 

"Indeed, I have, sir. I am a quiet woman and live a retired life. It is something 
new for me to see my name in the papers and to find the police in my house. I 
won't have those things in here, Mr. Lestrade. If you wish to see them you must 
go to the outhouse." 

It was a small shed in the narrow garden which ran behind the house. Lestrade 
went in and brought out a yellow cardboard box, with a piece of brown paper and 
some string. There was a bench at the end of the path, and we all sat down while 
Holmes examined, one by one, the articles which Lestrade had handed to him. 

"The string is exceedingly interesting," he remarked, holding it up to the light 
and sniffing at it. "What do you make of this string, Lestrade?" 

"It has been tarred." 

"Precisely. It is a piece of tarred twine. You have also, no doubt, remarked that 
Miss Cushing has cut the cord with a scissors, as can be seen by the double fray 
on each side. This is of importance." 

"I cannot see the importance,” said Lestrade. 

"The importance lies in the fact that the knot is left intact, and that this knot 
is of a peculiar character." 

"It is very neatly tied. I had already made a note to that effect," said Lestrade 
complacently. 

"So much for the string, then," said Holmes, smiling, "now for the box wrapper. 
Brown paper, with a distinct smell of coffee. What, did you not observe it? I think 
there can be no doubt of it. Address printed in rather straggling characters: ‘Miss 
S, Cushing, Cross Street, Croydon.' Done with a broad-pointed pen, probably a J, 
and with very inferior ink. The word ‘Croydon' has been originally spelled with 
an ‘i/ which has been changed to ‘y.' The parcel was directed, then, by a man— the 
printing is distinctly masculine— of limited education and unacquainted with the 
town of Croydon. So far, so good I The box is a yellow, half-pound honeydew box, 
with nothing distinctive save two thumb marks at the left bottom comer. It is 
filled with rough salt of the quality used for preserving hides and other of the 

531 



coarser commercial purposes. And embedded m it are these very singular enclo- 
sures/’ 

He took out the two ears as he spoke, and laying a board across his knee he 
examined them minutely, while Lestrade and I, bending forward on each side of 
him, glanced alternately at these dreadful relics and at the thoughtful, eager face 
of our companion. Finally he returned them to the box once more and sat for a 
while in deep meditation. 

‘‘You have observed, of course,” said he at lastt "that the ears are not a pair.” 

"Yes, I have noticed that. But if this were the practical joke of some students 
from the dissecting-rooms, it would be as easy for them to send two odd ears 
as a pair.” 

“Precisely. But this is not a practical joke.” 

“You are sure of it?” 

“Tlie presumption is strongly against it. Bodies in the dissecting-rooms are in- 
jected with preservative fluid. These ears bear no signs of this. They are fresh, 
too. They have been cut off with a blunt instrument, which would hardly happen 
if a student had done it. Again, carbolic or rectified spirits would be the preserva- 
tives which would suggest themselves to the medical mind, certainly not rough salt. 
I repeat that there is no practical joke here, but that wc are investigating a serious 
crime.” 

A vague thrill ran through me as 1 listened to my companion's words and saw 
the stem gravity which had hardened his features. This brutal preliminary seemed 
to shadow forth some strange and inexplicable horror in the background. Lestrade, 
however, shook his head like a man who is only half convinced. 

“There are objections to the joke theory, no doubt,” said he, “but there are 
much stronger reasons against the other. We know that this woman has led a 
most quiet and lespectable life at Penge and here for the last twenty years. She 
has hardly been away from her home for a day during that time. Why on earth, 
then, should any criminal send her the proofs of his guilt, especially as, unless she is 
a most consummate actress, she understands quite as little of the matter as we do?” 

‘That is the problem which we have to solve,” Holmes answered, “and for my 
part I shall set about it by presuming that my reasoning is conect, and that a 
double murder has been committed. One of these ears is a woman’s, small, finely 
formed, and pierced for an earring. The other is a man's, sun-burned, discoloured, 
and also pierced for an earring. These two people are presumably dead, or wc 
should have heard their story before now. To-day is Friday, The packet was posted 
on lliursday morning. The tragedy, then, occurred on Wednesday or Tuesday, 
or earlier. If the two people were murdered, who but their murderer would have 
sent this sign of his work to Miss Cushing? We may take it that the sender of the 
packet is the man whom we want. But he must have some strong reason for sending 
Miss Cushing this packet. What reason then? It must have been to tell her that 
the deed was donel or to pain her, perhaps. But in that case she knows who it 
is. Does she know? I doubt it. If she knew, why should she call the police in? She 
might have buried the ears, and no one would have been the wiser. That is what 
she would have done if she had wished to shield the criminal. But if she does 
not wish to shield him she would give his name. There is a tangle here which 
needs straightening out.” He l^ad been talking in a high, quick voice, staring 
blankly up over the garden fence, but now he sprang briskly to his feet and walked 
towards house. 
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*"1 have a few questions to ask Miss Cushing/' said he. 

"In that case I may leave you here,” said Lestrade, “for I have another small 
business on hand. I think that I have nothing further to learn from Miss Cushing. 
You will find me at the police-station." 

“We shall look in on our way to the train," answered Holmes. A moment later 
he and I were back in the front room, where the impassive lady was still quietly 
working away at her antimacassar. put it down on her lap as we entered and 
looked at us with her frank, searching blue eyes. 

“I am convinced, sir," she said, “that this matter is a mistake, and that the 
parcel was never meant for me at all. I have said this several times to the gentleman 
from Scotland Yard, but he simply laughs at me. I have not an enemy in the 
world, as far as I know, so why should anyone play me such a trick?” 

“I am coming to be of the same opinion. Miss Cushing," said Holmes, taking 
a seat beside her. "I think that it is more than probable — ” he paused, and I was 
surprised, on glancing round to see that he was staring with singular intentness at 
the ^idy’s profile. Surprise and satisfaction were both for an instant to be read 
upon his eager face, though when she glanced round to find out the cause of his 
silence he had become as demure as ever. I stared hard myself at her flat, grizzled 
hair, her trim cap, her little gilt earrings, her placid features; but I could see 
nothing which could account for my companion's evident excitement. 

“There were one or two questions — ” 

“Oh. 1 am weary of questionsr' cried Miss Cushing impatiently. 

"You have sisters, I believe.” 

“How could you know that?” 

“I observed the very instant that I entered the room that you have a portrait 
group of three ladies upon the mantelpiece, one of whom is undoubtedly yourself, 
W’hile the others are so exceedingly like you that there could be no doubt of the 
lelalionship." 

“Yes, you are quite right. Those are my sisters, Sarah and Mary." 

“And here at my elbow is another portrait, taken at Liverpool, of your younger 
sister, in the company of a man who appe.ars to be a steward by his uniform. I 
observe that she was unmarried the time.” 

“You are very' quick at observing.” 

“ITiat is my trade,” 

“Well, you are quite right. But she was mamed to Mr, Browner a few days 
afterwards. He was on the South Amencan line when »^hat was tal en, but he was 
so fond of her that he couldn't abide to leave her for so long, and he got into the 
Liverpool and London boats.” 

“Ah, the Conqueror, perhaps?” 

“No, the May Day, when last I heard. Jim came down here to see me once. 
That was before he broke the pledge; but afterwards he would always take drink 
when he was ashore, and a little drink would send him stark, staring mad. Ahl 
it was a bad day that ever he took a glass in his hand again. First he dropped me, 
then he quarrelled with Sarah, and now that Mary has stopped writing we don't 
know how things are going with them.” 

It was evident that Miss Cushing had come upon a subject on which she felt 
very deeply. Like most people who lead a lonely life, she was shy at first, but ended 
by becoming extremely communicative. She told us many details about her brother- 
in-law the steward, and then wandering off on the subject of her former lodgers, 



the medical students, she gave us a long account of theit delinquencies, with their 
names and those of their hospitals. Holmes listened attentively to everything, 
throwing in a question from time to time. 

“About your second sister, Sarah," said he. “I wonder, since you are both maiden 
ladies, that you do not keep house together." 

“Ahl you don't know Sarah's temper or you would wonder no more. I tried it 
when I came to Croydon, and we kept on until about two months ago, when we 
had to part. I don't want to say a word against my own sister, but she was always 
meddlesome and hkrd to please, was Sarah." 

“You say that she quanelled with your Liverpool relations.” 

“Yes, and they were the best of fdends at one time. Why, she went up there 
to live in order to be near them. And now she has no word hard enough for Jim 
Browner. The last six months that she was here she would speak of nothing but 
his drinking and his ways. He had caught her meddling, I suspect, and given her 
a bit of his mind, and that was the start of it." 

“Thank you. Miss Cushing," said Holmes, rising and bowing. “Your sister Sarah 
lives, I think you said, at New Street, Wallington? Good-bye, and I am very sorry 
that you should have been troubled over a case with which, as you say, you have 
nothing whatever to do." 

There was a cab passing as we came out, and Holmes hailed it. 

“How far to Wallington?" he asked. 

“Only about a mile, sir." 

“Very good. Jump m, Watson. We must strike while the iron is hot. Simple 
as the case is, there have been one or two very instructive details in connection 
with it. Just pull up at a telegraph office as you pass, cabby." 

Holmes sent off a short wire and for the rest of the drive lay back m the cab, 
with his hat tilted over his nose to keep the sun from his face. Our driver pulled 
up at a house which was not unlike^ the one which we had just quitted. My com- 
panion ordered him to wait, and had his hand upon the knocker, when the door 
opened and a grave young gentleman in black, with a very shiny hat, appeared on 
the step. 

“Is Miss Cushing at home?” asked Holmes. 

“Miss Sarah Cushing is extremely ill," said he. “She has been suffering since 
yesterday from brain symptoms of great severity. As her medical adviser, I cannot 
possibly take the responsibility of allowing anyone to see her. I should recommend 
you to call again in ten days." He drew on his gloves, closed the door, and marched 
off down the street. 

“Well, if we can’t we can't,” said Holmes, cheerfully, 

“Perhaps she could not or would not have told you much.” 

“I did not wish her to tell me anything. I only wanted to look at her. However, 
I think that I have got all that I want. Drive us to some decent hotel, cabby, where 
we may have some lunch, and afterwards we shall drop down upon friend I^trade 
at the police-station." 

We had a pleasant little meal together, during which Holmes would talk about 
nothing but violins, narrating with great exultation how he had purchased his own 
Stradivarius, which was worth at least five hundred guineas, at a Jew broker's in 
Tottenham Court Road for fifty-five shillings. This led him to Paganini, and we 
sat for an hour over a bottle of claret while he told me anecdote after anecdote 
of that extraordinary man. The afternoon was far advanced and the hot glare had 



softened into a mellow glow before we found ourselves at the police-station. Le* 
strade was waiting for us at the door. 

*'A telegram for you, Mr. Holmes/' said he. 

“Hal It is the answerl" He tore it open, glanced his eyes over it, and crumpled .. 
it into his pocket, “That's all right,” said he. 

“Have you found out anything?” 

“I have found out everything!” 

“What!” Lestrade stared at him in amazement. “You are joking.” 

“I was never more serious in my life. A shocking crime has been committed, 
and I think 1 have now laid bare every detail of it.” 

“And the criminal?” 

Holmes scribbled a few words upon the back of one of his visiting cards and 
threw it over to Lestrade. 

“That is the name,” he said. “You cannot effect an arrest until to-morrow night 
at the earliest. I should prefer that you do not mention my name at all in connec- 
tion with the case, as 1 choose to be only associated with those crimes which present 
some difiBculty in their solution. Come on, Watson.” We strode off together to 
the station, leaving Lestrade still staring with a delighted face at the card which 
Holmes had thrown him. 

“The case,” said Sherlock Holmes as we chatted over our cigars that night in 
our rooms at Baker Street, “is one where, as in the investigations which you have 
chronicled under the names of ‘A Study m Scarlet' and of ‘The Sign of Four,' we 
have been compelled to reason backward from effects to causes. 1 have written 
to Lestrade asking him to supply us with the details which are now wanting, and 
which he will only get after he has secured his man. That he may be safely trusted 
to do, for although he is absolutely devoid of reason, he is as tenacious as a bulldog 
when he once understands what he has to do, and, indeed, it is just this tenacity 
which has brought him to the top at Scotland Yard.” 

“Your case is not complete, then?” I asked. 

“It IS fairly complete in essentials. We know who the author of the revolting 
business is, although one of the victims still escapes us. Of course, you have formed 
your own conclusions.” 

“I presume that this Jim Browner, the sWward of a Liverpool boat, is the man 
whom you suspect?” 

"Oh! it is more than a suspicion.” 

“And yet I cannot see anything save very vague indications.” 

“On the contrary, to my mind nothing could be more clear. Let me run over 
the principal steps. We approached the case, vou remember, with an absolutely 
blank mind, which is always an advantage. We had formed no theories. We were 
simply there to observe and to draw inferences from our observations. What did 
we see first? A very placid and respectable lady, who seemed quite innocent of 
any secret, and a portrait which showed me that she had two younger sisters. It 
instantly flashed across my mind that the box might have been meant for one of 
these. I set the idea aside as one which could be disproved or confirmed at our 
leisure. Then we went to the garden, as you remember, and we saw the very singular 
contents of the little yellow box. 

“The string was of the quality which is used by sailmakers aboard ship, and 
at once a whiff of the sea was perceptible in our investigation. When I observed 



that the knot was one which is popular with sailors, that the parcel had been 
posted at a port, and that the male car was pierced for an earring which is so much 
more common among sailors than landsmen, I was quite certain that all the actors 
in the tragedy were to be found among our seafanng classes 
“When I came to examine the address of the packet I observed that it was to 
Miss S Cushing Now, the oldest sister would, of course, be Miss Cushing, and 
although her initial was ‘S' it might belong to one of the others as well In that 
case we should have to commence our investigation from a fresh basis altogether 
I therefore went into the house with the intention of cleanng up this point I 
was about to assure Miss Cushing that I was convinced that a mistake had been 
made when you may remember that I came iudderly to a stop The fact was that 
I had )ust seen something which filled me with surprise and at the same time 
narrowed the field of our inquiry immensely 
“As a medical man, you are aware Watson, that there is no part of the body 
which vanes so much as the human ear Each ear is as a rule quite distinctive 
and differs from all other ones In last year’s Anthropological Journal vou ^^ill find 
two short monographs from my pen upon *he sub)cx:t I had, therefoie, examined 
the ears m the box with the f^yfs of an expert and hid carefully noted their ana- 
tomical pecuhanties Imagine m\ surpuse ♦^hen, when on looking at Miss Cushing 
I perceived that her ear conesp mded txartU with thr t maic eai which I had just 
inspected The matter w is entirely Levond cuin^,idencc There was the ^ame short 
enmg of the pinna the same bioad curve of the upper lobe, ih( smie couvolution 
of the inner cartilage In all essentials >t was the ^ame ear 

“Of course I at onct saw the enormous importance ot the observation It was 
evident that tlie victim was a blood relation, and prob<jhly a close one I began 
to talk to her about her family anc von ''miernber that she at once give us some 
exceedingly valuable details 

“In the first place, hci sister a nani*'^ Was Saiah, a A her address Pad until re 
centlv been tht same, so that it was ^uite obnous how' the mistake had occurred 
and for whom the packet was me ml Hi'm we heard cf thii> steward, married to 
the third :>ister and learned that he hid at out time been iU intimate with Miss 
barah that she had actually gent up to I ivtrpi oi to be near the Brovners, but a 
qiurrel had afteivards duided them This q urel had put a stop to dll Lommuni- 
rations for some months, so that if Biown^r nu occasion to addrtas a packet to 
Miss Sarah he would undoubtedly ha^e done so t^ hei old address 

“And now tne matter had begun t<‘ trait nteu itself out wonderfullv We had 
learned of the existence of thi^ steward, an impulsive man, of strong passions— 
vou remember that he threw up what most have been a very superior berth in 
order to be nearer to his wife-subject, t^u, to occasional fi*^s of hard drinking 
We had reason to believe that his wife had i^een murdered, and that a man— 
presumably a seafanng man -had been murdered at the same time Jealousy, of 
course, at once suggests itself as the motive for the enme And why should these 
proofs of the deed be sent to Miss Sarah Cushing^ Probably because durmg her 
residence in Liverpool she had some hand in bnnging about the events which led 
to the tragedy. You will observe that this line of boats calls at Belfast, Dublin, 
and Waterford, so that, presuming that Browner had committed the deed and had 
embarked at once upon his steamer, the May Day, Belfast would be the first place 
at which he could post his terrible packet 
“A second solution was at this stage obviously possible, aixl although I thought 
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it exceedingly unlikely, I was determined to eluddate it before going further. An 
unsuccessful lover mi^t have killed Mr. and Mrs. Browner, and the male ear 
might have belonged to the husband. There were many grave objections to this 
theory, but it was conceivable. I therefore sent o& a telegram to my friend Algar, 
of the Liverpool force, and asked him to find out if Mrs. Browner were at home, 
and if Browner had departed in the May Day. Then we went on to Wallington 
to visit Miss Sarah. 

“I was curious, in the first place, to see how far the family ear had been repro- 
duced in her. Then, of course, she might give us very important information, but 
I was not sanguine that she would. She must have heard of the business the day 
before, since all Croydon was ringing with it, and she alone could have under- 
stood for whom the packet was meant. If she had been willing to help justice she 
would probably have communicated with tiie police already. However, it was clearly 
our duty to see her, so we went. We found that the news of the arrival of the 
packet— for her illness dated from that time— had such an effect upon her as to 
bring on brain fever. It was clearer than ever that she understood its full signifi- 
cance, but equally clear that we should have to wait some time for any assistance 
from her. 

'•However, we were really independent of her help. Our answers were waiting 
for us at the police-station, where I had directed Algar to send them. Nothing 
could be more conclusive. Mrs. Browner's house had been closed for more than 
three days, and the neighbours were of opinion that she had gone south to see 
her relatives. It had been ascertained at the shipping offices that Browner had 
left aboard of the May Day, and I calculate that she is due in the Thames to- 
morrow night. When he arrives he will be met by the obtuse but resolute Lestrade, 
and I have no doubt that we shall have all our details filled in.*’ 

Sherlock Holmes was not disappointed m his expectations. Two days later he 
received a bulky envelope, which contained a short note from the detective, and 
a typewritten document, which c 'vered several pages of foolscap, 

"Lestrade has got him all right/' said Holmes, glancing up at me. "Perhaps it 
would interest you to hear what he says. 

"My dear Mr. Holmes; 

"In accordance with the scheme which we had formed in order to test 
our theories*’ [“the Sve’ is rather fine, Watson, is it not?”] "I went down to 
the Albert Dock yesterday at 6 p, m., and boarded the S. S. May Day, be- 
longing to the Liverpool, Dublin, and London Steam Packet Company. On 
inquiry, I found that there was a steward on board of the name of James 
Browner and that he had acted during the voyage in such an extraordinary 
manner that the captain had been compdled to relieve him of his duties* 
On descending to his berth, I found him seated upon a chest with his head 
sunk upon his hands, rocking himself to and fro. He is a big, powerful chap, 
clean-shaven, and very swarthy— something like Aldridge, who helped us in 
the bogus laundry affair. He jumped up when he heard my business, and I 
had my whistle to my lips to call a couple of nver police, who were round 
the comer, but he seemed to have no heart in him, and he bdd out his 
hands quietly enough for the darbies. We brought him along to the cells, 
and his box as well, for wc thought there might be something incriminat- 
ing; but, bar a big sharp knife such as most sailors have, we got nothing 
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fw our tnmUe. However, we find that we shall want no more evidence 
for on being bron^t befm tiie inspector at the station he adced leave to 
make a statement, which was, of course, taken down, just as he made it, by 
our shorthand man. We had three copies typewritten, one of which I enclose. 
The a£Eair proves, as I always thought it would, to be an extremdy simple 
one, but I am obliged to you for assisting me in my investigation. With 

‘Toun very truly, 

^G. Lestrade. 


The investigation really was a veiy simple oncy"* remarked Holmes* *1>ut 
I don’t think it struck him in that light when he Srst called us in. However* let 
us see what Jim Browner has to say for himself. This is his statement as made 
before Inspector Montgomery at the Shadwell Police Station* and it has the ad- 
vantage of being verbatim.’’ 


* ’Have I anything to say? Yes* I have a deal to say. I have to make a clean breast 
of it all. You can hang me* or you can leave me alone. I don’t care a plug which 
you do. I tell you Pve not shut an eye in sleep since I did it* and I don’t believe 
I ever will again until I get past all waking. Sometimes it’s his face* but most 
generally it’s hers. I’m never without one or the other before me. He looks frown- 
ing and black-lflce* but she has a kind o* surprise upon her face. Ay* the white 
lamb* she might well be surprised when she read death on a face that had seldom 
looked anything but love upon her before. 

^’But it was Sarah’s fault* and may the curse of a broken man put a blight 
on her and set the blood rotting in her veinsi It’s not that I want to clear myself. 
I know that I went back to drink* like the beast that I was. But she would have 
forgiven me; she would have stuck as close to me as a rope to a block if that woman 
had never darkened our door. For Sarah Cushing loved me— that’s the root of the 
business— she loved me until all her lo^e turned to poisonous hate when she knew 
that I thought more of my wife’s footmark in the mud than I did of her whole 
body and soul. 

“ There were three sisters altogether. The old one was just a good woman* the 
second was a devil* and the third was an angel. Sarah was thirty-three* and Mary 
was twenty-nine when I married. We were just as happy as the day was long when 
we set up house together* and in all Liverpool there was no better woman than 
my Mary. And then we asked Sarah up for a week* and the week grew into a 
month* and one thing led to another* until she was just one of ourselves. 

“ T was blue ribbon at that time, and we were putting a little money by, and 
all was as bright as a new dollar. My God* whoever would have thought that it 
could have come to this? Whoever would have dreamed it? 

" T used to be home for the week-ends very often, and sometimes if the ship 
were held back for cargo 1 would have a whole week at a time* and in this way I 
saw atleal of my sister-in-law* Sarah. She was a fine tall woman* black and quick 
and fierce* with a proud way of carrying her head* and a glint from her eye like 
a spark from a flint. But when little Mary was there I had never a thought of her* 
and that I swear as I hope for God’s mercy. 

" Tt had seemed to me sometimes that she liked to be alone with me* or to 
coax me out for a walk with her* but I had never thought anything of that. But 
one evening my eyes were opened. I had come up from the ship and found my 
wife out hut Sarah at home. "’Where's Mary?" I asked. "Oh, she has gone to pay 
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tone aocoants I wu impatient and paced up and down die loom. "Can't you 
be happy fax five minutes without Mary, Jim?" says she. "It's a bad co mp U m en t to 
me that you can't be contented with my society for so short a time." "nut's aD 
rig^t, my lass,” said I, potting out my lumd towards her in a kindly way, but she 
had it in both hers in an instant, and they burned as if they were in a fever. I 
looked into her eyes and I re^ it all there, niere was no need for her to speak, 
nor for me either. I frowned and drew my hand away, nien she stood by my side 
in silenoe for a bit, and then put up her hand and patted me on the shoulder. 
"Steady old JimI” said she, and with a kind o' mocking laugh* she ran out of tilie 
room. 

" 'Well, from tiiat time Sarah hated roe whh her wh<de heart and soul, and 
she is a woman who can hate, too. I was a fool to let her go on biding witii us-a 
besotted fool— but 1 never said a word to Mary, for I knew it would grieve her. 
Things went on much as before, but after a time 1 be^n to find that there was 
a bit of a change in Mary herself. She had always been so trusting and so inno> 
cent, but now she became queer and suspicious, wanting to know where I had 
been and what I had been doing, and whom my letters were from, and what I 
had in my pockets, and a thousand such follies, l^y by day she grew queerer and 
more irritable, and we had ceaseless rows about nothmg. I was foiriy puzzled by 
it all. Sarah avoided me now, but she and Mary were just inseparable. I can see 
now how she was plotting and scheming and poisoning my wife's mind against 
me, but I was such a blind beetle that I could not understand it at tiie time. Then 
I broke my blue ribbon and began to drink again, but I think 1 should not have 
done it if Mary had been the same as ever. She had some reason to be disgusted 
with me now, and the gap between us began to be wider and wider. And then 
this Alec Fairbaim chipped in, and things became a thousand times blacker. 

" it was to see Sarah that he came to my boose fint but soon it was to see us, 
for he was a man with winning ways, and he made friends wherever be went. He 
was a dashing, swaggering chap, smart and curled, who had seen half tiie world 
and could talk of what he had seen. He was good company, I won't deny it, and 
he had wonderful polite ways with him for a sailor man, so that I think there must 
have been a time when he knew more of the poop than the forecastle. For a month 
be was in and out of my house, and never once did it cross my mind that harm 
might come of his soft, tricky ways. And then at last something made me suspect, 
and from that day my peace was gone forever 

" it was only a little thing, too. I had come into the parlour une z pected, and 
as I walked in at the door I saw a light of welcome on my wife's foce. But as the 
saw who it was it faded again, and she turned away with a lode of disappointment. 
That was enough for me. There was no one but Alec Fairbaim whose step she 
could have mistaken for mine. If 1 could have seen him then I should have killed 
him, for I have always been like a madman when my temper gets loose. Mary 
saw the devil’s light in my eyes, and she ran forward with her hands on my sleeve. 
“Don’t, Jim, don'tl” says she. "Where’s Sarah?” I asked. “In the kitchen,” says she. 
“Sarah,” says I as I went in, “this man Fairbaim is never to darken my door again.” 
“Why not?” says she. “Because 1 order it.” “OhI” says she, “if my friends arfe not 
good enough for this house, then I am not good enough for it either.” "You can 
do what you like,” says I, “but if Fairbaim shows his face here again III send you 
one of his ean for a keepsake.” She was frightened by my foce, I diink, for she 
never answered a word, and the same evening she left my house. 

“ 'Well, 1 don’t know now whetiier it was pure devilry on the part of this woman, 

539 



or whetber die tibooght that die could tom me aguntt my wife by enoouiagmg 
her to midiehave. Anyway, she took a house just two streets off and kt lodginp 
to sadon. Faiihaim uaed to stay there, and Mary would go round to have tea widi 
her sister and him. How often she went I don't know, but 1 followed her mie day, 
and as I broke in at the door Fairbaira got away over the back garden wall, like 
the cowardly dnink that he was. I swore to my wife that I woidd kiU her if I found 
her in his company again, and I led her back with me, sobbing and trembling, 
and as white as a piece of paper. There was no trace of love between os any longer. 

I could see that she hated me and feared me, and when the thought of it drove 
me to drink, then she despised me as well. 

* 'Wdl, Sarah found tlmt she could not make a living in Liverpool, so she went 
back, as I understand, to live with her sister in Ceoydon, and things jogged on 
much the same as ever at home. And then came this last week and all the misery 
and ruin. 

* ‘It was in this way. We had gone on the May Day for a round voyage of seven 
days, but a hogshead got loose and started one of our plates, so that we had to pot 
back into port for twelve houn. 1 left the ship and came home, thinking what a 
surprise it would be for my wife, and hoping that maybe she would be glad to 
see me so soon. The thought was in my head as 1 turned into my own street, and 
at that moment a cab passed me, and there she was, sitting by the side of Fairbaim, 
the two chatting and laughing, with never a thought for me as 1 stood watching 
them from the footpath. 

“‘i teQ you, and 1 give you my word for it, that from that moment I was. not 
my own master, and it is all like a dim dream when I look back on it. I had been 
drinking hard of late, and the two things together fairly turned my brain. There’s 
something throbbing in my head now, like a docker's hammer, but tiiat morning 1 
seemed to have ail Niagara whizang and buzzing in my ears. 

" ‘Well, I took to my heels, and I yan after the cab. 1 had a heavy oak stick in 
my hand, and I tell you I saw red from the first; but as I ran I got cunning too, 
and hung badi a little to see them without being seen. They pulled up soon at 
the railway station. There was a good crowd round the booking-office, so I got quite 
close to them without being seen. They took fackets for New Brighton. So did I, 
but I got m three carriages behind them. When we reached it they walked along 
die Parade, and 1 was never more than a hundred yards from them. At last I saw 
them hire a boat and start for a row, for it was a very hot day, and they thought, 
no doubt, that it would be cooler on the water. 

“ *lt was just as if they had been given into my hands. There was a bit of a haze, 
and you could not see more than a few hundr^ yards. I hired a boat for mysdf, 
and I palled after them. 1 could see the blur of their craft, but they were going 
nearly as fast as I, and they must have been a long mile from the thore before I 
caught them up. 'Ilie haze was like a curtain ell round us, and there were we three 
in the middle of it My God, shall I ever forget their faces when they saw who 
was in the boat that was dosing in upon them? She screamed out He swore like 
a madman and jabbed at me with an oar, for he must have seen death in my 
eyes. I got post it and got one in with my stick that ctudied his head like an egg. 
I would have spared her, perhaps, for iffi my madness, but she threw her arms 
round him, crying out to him, and calling him “Alec.” I strud; again, and she lay 
stretched besi^ him. I was like a wild beast then diat had tasted Uood. If Sarah 
had been there, by die Lord, she should have joined them. I polled out my knifes 

540 



and-well, thcrel Tve said enough. It gave me a kind of savage foy when I fhonght 
how Sarah would feel when she had such signs as these of what her meddUag 
had brought about. Hien I tied the bodies into the boat, stove a pbuik, and stood 
by until they had sunk. I knew very well that the owner would think that they 
had lost their bearings in the haze, and had dnfted off out to sea. I cleaned my- 
self up, got back to land, and joined my ship without a soul having a suspicion 
of what had passed. That night I made up the packet for Sarah Cushing, and 
next day I sent it from Belfast. 

"" There you have the whole truth of it. You can hang me, or do what you like 
with me, but you cannot punish me as I have been punished already. I cannot 
shut my eyes but I see those two faces staring at me— staring at me as they stared 
when my boat broke through the haze. I killed them quick, but they are killing me 
slow; and if 1 have another night of it I shall be either mad or dead before morn- 
ing. You won't put me alone into a cell, sir? For pity's sake don't, and may you 
be treated in your day of agony as you treat me now.' 

""What IS the meaning of it, Watson?" said Holmes solemnly as he laid down 
the paper. ‘"What object is served by this circle of misery and violence and fear? 
It must tend to some end, or else our universe is ruled by chance, which is un- 
thinkable. But what end? There is the great standing perennial problem to which 
human reason is as far from an answer as ever." 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE RED CIRCLE 

“Well, Mrs. Warren, I cannot see that you have any particular cause for un- 
easiness, nor do I understand why I, whose time is of some value, should interfm 
in the matter. I really have other things to engage me." So spoke Sherlock Hobnes 
and turned back to the great scrapbook in which he was arranging and indexing 
some of his recent material. 

But the landlady had the pertinacity and also the cunning of her sex. She held 
her ground firmly. 

“You anangcd an affair for a lodger of mine last year," she said— “Mr. Fairdale 
Hobbs." 

“Ah, yes-a simple matter." 

“But he would never cease talking of it— your kindness, sir, and the way in which 
you brought light into the darkness, I remembered his words when I was in doubt 
and darkness myself. I know you could if you only would." 

Holmes was accessible upon the side of flattery, and also, to do him fhstice, 
upon the side of kindliness. The two forces made him lay down his gum-bnish 
with a sigh of resignation and push back his chair. 

“Well, well, Mrs. Wanen, let us hear about it, then. You don't object to tobacco, 
I take it? Thank you, Watson— the matches! You are uneasy, as I understand, be* 
cause your new l<^ger remains in his rooms and you cannot see him. Why, bless 
you, Mrs. Wanen, if I were your lodger you often would not sec me for weeks 
on end." 

“No doubt, sir; but this is different. It frightens me, Mr. Holmes. I can*t sleep 
for To bear bis quick step moving here and moving there from eady morning 
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to lite St nig^t, sod yet never to catch lo much as a iJimpse of him— it’s more than 
I can stand. My hnsbuid is as nervous over it at I am, but he is out at his work aO 
day, whOe I get no rest from it. What is he hiding for? What has he done? Except 
for die girl, I am all alone in the house with him, and it's more than my nerves 
can stand.” 

Holmes leaned forward and laid his long, thin fingers upon the woman's shoul* 
der. He had an almost hypnotic power of soothing when he wished. The scared 
look from her eyes, and her agitated features smoothed into their usual 
commonplaoe. She sat down in the chair which he had indicated. 

”If I tahg it op 1 must understand every detail," said he. "Take time to consider, 
llie smallest point may be the most essential. You say that the man came ten 
days ago and paid you for a fortnight’s board and lodging?” 

"He asked my terms, sir. I said fifty shillings a week. There is a small sitting- 
room and bedroom, and all complete, at the top of the house." 

"Well?" 

"He said, ‘I'll pay you five pounds a week if I can have it on my own terms.’ 
I’m a poor woman, sir, and Mr. Warren earns little, and the money meant much 
to me. He took out a ten-pound note, and he hdd it out to me then and there. 
‘You can have the same every fortnight for a long time to come if you keep tlie 
terms,' he said. ‘If not. I'll have no more to do with you.' " 

“A\^t were the terms?” 

"Well, sir, they were that he was to have a key of the house. That was all right. 
Lodgers often have them. Also, that he was to be left entirely to himself and 
never, upon any excuse, to be disturbed.” 

"Nothing wonderful in that, surely?” 

"Not in reason, sir. But this is out of all reason. He has been there for ten days, 
and neitho' Mr. Warren, nor 1, nor the girl has once set eyes upon him. We can 
bear that quick step of his pacing up find down, up and down, night, morning, 
and noon; but except on that first night he has never once gone out of the house.” 

"Oh, he went out the first night, did he?” 

“Yes, sir, and returned very late-after we were all m bed. He told me after he 
had taken the rooms that he would do so and asked me not to bar the door. 1 
beard him come up the stair after midnight." 

"But his meals?” 

"It was his particular direction that we should always, when he rang, leave his 
meal upon a chair, outside his door. Then he rings again when he has finished, 
and we take it down from the same chair. If be wants anything else he prints it 
on a slip of paper and leaves it.” 

"Prints it?" 

"Yes, sir; i»inb it in pencil. Just Ae word, nothing more. Here's one I brought 
to show you— SOAP. Here’s anoUier— match. 'ITiis is one he left the fint morning— 
DAILY GAZxm. I leave that paper with his breakfest every morning.” 

"Dear me, Watson,” said Holmes, staring with great curiosity at the slips of 
foolscap which the landlady had handed to him, "this is certainly a little unusual. 
Seclusion I can understand; but why print? Printing is a clumsy process. Why not 
write? What would it suggest, Watson?” 

“That he desired to conceal his handwriting.” 

"But why? What can it matter to him that his landlady should have a word of 
his writing? Still, it may be as you say. Then, again, why such laconic messages?” 
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cannot imagme.” 

"It opens a pleasing field for intelligent speculation. The words are written with 
a broad-pointi, violet-tinted pencil of a not unusual pattern. You will observe 
that the paper is tom away at the side here after the printing was done, so that 
the ‘s’ of ‘soap’ is partly gone. Suggestive, Watson, is it not?" 

"Of caution?” 

"Exactly. There was evidently some mark, some thumbprint, something which 
might give a clue to the person’s identity. Now, Mrs. Warren, you say that the 
man was of middle size, dark, and bearded. What age would he be?" 

"Youngish, sir— not ovct thirty.” 

"Well, can you give me no further indications?" 

"He spoke good English, sir, and yet I thought he was a foreigner by his accent." 

“And he was well dressed?” 

"Very smartly dressed, sir— quite the gentleman. Dark clothes— nothing you 
would note." 

“He gave no name?” 

"No, sir.” 

"And has had no letters or callers?'' 

“None.” 

"But surely you or the girl enter his room of a morning?" 

“No, si^ he looks after himself entarely.” 

"Dear mel that is certainly remarkable. What about his luggage?” 

"He had one big brown bag with him— nothing else.” 

"Well, we don’t seem to have much material to help us. Do you say nothing 
has come out of that room— absolutely nothing?" 

The landlady drew an envelope from her bag; from it she shook out two bunt 
matches and a cigarette-end upon the table. 

‘They were on his tray this morning. 1 brought them because I had heard riiat 
you can read great things out of small ones.” 

Holmes shrugged his shoulders. 

Theie is nothing here,” said he. "The matches have, of course, been used to 
light cigarettes. That is obvious from the shortness of the burnt end. Half the 
match is consumed in lighting a pipe or cigar. But, dear mel this cigarette stub 
is certainly remarkable. The gentleman was bearded and moustached, you say?” 

Tes, sit.” 

"I don’t understand that. I should say that only a clean-shaven man could 
have smoked this. Why, Watson, even your modest moustache would have been 
singed.” 

“A holder?” I suggested. 

"No, no; the end is matted. I suppose there could not be two people in your 
rooms, Mrs. Warren?” 

“No, sir He eats so little that I often wonder it can keep life in one." 

"Well, I think we must wait for a little more material. After all, you have noth- 
ing to complain of. You have received your rent, and he is not a troublesome 
lodger, though he is certainly an unusual one. He pays you well, and if he choses 
to lie concealed it is no direct business of yours. We have no esccuse Un an intru- 
sion upon his privacy until we have some reason to think that there is a guilty 
reason for it. I’ve taken up the matter, and I won’t lose sight of it. Report to me 
if anything fresh occurs, and rely upon my assistance if it should be needed. 
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'There <te oerteinly tome poiatx of intetest in this case^ Watson," he remark^ 
s^wn the hmdtedjr had left ns. Tt mqr, of oouin^ be trivial-individual eoc^ 
trict^ or it may be veiy mtf^ deeper riian appean on the smfaoe. The fat Aing 
Aat ttrikei one is Ae obvious possil^ty Aat Ae person now in the rooau may 
be mtiidy different from Ae one who engaged them.” 

“Why Aonld you Aink so?" 

“Well, apart feom Ais cigarette-end, was it not suggestive Aat the only time 
Ae lodger went out was immediately after his taking Ae rooms? He came back 
-or someone came back— when all witnesses were out of the way. We have no 
proof Aat Ae person who came badk was the pers^ who went out Then, again, 
Ae man who took Ae rooms spdce English well. This other, however, prints ‘match’ 
when it Aould have been 'matches.* I can imagine that the word was taken out 
of a dictionary, which would give Ae noun but not Ae plural. The laconic style 
ttuy be to conceal the absence of knowledge of English. Yes, Watson, there are 
good reasons to suspect that there h« been a substitution of lodgers.” 

“But for what possible end?" 

“Ahl there lies our problem. There is one raAer obvious line of investigation." 
He took down Ae great book in which, day by day, he filed Ae agony columns 
of Ae various London foumals. “Dear mel” said he, turning over Ae pages, “what 
a Aorus of groans, cries, and bleatingsl What a rag-bag of singular happenings! 
But surdy Ae most valuable hunting-ground that ever was given to a student of 
Ae unosuall This person is akme and cannot be approaAed by letter wiAout a 
breach of that absolute secrecy which is desired. How is any news or any message 
to reach him from wiAout? Obviously by advertisement Arough a newspaper. 
Hiere seems no other way, and fortunately we need crnicem ourselves wiA Ae 
one paper only. Here ate the Ddfy Gazette extracts of the last fortnight. 'Lady 
WiA a black boa at Prince’s Skating Club’— that we may pass. ‘Surely Jimmy 
will not break his moAer’s heart’— Aat appears to be irrelevant. ‘If the lady who 
fainted in the Brixton bus’— she does not interest me. ‘Every day my heart longs — ’ 
Bleat, Watson— unmitigated bleatl Ah, this is a little more possible. Listen to this: 
'Be patient. Will find some sure means of communication. Meanwhile, Ais col- 
umn. G.’ That is two days after Mrs. Wanen's lodger arrived. It sounds plausible, 
does it not? The mysterious one could undentand English, even if he could not 
print it Let us see if we can pick up the trace again. Yes, here we are— three days 
later. ‘Am making successful arrangements. Patience and prudence. The clouds 
wfll pass. G.’ Nothing for a week after that. Then comes something much more 
definite: "Ihe path is clearing. If 1 find chance signal message remember code 
agreed— one A, two B, and so on. You will hear soon. G.’ That was in yesterday’s 
paper, and there is nothing in to-day's. It’s all veiy appropriate to Mrs. Warren’s 
lodger. If we wait a little, Watson, I don’t doubt Aat Ae affair will grow more 
intelligible.” 

So it proved; for in the morning I found my friend standing on the hearthrug 
wiA his back to Ae fire and a smile of complete satisfaction upon his face. 

“How’s Ais, Watson?" he cried, picking up Ae paper from Ae table. “ ‘High 
red house wiA white stone facings. Third floor. Second window left. After dusk. G.’ 
That is' definite enough. I think after breakfast we must make a little reconnais- 
sance of Mn. Warren’s neighbourhood. Ah, Mrs. Warren! what news do you bring 
us Ais mgniing?" 
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Our client had suddenly hurst into the room with an exj^kirivc eoeigy which 
told of some new and momentous development 

“It's a police matter, Mr. Holmesl” she cried. “I’ll have no more of Rl He dull 
pack out of there with his baggage. I would have gone straight up and told him so, 
only I thought it was but fair to you to take your opinion first. But I’m at the end 
of my patience, and when it comes to knocking my old man about — 

“Knocking Mr, Warren about?” 

“Using him roughly, anyway.” 

“But who used him roughly?” 

“Ahl that’s what we want to knowl It was this morning, sir. Mr. Warren is a 
timekegier at Morton and Waylight’s, in Tottenham Court Road. He has to be 
out of the house before seven. Well, this morning he had not gone ten paces down 
the road when two men came up behind him, threw a coat over his head, and 
bundled him into a cab that was beside the curb. They drove him an hour, an4 
then opened the door and shot him out. He lay in the roadway so shaken in his 
wits that he never saw what became of the cab. When he picked himself up he 
found he was on Hampstead Heath; so he took a bus home, and there he lies 
now on the sofa, while I came straight round to tell you what had happened.” 

“Most interesting,” said Holmes. “Did he observe the appearance of these men 
—did he hear tnem talk?” ^ 

“No; he is clean daaed. He just knows that he was lifted up as if by magic and 
dropped as if by magic. Two at least were in it, and maybe three.” 

“And you connect this attack with your lodgerf” 

“Well, we’ve lived there fifteen yean and no such happenings ever came before. 
I’ve had enough of him. Money’s not everything. I’ll have him out of my house 
before the day is done.” 

"Wait a bit, Mrs. Warren. Do nothing rash. I begin to think that this affair may 
be very much more important than appeared at first sight. It is clear now that 
some danger is threatening your lodger. It is equally clear that his enemies, lying 
in wait for him near your door, mil.! '>ok your husband for him in the foggy morning 
light. On discovering their mistake they released him. What they would have done 
had it not been a mistake, we can only conjecture.” 

"Well, what am I to do, Mr. Holmes?" 

“I have a great fancy to see this lodger of yours, Mrs. Warren.” 

“I don’t see how that is to be managed, unless you break in the door. I always 
hear him unlock it as 1 go down the stair after I leave the tray.” 

“He has to take the tray in. Surely we could conceal ourselves and see him do it” 

The landlady thought for a moment. 

“Well, sir, there’s the box-room opposite. 1 could arrange a looking-glass, maybe, 
and if you were behind the door — ” 

“ExcclIentI” said Holmes. “When does he lunch?” 

"About one, sir.” 

“rhen Dr. Watson and I will come round in time. For the presmit, Mrs, Wanen, 
good-bye.” 

At half-past twelve we found ourselves upon the steps of Mrs. Warren’s house 
—a high, thin, yellow-brick edifice in Great Orme Street a narrow thoroughfare 
at the northeast side of the British Museum. Standing as it does n«| T the comer of 
the street, it commands a view down Hpwe Street, with its more pretentious 
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boom. Holmes pointed widi a chudde to one of these, a row of residentia] flats* 
which profected so that they could not fail to catch the eye. 

""See, Watsonl’' said he. **"High red house with stone facings.* There is ^ 
signal station all right. We know the place, and we know the cod^ so surdy our 
task should be simple. There’s a *to let’ card in that window. It is evidently an 
empty flat to which the confederate has access. Well, Mrs. Warren, what now?” 

“I have it all ready for you. If you will both come up and leave your boots below 
on the landing, 111 put you there now ” 

It was an excellent hiding-place which she had arranged. The mirror was so 
placed that, seated in the dark, we could very plainly see the door opposite. We 
had hardly settled down in it, and Mrs. Warren .left us, when a distant tinkle 
aimounced that our mysterious neighbour had ruOg. Presently the landlady ap- 
peared with the tray, laid it down upon a chair beside the closed door, and then, 
treading heavily, departed. Crouching together in the angle of the door, we kept 
our eyes fixed upon the minor. Suddenly, as the landlady’s footsteps died away, 
there was the creak of a turning key, the handle revolved, and two thin hands 
darted out and lifted the tray from the chair. An instant later it was hurriedly 
replaced, and I caught a glimpse of a dark, beautiful, horrified face glaring at the 
narrow opening of the box-room. Then the door crashed to, the key turned once 
more, and all was silence. Holmes twitched my sleeve, and together we stole down 
the stair. 

“I will call ag^in in the evening,” said he ,to the expectant landlady. "I think, 
Watson, we can discuss this business better in our own quarters.” 

”My surmise, as you saw, proved to be correct,” said he, speaking from the 
depths of his easy-chair. "There has been a substitution of lodgers. What I did not 
foresee is that we should find a woman, and no ordinary woman, Watson.” 

"She saw us.” 

"Well, she saw something to alarm her. That is certain. The general sequence 
of events is pretty clear, is it not? A couple seek refuge in London from a very 
terrible and instant danger. The measure of that danger is the rigour of their 
precautions. The man, who has some work which he must do, desires to leave the 
woman in absolute safety while he does it. It is not an easy problem, but he solved 
it in an original fashion, and so effectively that her presence was not even known 
to the landlady who supplies her with food. The printed messages, as js now 
evident, were to prevent her sex being discovered by her writing. The man cannot 
come near the woman, or he will guide their enemies to her. Since he cannot 
communicate with her direct, he has recourse to the agony column of a paper. 
So far all is clear.” 

"But what is at the root of it?” 

"Ah, yes, Watson— severely practical, as usuall What is at the root of it all? Mrs. 
Warren’s whimsical problem enlarges somewhat and assumes a more sinistei as> 
pect as we proceed. This much we can say: that it is no ordinary love escapade. 
You saw the woman’s face at the sign of danger. We have heard, too, of the attack 
upon the landlord, which was undoubtedly meant for the lodger. These alarms, 
and the desperate need for secrecy, argue that the matter is one of life or death. 
The attack upon Mr. Wanen further shows that the enemy, whoever they are, 
are themselves not aware of the substitution of the female lodger for the male. It 
IS very curious and complex, Watson.” 

“Why should you go further in it? What have you to gain from it?” 
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*What, indeed? It is art for art's sake, Watson. I suppose when you doctored 
you found yourself studying cases without* thought of a fee?" 

"For my education. Holmes." 

"Education never ends, Watson. It is a scries of lessons with the greatest for the 
last. This is an instructive case. There is neither money nor credit in it, and yet 
one would wish to tidy it up. When dusk comes we should End \ urselves one 
stage advanced in our investigation."' 

When we returned to Mrs. Warren's rooms, the gloom of a London winter 
evening had thickened into one gray curtain, a dead monotone of colour, broken 
only by the sharp yellow squares of the windows and the blurred haloes of the 
gasdamps. As we p^red from the darkened sitting-room of the lodging-house, one 
more dim light glimmered high up through the obscurity. 

"Someone is moving in that room,” said Holmes in a whisper, his gaunt and 
eager face thrust forward to the window-pane. "Yes, I can sec his shadow. There 
he is again! He has a candle in his hand. Now he is peering across. He wants to be 
sure that she is on the lookout. Now he begins to flash. Take the message also, 
Watson, that we may check each other. A single flash— that is a, surely. Now, then. 
How many did you make it? Twenty. So did I. That should mean t. at— that's 
intelligible enough! Another t. Surely this is the beginning of a second word. Now, 
then— TENTA. Dead stop. That can't be all, Watson? attenta gives no sense. Nor 
is it any better as three words at, ten, ta, unless t. a. arc a person's initials. There 
it goes again! What's that? atte— why, it is the same message over again. Curious, 
Watson, very curious! Now he is off once more! at— why, he is repeating it for the 
third time, attenta three times! How often will he repeat it? No, that seems to be 
the finish. He has withdrawn from the window. What do yop make of it, Watson?" 

"A cipher message. Holmes." 

My companion gave a sudden chuckle of comprehension. "And not a very obscure 
cipher, Watson," said he. "Why, of course, it is Italian! The A means that it is 
addressed to a woman. ‘Beware! Beware! Beware!' How's th^t, Watson?" 

"I believe you have hit it." 

"Not a doubt of it. It is a very urgent message, thrice repeited to make it more 
so. But beware of what? Wait a bit; he is coming to the wirdow once more." 

Again we saw the dim silhouette of a crouching man and the whisk of the small 
flame across the window as the signals were renewed. They came more rapidly 
than before— so rapid that it was hard to follow them. 

"PERicoLO— perico/o— eh, what's that, Watson? ‘Danger,' isn't it? Yes, by Jove, 
it's a danger signal. There he goes again! peri. Halloa, what on earth — " 

The light had suddenly gone out, the glimmering square of window had dis- 
appeared, and the third floor formed a dark band round the lofty building, with its 
tiers of shining casements. That last warning cry had been suddenly cut short. 
How, and by whom? The same thought occurred on the instant to us both. Holmes 
sprang up from where he crouched by the window. 

"This is serious, Watson," he cried. “There is some devilry going forward! Why 
should such a message stop in such a way? I should put Scotland Yard in touch 
with this business— and yet, it is too pressing- for us to leave." 

"Shall I go for the police?'' 

"We must define the situation a little more clearly. It may bear some more 
innocent interpretation. Come, Watson, let us go across ourselves and see what 
we can make of it." 
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As we walked rapidly down Howe Street I glanced back at the building which 
we had left. There, dimly outlined at the top window, I could see the shadow of a 
head, a woman’s head, gazing tensely, rigidly, out into the night, waiting with 
breathless suspense for the renewal of that interrupted message. At the doorway 
of the Howe Street flats a man, muffled in a cravat and greatcoat, was leaning 
against the rafling. He started as the halMight fell upon our faces. 

“Holmesl” he cried. 

*Why, Gregsonl" said my companion as he shook hands with the Scotland Yard 
detective, “foumeys end with lovers’ meetings. What brings you here?” 

The same reasons that bring you, I expect,” said Gregson. “How you got on to 
it 1 can’t imagine.” 

‘Different threads, but leading up to the same tangle. I’ve been taking the 
signals.” 

“Signals?” 

“Yes, from that window. They broke off in the middle. We came over to see the 
reason. But since it is safe in your hands I see no object in continuing the business.” 

“Wait a bitl" cried Gregson eagerly. “I’ll do you this justice, Mr, Holmes, that 
I was never in a case yet that I didn’t feel stronger for having you on my side. 
There’s only the one exit to these flats, so we have him safe.” 

“Who is he?” 

‘Well, well, we score over you for once, Mr. Holmes. You must give us best this 
time.” He struck his stick sharply upon the ground, on which a cabman, his whip 
in his hand, sauntered pver from a four-wheeler which stood on the far side of the 
street. “May 1 introduce you to Mr/ Sherlock Holmes?” he said to the cabman. 
"This is Mr. Leverton, of Pinkerton's American Agency.” 

“The hero of the Long Island cave mystery?” said Holmes. “Sir, I am pleased to 
meet you.” 

The American, a quiet, businesslike young man, with a clean-shaven, hatchet 
face, flushed up at the words of commendation. "I am on the trail of my life now, 
Mr. Holmes,” said he. "If I can get Corgiano — " 

“Whatl Gorgiano of the Red Circle?” 

“Oh, he has a European fame, has he? Well, we’ve learned all about him in 
America. We know he is at the bottom of fifty murders, and yet we have nothing 
positive we can take him on. 1 tracked him over from New York, and I’ve been 
close to him for a week in London, waiting some excuse to get my hand on his 
collar. Mr. Gregson and I ran him to ground in that big tenement house, and 
there's only the one door, so he can’t slip us. There’s three folk come out since he 
went in, but I’ll swear he wasn’t one of them.” 

“Mr. Holmes talks of signals,” said Gregson. “I expect, as usual, he knows a good 
deal that we don’t.” 

In a few clear words Holmes explained the situation as it had appeared to us. 
The American struck his hands together with vexation. 

"He’s on to usi” he cried. 

“Why do you think so?” 

“Well it figures out that way, does it not? Here he is, sending out messages to 
an accomplice— there are several of his gang in London. Then suddenly, just as by 
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yoat omt acoount he was teUhig tiiem tint tiieie was dancer, be l»«Ae short <dt. 
What ooald it mean eaeept dut from Ate window he had suddenly aiUtet ean^t 
sight (rf ns in Ae street, or in some way come to understand how close the danger 
was, and that he must act ri^t away if he was to avoid it? What do you sufcest, 
Mr. Holmes?" 

"That we go up at once and see for ourselves." 

"But we have no warrant for his arrest." 

"Ho >s in unoccupied premises under suspicious dicomstanoes," said Gregson. 
"That is good enough for the moment. When we have him by the heels we can see 
if New Yoric can't help us to keep him. I'll take the responsibility of arresting 
him now." 

Our official detectives may blunder in the matter of intelligence, but never in 
that of courage. Gregson climbed the stair to arrest this desperate murderer with 
the same absolutely quiet and businesslike bearing with which he would have 
ascended the official staircase of Scotland Yard. The Pinkerton man had tried to 
push past him, but Gregson had firmly elbowed him back. London dangen were 
the privilege of the London force. 

'The door of the left-hand flat upon the third landing was standing ajar. Gregson 
pushed it open. Within all was absolute silence and darkness. I struck a match and 
lit the detective's lantern. As I did so, and as the flicker steadied into a flame, we 
all gave a gasp of surprise. On the deal boards of the carpetless floor there was 
outlined a fresh track of blood. 'The red steps pointed towards us and led away 
from an inner room, the door of which was closed. Gregson flung it open and held 
his light full blaze in front of him, while we all peered eagerly over his shoulders. 

In the middle of the floor of the empty room was huddled the figure of an 
enormous man, his clean-shaven, swarthy face grotesquely horrible in its contortion 
and his head encircled by a ghastly crimson halo of blood, lying in a broad wet 
circle upon the white woodwork. His knees were drawn up, his hands thrown out 
in agony, and from the centre of his broad, brown, upturned throat there projected 
the white haft of a knife driven blade-deep into his body. Giant as he was, the man 
must have gone down like a pole-axed ox before that terrific blow. Beside his right 
hand a most formidable hom-handled, two-edged dagger la ' upon the floor, aqd 
nea^ it a black kid glove. 

"By George! it's Black Gorgiano himself!" cried the American detective. "Some- 
one has got ahead of us this time.” 

"Here is the candle in the window, Mr. Holmes,” said Gregson. “Why, whatever 
are you doing?" 

Holmes had stepped across, had lit the candle, and was passing it backward and 
forward across die window-panes. Then be peered into the darkness, blew the 
candle out, and threw it on the floor. 

"I rather think that will be helpful,” said he. He came over and stood in deep 
thonght while the two profossionals wese examining the body. "You say that three 
people came out from the fiat while you were waiting downstairs," said he at last. 
"Did you observe them closely?” 

“Yes, I did." 

"Was there a follow about diirty, bladc-beaided, dark, of middle size?" 

"Yes; he was the last to pass me.” 

“That is your man, I fancy. I can give yon his description, and we have a very 
excellent oudine of his footmark. 'That sh^ld be enough fot you." 
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“Not much, Mr. Holmes, among the millkms of London." 

“Perhaps not. That is why I thought it best to summon this lady to your aid." 

We all turned round at the words. There, framed in the doorway, was a taO and 
beautiful woman— the mysterious lodger of Bloomsbury. Slowly she advanced, her 
face pale and drawn with a frightful apprehension, her eyes fixed and staring, her 
terrified gaze riveted upon the dark figure on the floor. 

“You have killed himi” she muttered. “Oh, Dio mto, you have killed himi” Then 
I heard a sudden sharp intake of her breath, and she sprang into the air with a cry 
of )oy. Round and round the room she danced, her bands dapping, her dark eyes 
(beaming with ddighted wonder, and a thousand pretty Italian ex clam ations pour- 
ing from her lips. It was terrible and amazing to see such a woman so convulsed with 
joy at such a sight. Suddenly she stcqtped and gazed at us all with a questioning stare. 

“But youl You are police, are you not? You have killed Giuseppe Gorgiano. Is 
it not so?” 

“We are police, madam." 

She looked round into the shadows of the room. 

“But where, then, is Gennato?" she asked. “He is my husband, Gennaro Lucca. 
I am Emilia Lucca, and we are both from New York. Where is Gennato? He 
called me this moment from this window, and ^ran with all my speed.” 

“It was I who called,” said Holmes. 

“Youl How could you call?” 

“Your cipher was not difficult, madam. Your presence here was desirable. I 
knew that I had only to flash ‘Viani* and you would surdy come.” 

Hie beautiful Italian looked with awe at my companion. 

“1 do not understand how you know these things,” she said. “Giuseppe Gor> 
giano— how did he — ” She paused, and then suddenly her face lit up with pride 
and ddight. “Now I see it! My GCUnarol My splendid, beautiful G^naro, who 
has guarded me safe from all harm, he did it, with his own strong hand he killed 
the monsterl Oh, Gennato, how wcmdeiful you are! What woman could ever be 
worthy of such a man?” 

“Well, Mrs. Lucca,” said the prosaic Gregson, laying his hand upon the lady’s 
sleeve with as little sentiment as if she were a Notting Hill hooligan, “1 am not 
very clear yet who you are or what you are; but you’ve said enough to make it very 
dear that we shall want you at the Yard.” 

“One moment, Gregson,” said Holmes. “I rather fancy that this lady may be as 
anxious to give us information as we can be to get it. You understand, m adam, 
that your husband will be arrested and tried for the death of the man who Ues 
before us? What you say may be used in evidence. But if you think that he has 
acted from motives which are not criminal, and which he would wish to have 
known, then you cannot serve him better than by tdling us the whole stmy.” 

“Now that Gorgiano is dead we fear nothing," said the lady. “He was a d^ 
and a monster, and there can be no judge in the world who would punish my 
husband for having killed him.” 

“In that case,” said Holmes, “my suggestion is that we lock this door, leave 
things as we found them, go with this lady to her room, and form our (pinion 
after we have heard what it is that she has to say to us.” 

Half an hour later we were seated, all four, in the small sitting-room of Signora 
laicca, listening to her remarkable narrative of those sinister events, the ending 
of which we had chanced to witness. She spoke in rapid and fluent but very un- 
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eoDventional English, which, for the sake of cleamess, I will make grammatical. 

*‘1 was bom in Poiilippo, near Nai^” said she, “and was the daughter of Aii> 
gusto Barelli, who was foe chief lawyer and once the deputy of that part Gen> 
naro was in my father's Employment sod I came to love him, as any woman must 
He had neither money nor position— nofoing but his beauty and strength and 
energy-eo my fisfoer fwbade the nutch. We fled togefoer, were married at Bari, 
and s(fld my jewds to gain foe money which would take us to America. This was 
four years ago, and we have been in New Yoric ever since. 

Tattaae was very good to us at fint Gennaro was able to do a service to an 
Italian gentleman— be saved him from some rufiBaru in foe place called the 
Bowery, and so made a powerful friend. His name was Tito Castalotte, and he 
was foe senior partner of foe great firm of Castalotte and Zamba, who ate foe 
chief fruit importers of New Yoric. Signor Zamba is an invalid, and our new friend 
Castalotte has all power within foe firm, which employs more than foree hundred 
men. He took my husband into his employment, made him head of a department, 
and showed his good-will towards him in every way. Signor Castalotte was a bache- 
lor, and I believe that he fdt as if Geniuro was his son, and both my hufoand and 
I loved him as if he were our fofoer. We had taken and furnished a little house in 
Brooklyn, and our whole future seemed assured when that black cloud appeared 
which was soon to overspread our sky. 

“One night, when Gennaro returned from his work, he brought a fellow>coontry> 
man back with him. His name was Go^iano, and he had come also from 
Posilippo. He was a huge man, as you can testify, for you have looked upon hit 
corpse. Not only was his body that of a giant but everything about him was 
grotesque, gigantic, and terrifying. His voice was like founder in our littie house. 
There was scarce room for foe whirl of his great arms as he talked. His thoughts, 
his emotions, his passions, all were exaggerated and monstrous. He talked, or rather 
roared, with such energy that othen could but sit and listen, cowed with foe 
mighty stream of words. His eyes blazed at you and held you at his mercy. He 
was a terrible and wonderful man. I thank God that he is deEdI 

“He came again and again. Yet I was aware that Gennaro was no more hapi^ 
than I was in his presence. My poor husband would sit pale and listless, listening 
to foe endless raving upon politics and upcm social questioiu which made tq> our 
visitor’s conversation. Gennaro said nofotrg, but I, who knew him so wdil, could 
read in his face some emotion which I had never seen there before. At first I 
drought that it was dislike. And then, gradually, I understood that it was more 
than dislike. It was fear-a deep, secret, shrinking fear. That night-foe night foat 
I read his terror— I put my arms round him and I implored him by his love for me 
and by all that he held dear to hold nothing from me, and to tell me why this 
huge man overshadowed him so. 

“He told me, and my own heart grew cold as ice as I listened. My poor Gen- 
naro, in his wild and fiery days, when all the world seemed against him and his 
mind was driven half mad by foe injustices of life, had joined a Neapolitan society, 
the Red Circle, which was allied to the old Carbonari. 'The oariis and secrets of this 
brotherhood were frightful, but once within its rule no escape was possible. When 
we had fled to America Gmnaro thought that he had cast it all oB forever. What 
was his horror one evening to meet in foe streets the very man who had initiated 
him in Naples, foe giant Gorgiano, a man who had earned foe lume of T>eafo' in 
foe south of Italy, for he was ted to foe elbow in musderl He had come to New 
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Yotk to avoid the Italian police, and he had already {danted a bianch of tibia 
dreadful sodety in his new home. An this Gennaio told me and showed me a sum* 
mons which he had received that very day, a Red Circle drawn upon die head of 
it idling him that a lodge would be held upon a certain date, and that his pres- 
ence at it was requiied and ordered. 

*That was bad enough, but worse was to come. I had noticed for some time diat 
when Goigiano came to os, as he constandy did, in the evening, he spdce much 
to me; and even when his words were to my husband those terrible, gladng, wild* 
beast eyes of his were always turned upon me. One night his secret came out. I had 
awakened what he called love' within him— the love of a brute-a savage. Gennato 
had not yet returned when he came. He pushed his way in, seized me in his 
mighty arms, hugged me in his bear's embrace, covered me with kisses, and im- 
plored me to come away with him. I was struggling and screaming when Gennaro 
entered and attacked him. He struck Gennaro senseless and fled from the house 
which he was never more to enter. It was a deadly enemy that we made that night. 

"A few days later came the meeting. Gennaro returned from it with a face 
whidi told me that something dreadful had occurred. It was worse than we could 
have imagined possible. The funds of the society were raised by blackmailing rich 
Italians and threatening them with violence should they refuse the money. It 
seems that Castalotte, our dear friend and benefactor, had been approached. He 
had refused to yield to threats, and he had handed the notices to the police. It 
was resolved now that such an example should be made of him as would prevent 
any otiier victim from rebelling. At the meeting it was arranged that he and his 
house should be blown up with dynamite. There was a drawing of lots as to who 
should cany out the deed. Gennaro saw our enemy's cruel face smiling at him as 
he dipped his hand in the bag. No doubt it had been prearranged in some fashion, 
tor it was the fatal disc with the Red Circle upon it, the mandate for murder, 
which lay upon bis palm. He was to kill his best friend, or be was to expose him- 
self and me to the vengeance of his comrades. It was part of their fiendish system 
to punish those whom they feared or hated by injuring not only their own persons 
but those whom they loved, and it was the knowledge of this which hung as a terror 
over my poor Gennaro's head and drove him nearly crazy with apprehension. 

"AU that night we sat together, our arms round each other, each strengthening 
each for the troubles that lay before us. The very next evening had been fixed for 
the attempt. By midday my husband and I were on our way to London, but not 
before he had given our braefactor full warning of his danger, and had also left 
such information for die police as would safeguard his life for the future. 

The rest, gentlemen, you know tor yourselves. We were sure that our enemies 
would be behind us like out own shadows. Gorgiano had his private reasons for 
vengeance, but in any case we knew how ruthless, cunning, and untiring he could 
be. Both Italy and America ate full of stories of his dreadful powers. If ever they 
were exerted it would be now. My darling made use of the few clear days which 
our start had given us in arrangiiig for a refuge fax me in such a feshion that no 
possible danger could readi me. For his own part, he wished to be free that he 
might communicate both widi the American a^ widi the Italian pdice. I do not 
myself know where he lived, or how. All that I kamed was through die oolumiu 
of a newqiaper. But once as I Jodced through my window, I saw two Italians 
watching the bouse, and I understood that in smne way CorpMao had found out 
our Tetiea|r Finally Gennaro told me, thrrm^ the paper, that he would signal to 
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me from a certain window, but when the signals came they were nothing but 
warnings, which were suddenly interrupted. It is very clear to me now that he 
knew Gorgiano to be close upon him, and that, thank God! he was ready for him 
when he came. And now, gentlemen, I would ask you whether we have anything 
to fear from the law, or whether any judge upon earth would condemn my Gen- 
naro for what he has done?** 

‘'Well, Mr. Gregson," said the American, looking across at the official, “I don't 
know what your British point of view may be, but I guess that in New York this 
lady’s husband will receive a pretty general vote of thanks." 

“She will have to come with me and see the chief," Gregson answered. “If what 
she says is corroborated, 1 do not think she or her husband has much to fear. But 
what I can’t make head or tail of, Mr. Holmes, is how on earth you got yourself 
mixed up in the matter." 

“Education, Gregson, education. Still seeking knowledge at the old university. 
Well, Watson, you have one more specimen of the tragic and grotesque to add to 
your collection. By the way, it is not eight o’clock, and a Wagner night at Covent 
Garden 1 If we hurry, we might be in time for the second act." 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE BRUCE PARTINGTON PLANS 

In the third week of November, in the year 189^, a dense yellow fog settled down 
upon London. From the Monday to the Thursday 1 doubt whether it was ever 
possible from our windows in Baker Street to see the loom of the opposite houses. 
The first day Holmes had spent in cross-indexing his huge book of references. The 
second and third had been patiently occupied upon a subject which he had re- 
cently made his hobby— the music of the Middle Ages. But when, for the fourth 
time, after pushing back our chii»rs from breakfast we saw the greasy, heavy brown 
swirl still drifting past us and condensing in oily drops upon the window-panes, 
my comrade’s impatient and active nature could endure this drab existence no 
longer. He paced restlessly about our sitting-room in a fever of suppressed energy, 
biting his nails, tapping the furniture, and chafing against inaction. 

“Nothing of interest in the paper, Watson?" he said. 

I was aware that by anything of interest. Holmes meant anything of criminal 
interest. There was the news of a revolution, of a possible war, and of an impend- 
ing change of government; but these did not come within the horizon of my com- 
panion. I could see nothing recorded in the shape of crime which was not 
commonplace and futile. Holmes groaned and resumed his restless meanderings. 

‘The London criminal is certainly a dull fellow,” said he in the querulous voice 
of the sportsman whose game has failed him. “Look out of this window, Watson. 
See how the figures loom up, are dimly seen, and then blend once more into the 
cloud-bank. The thief or the murderer could roam London on such a day as the tiger 
does the jungle, unseen until he pounces, and then evident only to his victim/’ 

“There have," said I, “been numerous petty thefts ” 

Holmes snorted his contempt. 

“This great and sombre stage is set for something more worthy than that," said 
he. “It is fortunate for this community that I am not a criminal." 
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is> indeedl** said I heartily. 

“Suppose that I were Brooks or Woodhouse, or any of the fifty men who have 
good reason for taking my life, how long could I survive against my own pursuit? 
A summons, a bogus appointment, and all would be over. It is well they don't 
have days of fog in the Latin countries— the countries of assassination. By Jovel 
here comes something at last to break our dead monotony.” 

It was the maid with a telegram. Holmes tore it open and burst out laughing. 

'"Well, wclll What next?” said he. "Brother Mycroft is coming round.” 

"Why not?” I asked. 

"Why not? It is as if you met a tram-car coming down a country lane. Mycroft 
has his rails and he runs on them. His Pall Mall lodgings, the Diogenes Club, 
Whitehall— that is his cycle. Once, and only once, he has been here. What up- 
heaval can possibly have derailed him?” 

“Docs he not explain?” 

Holmes handed me his brother's telegram. 

Must see you over Cadogan West. Coming at once. 

Mycroft. 


"Cadogan West? I have heard the name.” 

"It recalls nothing to my mind. But that Mycroft should break out in this er- 
ratic fashion! A planet might as well leave its orbit. By the way, do you know 
what Mycroft is?” 

I had some vague recollection of an explanation at the time of the Adventure of 
the Greek Interpreter. 

"You told me that he had some small office under the British government.” 

Holmes chuckled, 

"I did not know you quite so well in ‘those days. One has to be discreet when 
one talks of high matters of state. You are right in thinking that he is under the 
British government. You would also be right in a sense if you said that <iccasionally 
he is the British government.” 

"My dear Holmes!” 

"I thought I might surprise you. Mycroft draws four hundred and fifty pounds a 
year, remains a subordinate, has no ambitions of any kind, will receive neither 
honour nor title, but remains the most indispensable man in the country.” 

"But how?” 

"Well, his position is unique. He has made it for himself. There has never been 
anything like it before, nor will be again. He has the tidiest and most orderly 
brain, with the greatest capacity for storing facts, of any man living. The same 
great powers which I have turned to the detection of crime he has used for this 
particular business. The conclusions of every department are passed to him, and 
he is the central exchange, the clearing-house, which makes out the balance. All 
other men are $p)eciali$ts, but his specialism is omniscience. We will suppose that a 
minister needs information as to a point which involves the Navy, India, Canada 
and the bimetallic question; he could get his separate advices from various de- 
partments upon each, but only Mycroft can focus them all, and say offhand how 
each factor would affect the other. They began by using him as a short-cut, a 
convenience; now he has made himself an essential. In that great brain of his 
everything is pigeon-holed and can be handed out in an instant. Again and again 
his word haii^ecided the national policy. He lives in it. He thinks of nothing else 
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save when, as an intellectual exercise, he unbends if I call upon him and ask him 
to advise me on one of my little problems. But Jupiter is descending to-day. What 
on earth can it mean? Who is Cadogan West, and what is he to Mycroft?** 

have it/' I cried, and plunged among the litter of papers upon the sofa. *'Yes, 
yes, here he is, sure enough! Cadogan West was the young man who was found 
dead on the Underground on Tuesday morning/' 

Holmes sat up at attention, his pipe halfway to his lips. 

‘This must be serious, Watson. A death which has caused my brother to alter 
his habits can be no ordinary one. What in the world can he have to do with it? 
The case was featureless as I remember it. The young man had apparently fallen 
out of the train and killed himself. He had not been robbed, and there was no 
particular reason to suspect violence. Is that not so?" 

"There has been an inquest/' said I, "and a good many fresh facts have come 
out. I^ooked at more closely, I should certainly say that it was a curious case." 

"Judging by its effect upon my brother, I should think it must be a most ex- 
traordinary one." He snuggled down in his armchair. “Now, Watson, let us have 
the facts.” 

"The man's name was Arthur Cadogan West. He wa: twenty-seven years of age, 
unmarried, and a clerk at Woolwich Arsenal,” 

"Government employ. Behold the link with Brother MycroftK” 

"He left Woolwich suddenly on Monday night. Was last seen by his fiancee, Miss 
Violet Westbury, whom he left abruptly in the fog about 7:30 that evening. There 
was no quarrel between them and she can give no motive for his action. The next 
thing heard of him was when his dead body was discovered by a plate-layer named 
Mason, just outside Aldgate Station on the Underground system in London." 

"When?" 

"The body was found at six on the Tuesday morning. It was lying wide of the 
metals upon the left hand of the track as one goes eastward, at a point close to 
the station, where the line emerges from the tunnel in which it runs. The head 
was badly crushed— an injury which tTiif:hr well have been caused by a fall from the 
train. The body could only have come on the line m that way. Had it been carried 
down from any neighbouring street, it must ha\e passed the station barriers, where 
a collector is always standing. This point seems absolutely certain." 

"Very good. The case is definite enough. The man, dead or alive, either fell or 
was precipitated from a train. So much is clear to me. Continue." 

"The trains which traverse tlie lines of rail beside which the body was found are 
those which run from west to east, some being purely Metropolitan, and some 
from Willesden and outlying junctions. It can be stated for certain that this young 
man, when he met his death, was travelling in this direction at some late hour of 
the night, but at what point he entered the tram it is impossible to state." 

"His ticket, of course, would show that," 

"There was no ticket in his pockets.” 

"No ticket! Dear me, Watson, this is really very singular. According to my ex- 
perience it IS not possible to reach the platform of a Metropolitan train without 
exhibiting one's ticket. Presumably, then, the young man had one. Was it taken 
from him in order to conceal the station from which he came? It is possible. Or did 
he drop it in the carriage? That also is possible. But the point is of curious interest. 
I understand that there was no sign of robbery?" 

“Apparently not. There is a list here of his possessions. His purse contained two 
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pounds fifteen. He had afso a check-book on the Woolwich branch of the Capital 
and Counties Bank. Through this his identity was established. There were also two 
dress-circle tickets for the Woolwich Theatre, dated for that very evening. Also a 
small packet of technical papers.” 

Holmes gave an exclamation of satisfaction. 

There we have it at last, WatsonI British government— Woolwich. Arsenal- 
technical papers— Brother Mycroft, the chain is complete. But here he comes, if I 
am not mistaken, to speak for himself.” 

A moment later the tall and portly form of Mycroft Holmes was ushered into 
the room. Heavily built and massive, there was a suggestion of uncouth physical 
inertia in the figure, but above this unwiddy frame thoe was perched a head so 
masterful in its brow, so alert in its steel-gray, deep-set eyes, so firm in its lips, and 
so subtle in its play of expression, that after the first glance one forgot the gross 
body and remembered only the dominant mind. 

At his heels came our old friend Lestrade, of Scotland Yard— thin and austere. 
The gravity of both their faces foretold some weighty quest. The detective shook 
hands without a word. Mycroft Holmes struggled out of his overcoat and sub- 
sided into an armchair. 

“A most annoying business, Sherlock,” said he. "I extremely dislilce altering my 
habits, but the powen that be would take no denial. In the present state of Siam 
it is most awkward that I should be away from the office. But it is a real crisis. I 
have never seen the Prime Minister so upset. As to the Admiralty— it is buzzing like 
an overturned bee-hive. Have you read up the case?" 

“We have just done so. What were the technical papers?” 

“Ah, there’s the pointi Fortunately, it has not come out. The press would be 
furious if it did The papers which th^s wretched youth had in his pocket were 
the plans of the Bruce-Partington submarine." 

Mycroft Holmes spoke with a solemnity which showed his sense of the impor- 
tance of the subject. His brother and I sat expectant. 

"Surely you have heard of it? I thought everyone had heard of it.” 

“Only as a name.” 

“Its importance can hardly be exaggerated. It has been the most jealously 
guarded of all government secrets. You may take it from me that naval warfare 
becomes impossible within the radius of a Bruce-Partington’s operation. Two years 
ago a very large sum was smuggled through the Estimates and was expend^ in 
acquiring a monopoly of the invention. Every effort has been made to keep the 
secret. Ilie plans, which are exceedingly intricate, comprising some thirty separate 
patents, each essential to the working of the whole, are kept in an elaborate safe 
in a confidential office adjoining the arsenal, with burglar-proof doors and windows. 
Under no conceivable circumstances were the plans to be taken from the office. 
If the chief constructor of the Navy desired to consult them, even he was forced 
to go to the Woolwich office for the purpose. And yet here we find them in the 
pocket of a dead junior clerk in the heart of London. From an official point of 
view it’s simply awful.” 

“But you have recovered them?” 

“No, Sherlock, nol That’s the pinch. We have not. Ten papen were taken from 
Woolwich. 'There were seven in 'the pocket of Cadogan West. The three most 
essential are gone— stolen, vanished. You must drop everything, Sherlodc. Never 
mind yourdfsual petty puzzles of the polke^ourt. It’s a vital intematioiul problem 
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that you have to solve. Why did Cadogan West take the papers, where are the miss- 
ing ones, how did he die, how came his body where it was found, how can the evil 
be set right? Find an answer to all these questions, and you will have done good 
service for your country/' 

“Why do you not solve it yourself, Mycroft? You can see as far as I." 

"Possibly, Sherlock. But it is a question of getting details. Give me your details, 
and from an armchair I will return you an excellent expert opinion. But to run 
here and run there, to cross-question railway guards, and lie on my face with a 
lens to my eye— it is not my mdtier. No, you are the one man who can clear the 
matter up. If you have a fancy to sec your name in the next honours list — ” 

My friend smiled and shook his head. 

"I play the game for the game's own sake,” said he. "But the problem certainly 
presents some points of interest, and I shall be very pleased to look into it. Some 
more facts, please.” 

"1 have jotted down the more essential ones upon this sheet of paper, together 
with a few addresses which you will find of service. The actual official guardian 
of the papers is the famous government expert. Sir James Walter, whose decora- 
tions and sub-titles fill two lines of a book of reference. He has grown gray in the 
service, is a gentleman, a favoured guest in the most exalted houses, and, above 
all, a man whose patriotism is beyond suspicion. He is one of two who have a 
key of the safe. I may add that the papen were undoubtedly in the office during 
working hours on Monday, and that Sir James left for I^ndon about three o'clock 
taking his key with him. He was at the house of Admiral Sinclair at Barclay Square 
during the whole of the evening when this incident occurred.” 

"Has the fact been verified?” 

"Yes; his brother. Colonel Valentine Walter, has testified to his departure from 
Woolwich, and Admiral Sinclair to his arrival in London; so Sir James is no longer 
a direct factor in the problem.” 

"Who was the other man with a key?” 

"The senior clerk and draughtsman, Mr, Sidney Johnson He is a man of forty, 
married, with five children. He is a silent, morose man, but he has, on the whole, 
an excellent record in the public service. He is unpopular with his colleagues, but 
a hard worker. According to his own accou*it, conoborated only by the word of 
his wife, he was at home the whole of Monday evening after office hours, and his 
key has never left the watch-chain upon which it hangs.” 

"Tell us about Cadogan West.” 

"He has been ten years in the service and has done good work. He has the reputa- 
bon of being hot-headed and impetuous, but a straight, honest man. We have 
nothing against him. He was next Sidney Johnson in the office. His duties brought 
him into daily, personal contact with the plans. No one else had the handling of 
them.” 

"Who locked the plans up that night?” 

"Mr. Sidney Johnson, the senior clerk.” 

"Well, it is surely perfeefty clear who took them away. They are actually found 
upon the person of this junior derk, Cadogan West. Tliat seems final, does it not?” 

"It does, Sherlock, and yet it leaves so much unexplained. In the 6nl {dace, why 
did he take them?” 

"I presume flicy were of value?” 

"He could have got several thousands f6t them very easily.” 
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"Can you suggest any possible mobve for taking the papers to London except 
to sell them?” 

“No, I cannot." 

"Then we must take that as our working hypothesis. Young West took the pa- 
pers. Now this could only be done by having a false key — " 

"Several false keys. He had to open the building and the room.” 

“He had, then, several false keys. He took the papers to London to sell the 
secret, intending, no doubt, to have the plans themselves back in the safe next 
morning before they were missed. While in London on this treasonable mission 
he met his end." 

“How?” 

“We will suppose that he was travelling back to Woolwich when he was kOled 
and thrown out of the compartment." 

“Aldgate, where the body was found, is considerably past the station for London 
Bridge, which would be his route to Woolwich.” 

“Many circumstances could be imagined under which he would pass London 
Bridge. There was someone in the carnage for example, with whom he was having 
an absorbing interview. This interview led to a violent scene m which he lost his 
life. Possibly he tned to leave the carriage, fell out on the line, and so met his 
end. The other closed the door. There was a thick fog, and nothing could be seen." 

“No better explanation can be given with our present knowledge; and yet con- 
sider, Sherlock, how much you leave untouched. We wfll suppose, for argument’s 
sake, that young Cadogan West had determined to convey these papers to London. 
He would naturally have made an appointment witib the foreign agent and kept 
his evening dear. Instead of that he took two tickets for the theatre, escorted his 
fiancee halfway there, and then suddenly disappeared.” 

“A blind,” said Les^de, who had sat listening with some impatience to the 
conversation. 

“A very singular one. That is objection No. i. Objection No. 2: We will sup- 
pose that he reaches London and sees the foreign agent. He must bnng back the 
papers before morning or the loss will be discovered. He took away ten. Only seven 
were in his pocket. Whdt had become of the other three? He certainly would not 
leave them of his own free will. Then, agam, where is the price of his treason? 
One would have expected to find a large sum of money in his pocket.” 

“It seems to me perfectly clear,” said Lestrade. “I have no doubt at all as to 
what occurred. He took the papers to sell them. He saw the agent. They could 
not agree as to price. He started home again, but the agent went with him. In the 
train the agent murdered him, took the more essential papers, and threw his body 
from the carriage. That would account for everything, would it not?” 

“Why had he no ticket?" 

“The ticket would have shown which station was nearest the agent’s house. 
Therefore he took it from the murdered man’s pocket.” 

“Good, Lestrade, very good," said Holmes. “Your theory holds together. But if 
diis is true, then the case is at an end. On the one hand, tiie traitor is dad. On 
the other, the plans of the Bruce-Partington submarine are presumably already on 
the Continent. What is there for us to do?” 

“To act, Sherlock— to act!” cned Mycroft, springing to his feet. “All my instincts 
are againsyhis explanation. Use your powersi Go to the scene of the crimel See 
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l]ie peo^e conceniedl Leav€ no stone untuinedl In all your career you have never 
had so great a chance of serving your country.” 

welir said Holmes, shrugging his shoulders. *Come, Watsonl And you, 
Lestiade, could you favour us with ypur company for an hour or two? We will 
begin our investigation by a visit to Aldgate Station. Good-bye, Mycroft. I shall 
let you have a report before evening, but I warn you in advance that you ipive 
little to expect.” 

An hour later Holmes, Lestrade and I stood upon the Underground railroad 
at the point where it emerges from the tunnel immediately before Aldgate Sta- 
tion. A courteous red-faced old gentleman represented the railway company. 

This is where the young man's body lay,” said he, indicating a spot about three 
feet from the metals. "It could not have fallen from above, for these, as you see, 
are all blank walls. Therefore, it could only have come from a train, and that 
train, so far as we can trace it, must have passed about midnight on Monday.” 

”Have the carriages been examined for any sign of violence?” 

There are no such signs, and no ticket has been found.” 

“No record of a door being found open?” 

"None.” 

“We have had some fresh evidence this morning," said Lettrade. “A passenger 
who passed Aldgate in an ordinary Metropolitan train about 11:40 on Monday 
night declares that he heard a heavy thud, as of a body striking the line, just be- 
fore the train reached the station. There was dense log, however, and nothing 
could be seen. He made no report of it at the time. Why, whatever is the matter 
with Mr. Holmes?” 

My friend was standing with an expression of strained intensity upon his face, 
staring at the railway metals where they curved out of the tunnel. Aldgate is a 
junction, and there was a network of points. On these his eager, questioning eyes 
were fixed, and I saw on his keen, alert face that tightening of the lips, that quiver 
of the nostrils, and concentration of the heavy, tufted brows which I knew so well. 

“Points," he muttered; “the points.” 

“What of it? What do you mean?” 

“1 suppose there are no great number of points on a system such as this?” 

“No; there are very few." / 

“And a curve, too. Points, and a curve. By Jovel if it were orily so.” 

"What is it, Mr. Holmes? Have you a clue?” 

“An idea— an indication, no more. But the case certainly grows in interest. 
Unique, perfectly unique, and yet why not? I do not see any indications of bleed- 
ing on the line." 

There were hardly any." 

“But I understand that there was a considerable wound.” 

“The bone was crushed, but there was no great external injury.” 

“And yet one would have eiqiected some bleeding. Would it be possible for 
me to inspect the train whidb contained the passenger who heard the thud of a 
fall in the fog?” 

“I fear not, Mr. Holmes. The train has been broken up before now, and the 
carriages redistributed.” 

“I can assure you, Mr. Holmes,” said, Lestrade, “that eve|y carriage has been 
carefully, examined. I saw to it myself.” 
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It wu one of my friend’s most (A>vious weaknesses that he was imparient with 
less alert intelligeiices than his own. 

‘Very likely, said he, turning away. "As it happens, it was not the cairiafM 
which I desist to examine. Watson, we have done aU we can here. We need not 
trouble you any further, Mr. Lesbade. I think our mvestigations must now cany 
us to Woolwuh." 

At London Bridge, Holmes wrote a telegram to his brother, which he handed 
to me before dispatching it. It ran dius: 

See some light in the darkness, but it may possibly flicker out. Meaik 
whfle, please send by messenger, to await return at Baker Street, a com- 
plete list of all foreign spies or international agents known to be in England, 
with full address. 

Sbxrlock. 

"That should be helpful, Watson,” he remarked as we took our seats in the 
Woolwich train. "We certainly owe Brother Mycroft a debt for having introduced 
us to what promises to be a really very remarkable case." 

His eager face still wore that expression of intense andhi^-strung energy, which 
showed me that some novel and suggestive circumstance had opened up a stimu- 
lahng line of thought. See the foxhound with hanging ears and droopmg tail as 
it lolls about the kennels, and compare it with the same hound as, with gleaming 
eyes and straining muscles, it runs upon a breast-high scent— such was the change 
in Holmes since the morning He was a different man from the limp and lounging 
figure in the mouse-coloured dressing-gown who had prowled so restlessly only a 
few houR before round the fog-girt room. 

"There is material here 'Fhere is scope,” said he. "I am dull indeed not to 
have understood its possibilities.” 

"Even now they are dark to me." 

"The end is dark to me also, but I have hold of one idea which may lead us 
far. The man met his death elsewhere, and his body was on the roof of a carriage.” 

“On the roof!” 

"Remarkable, is it not? But consider the facts. Is it a coincidence that it is 
found at the very point where the train pitches and sways as it comes round on 
the points? 1$ not that the place where an object upon the roof might be expected 
to off? The points would affect no object inside the train. Either the body 
fell from the roof, or a very curious coincidence has occurred. But now consider 
the question of the blood. Of course, there was no bleeding on the line if the 
body had bled elsewhere. Each fact is suggestive in itself. Together they have a 
cumulative force.” 

"And the ticket, tool" I cried. 

"Exactly. We could not explain the absence of a ticket. This would explain it. 
Everything fits together.” 

"But suppose it were so, we are still as far as ever from unravdling the mystery 
of his death. Indeed, it becomes not simpler bat stranger.” 

"Perhaps,” said Holmes thoughtfully, "perhaps.” He rdapsed into a silent rev- 
erie, which lasted untfl the slow train drew np at last in Wordwich Station. There 
he called a cab and drew Mycroft’s paper from his pocket. 

"We have quite a little round of afternoon caOs to make,” said he. "I that 
Sir James ^^ter claims our first attention.” 
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The house of die faunoiis official was a fine villa wiA green lawns stietdiing 
down to the Thames. As we reached it the fog was lifting, and a thin, watery sun* 
shine was breaking through. A butler answered our ring. 

‘^ir James, sirt" said he with solemn face, ^^ir James died this morning.'* 
heavensi” cried Holmes in amazement “How did he dte?” 

“Perhaps you would care to step in, sir, and see his brother, Colond Vdentme?" 

“Yes, we had best do so.” 

We were ushered into a dim-lit drawing-room, where an instant later we were 
joined by a very tall, handsome, light-bearded man of fifty, the younger brother 
of the dead scientist. His wild eyes, stained chedcs, and unkempt hair all spoke 
of the sudden blow which had fallen upon the household. He was hardly articulate 
as he sp<dce of it. 

“It was this horrible scandal,” said he. “My brother, Sir James, was a man of very 
sensitive honour, and he could not survive such an affair. It broke his heart. He was 
always so proud of the efficiency of his department, and this was a crushing blow.” 

“We had hoped that he might have given us some indications which would have 
helped us to clear the matter up.” 

“I assure you that it was all a mystery to him as it is to you and to all of us. He 
had already put all his knowledge at the disposal of the police. Naturally he had 
no doubt that Cadogan West was guilty. But all the rest was inconceivable.” 

“You cannot throw any new light upon the affair?” 

“I know nothing myself save what I have read or heard. I have no desire to be 
discourteous, but you can understand, Mr. Holmes, that we are much disturbed 
at present, and I must ask you to hasten this interview to an end.” 

“This is indeed an unexpected development,” said my frioid when we had re- 
gained the cab. “I wonder if the death was natural, or whether the poor old fdlow 
killed himselfl If the latter, may it be taken as some sign of self-reproach for duty 
neglected? We must leave that question to the future. Now we stall turn to the 
Cadogan Wests.” 

A small but well-kept house m the outskirts of the town sheltered the bereaved 
mother. The old lady was too dazed with grief to be of any use to us, but at her 
side was a white-faced young ladv, who introduced herself as Miss Violet West- 
bury, the fiancee of the dead man, and the last to see him upon that fotal night. 

“I cannot explain it, Mr. Holmes," she said. “I have not shut an eye since the 
tragedy, thinking, thinking, thinking, night and day, what the true meaning of it 
can be. Arthur was the most single-minded, chivalrous, patriotic man upon eardi. 
He would have cut his right hand off before he would sell a State secret confided 
to his keeping. It is absurd, impossible, preposterous to anyone who knew him.” 

"But the facts. Miss Westbury?" 

“Yes, yes; I admit I cannot explain them.” 

“Was he in any want of money?" 

“No; his needs were very simple and his salary ample. He had saved a few hun- 
dreds, and we were to many at the New Year.” 

“No signs of any mental excitement? Come, Miss Westbury, be absolutdy frank 
with us." 

The quick eye of my companion tad noted some change in her manner. She 
coloured and hesitated. 

“Yes," she said at last, “I had a feeling diat there was something on his mind.” 

“For long?” 
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•Only for the last week or so. He was thoughtful and womed. Once I presied 
him about it. He admitted that there was something, and that it was concerned 
with his official life. ‘It is too serious for me to speak about, even to you,' said he. 
I could get nothing more." 

Holmes looked grave. 

“Go on, Miss Westbury. Even if it seems to tell against him, go on. We cannot 
say what it may lead to." 

"Indeed, I have nothing more to tell. Once or twice it seemed to me that he 
was on the point of telling me something. He spoke one evening of the importance 
of the secret, and I have some recollection that he said that no doubt foreign spies 
would pay a great deal to have it." 

My fnend's face grew graver still. 

"Anything else?” 

"He said that we were slack about such matters— that it would be easy for a 
traitor to get the plans." 

“Was it only recently that ^e made such remarks?" 

"Yes, quite recently." 

"Now tell us of that last evening." 

"We were to go to the theatre. The fog was so thick that a cab was useless. 
We walked, and our way took us close to the office. Suddenly he darted away 
into the fog." 

“Without a word?" 

“He gave an exclamatioa; that was all. I waited but he never returned. Then 
I walked home. Next morning, after the office opened, they came to inquire About 
twelve o'clock we heard the terrible news. Oh, Mr. Holmes, if you could only, 
only save his honour! It was so much to jbim." 

Holmes shook his head sadly. 

"Come, Watson," said he, "our ways he elsewhere. Our next station must be 
the office from which the papeis were taken. 

"It was black enough before against this young man, but our inquiries make 
it blacker,” he remarked as the cab lumbered off. "His coming marriage gives a 
motive for the crime. He naturally wanted money. The idea was in his head, since 
he spoke about it. He nearly made the girl an accomplice in the treason by telling 
her his plans. It is all very bad." 

"But surely. Holmes, character goes for something? Then, again, why should 
he leave the girl in the street and dart away to commit a felony?” 

"Exactly! There are certainly objections. But it is a formidable case which they 
have to meet." 

Mr. Sidney Johnson, the senior clerk, met us at the office and received us with 
that respect which my companion's card always commanded. He was a thin, gruff, 
bespectacled man of middle age, his cheeks haggard, and his hands twitching from 
the nervous strain to which he had been subjected, 

"It is bad, Mr. Holmes, very bad! Have you heard of the death of the chief?" 

"We have just come from his house." 

"The place is disorganized. The chief dead, Cadogan West dead, our papers 
stolen. And yet, when we closed qur door on Monday evening, we were as efficient 
an office as any in the government service. Good God, it's dreadful to think of! 
That Wes^f all men, should have done such a thing!” 

“You arc sure of his guilt, then?" 
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"‘I can see no other way out of it. And yet I would have trusted biro as I trust 
myself.” 

“At what hour was the office closed on Monday?” 

“At five.” 

“Did you close it?” 

“I am always the last man out.” 

“Where were the plans?” 

“In that safe. I put them there myself.” 

“Is there no watchman to the building?” 

“There is, but he has other departments to look after as well. He is an old 
soldier and a most trustworthy man. He saw nothing that evening. Of course the 
fog was very thick.” 

“Suppose that Cadogan West wished to make his way into the building after 
hours; he would need three keys, would he not, before he could reach the papers?” 

“Yes, he would. The key of the outer door, the key of the office, and the key 
of the safe.” 

“Only Sir James Walter and you had those keys?” 

“I had no keys of the doors-only of the safe.” 

“Was Sir James a man who was orderly in his habits?” 

“Yes, I think he was. I know that so far as those three keys are concerned he 
kept them on the same ring. 1 have often seen them there." 

“And that ring went with him to London?” 

“He said so.” 

“And your key never left your possession?” 

“Never.” 

“Then West, if he is the culprit, must have had a duplicate. And yet none was 
found upon his body. One other point* if a clerk in this office desired to sell the 
plans, would it not be simpler to copy the plans for himself than to take the 
onginals, as was actually done?” 

“It would take considerable technical knowledge to copy the plans in an effec- 
tive way.” 

“But I suppose either Sir James, or you, or West had that technical knowledge?” 

“No doubt we had, but I beg you won't try to drag me into the matter, Mr. 
Holmes. What is the use of our speculating in this way when the original plans 
were actually found on West?” 

“Well, it IS certainly singular that he should run the risk of taking originals 
if he could safely have taken copies, which would have equally served his turn ” 

“Singular, no doiibt-and yet he did so.” 

“Every inquiry in this case reveals something inexplicable. Now there are three 
papen still missing. They are, as I understand, the vital ones.” 

“Yes, that is so.” 

“Do you mean to say that anyone holding these three papers, and without the 
seven others, could construct a Bruce-Partington submarine?” 

“I reported to that effect to the Admiralty. But to-day I have been over the 
drawings again, and I am not so sure of it. The double valves with the automate 
self-adjusting slots are drawn in one of the papen which have been returned. Until 
the foreignen had invented that for themselves they could not make the boat. 
Of course they might soon get over the difficulty." 

“But the three missing drawings are the most important?” 



“Uodoobtedly.’' 

*I tbink, with your pennmioD, I wfll now take a rtxoQ round the pre mfa et. I 
do not recall any other question whidi I desiied to asL" 

He examined the lodi of the sale, tite door of the room, and finally the iron 
shutters of the window. It was only when we were on the lawn outside that his 
interest was strongly excited. There was a laurel bush outside the window, and 
several of the branches bore signs of having been twisted or snapped. He examined 
them carefully with his lens, and then smne dim and vague marks upon the earth 
beneatilr. Fim^y he asked the chief clerk to close the iron shutters, and he pointed 
out to me that they hardly met in the centre, and that it would be possible for 
anyone outside to see what was going on within the rptisn. 

*The indications are ruined by the three days' delay. They may mean some- 
thing or nothing. Well, Watson, I do not think that Wodhvich can help us further. 
It i&a small crop which we have gathered. Let us see if we can do better in London." 

Yet we added one more sheaf to our harvest before we left Woolwich Station. 
The clerk in the ticket office was able to say witii confidence that be saw Cadogan 
West— whom he knew well by sight— upon the Monday night, and that he went to 
London by the 8:15 to London Bridge. He was alone and took a single third-class 
ticket. The clerk was struck at the time by his excited and nervous manner. So 
shaky was he that he could hardly ]Mck up his change, and the clerk had helped 
him with it. A reference to the timetable showed that the 8:15 was the fint train 
which it was possible for West to take after he had left (he lady about 7:30. 

"Let us reconstmet, Wabon,” said Holmes after half an hour of silence. "I am 
not aware that in all our joint researches we have ever had a case which was more 
difficult to get at. Every fresh advance whicb'we make only reveals a fresh ridge 
beyond. And yet we have surely made some appreciable progress. 

"The effect of our inquiries at Woolwich has in the main been against young 
Cadogan West; but the indications at the window would lend themselves to a more 
favourable h)'pothesis. Let us suppose, for example, that he had been approached 
by some foreign agent. It might have been done under 4ucb pledges as would have 
prevented him from speaking of it, and yet would have affected his thoughb in 
the direction indicated by his remarks to his fiancee. Very good. We will now 
suppose that as he went to the theatre with the young lady he suddenly, in the 
fog, caught a glimpse of this same agent going in the direction of the office. He 
was an impetuous man, quick in his decisions. Everything gave way to his duty. 
He follow^ the man, reached the window, saw the abstraction of the documenb, 
and pursued the thief. In this way we get over the objection that no one would 
take originals when he could make copies. This oubider had to take origmals. So 
far it holds together." 

"What is the next step?” 

"Then we come into difficulties. One would imagine that under such circum- 
stances the fint act of young Cadr^n West would be to seize the villain and 
raise the alarm. Why did he not do so? Could it have been an official superior who 
took the papen? That would explain West’s conduct. Or could the chief have 
given West the slip in the fog, and West started at once to London to head him 
off from his own rooms, presuming that he knew where the rooms were? The call 
must have been very pressing, since he left his girl standing in the fog and made 
no effort to communicate with her. Our scent runs cold here, and there is a vast 
gap betwdbi either hypothesis and the laying of West’s body, with seven papers 
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in his podDct; on the roof a Metn^litan train. My instinct now is to work 
6oai tte othftf end. If Mycroft has gtvea us tiie list of addresses we may be aUe 
to pick oar man and follow two trades instead of one.” 

Sardy enoud>> s note awaited us at Baker Street. A government messenger had 
brought it post-haste. Hdmes glanced at it and threw it over to me. 

There are numerous small fry, but few who would handle so big an affair. 
The only men worth considering are Adolph Meyer, of 13 Great George 
Street, Westminsten Louis La Rotiiide, of Campden Mansions, Notting 
Hfll; and Hugo Obentein, 13 Caulfidd Gardens, Kensington. The latter was 
known to be in town on Monday and is now reported as having left. Glad 
to hear you have seen some light. The Cabinet awaits your final report with 
tiie utmost anxiety. Urgent representations have arrived from the very high- 
est quarter. The whole force of the State is at your back if you should need it. 

Mycroft. 

”rm afraid,” said Holmes, smiling, ”that all the queen's horses and all the 
queen’s men cannot avail in this matter.” He had spread out his big map of Lon- 
don and leaned eageriy over it. "Well, well,” said he presently with an exclamation 
of satisfoction, "tilings are turning a littie in our direction at last. Why, Watson, 
I do honestiy believe that we are going to pull it off, after all.”^He slapped me on 
the shoulder with a sudden burst of hilarity. "I am going out now. It is only a 
reconnaissance. I will do nothing serious without my trusted comrade and biogra- 
pher at my elbow. Do you stay here, and the odds are that you will see me again 
in an hour or two. If time hangs heavy get foolscap and a pen, and begin your 
narrative of how we saved the State.” 

I felt some reflection of his elation in my own mind, for I knew well that he 
would not depart so far from his usual austerity of demeanour unless there was 
good cause for exultation. All the long November evening I waited, filled witii 
impatience for his return. At last, shortly after nine o’clock, there arrived a mes- 
senger with a note: 

Am dining at Goldini’s Restaurant, Gloucester Road, Kensington. Please 
come at once and join me there. Bring with you a jemmy, a dark lantern, a 
chisel, and a revolver. 

s. a. 

It was a nice equipment for a respectable citizen to cany through the dim, 
fog-draped streets. I stowed them all discreetly away in my overcoat and drove 
straight to the address given. There sat my friend at a little round table near the 
door of the garish Italian restaurant. 

"Have you had something to eat? Then join me in a coffee and cut^o. Try 
one of the proprietor’s cigars. They are less poisonous than one would expect. 
Have you the tods?” 

"They are here, in my overcoat." 

"Excdlent. Let me give you a short sketch of what 1 have done, with some 
indication of what we are about to do. Now it must be evident to you, Watson, 
that this young man’s body was placed on the roof of the train. Iliat was clear 
bom tile instant that I determined the fact that it was from the roof, and not 
from a carriage, that he had fallen.” 

"Could it not have been dropped from a bridge?” 
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*I ikottid say it wu imposstUe. If yod eamme tke foofii you wOI find tiiut 
they are slightly rounded, and there is no tailing round tiiem, Theietoe^ ne can 
say for certain that young Cadogan West was placed on it.” 

”How could he be placed there?” 

”That was the question which we had to answer. There is only one possible 
way. You are aware that the Underground tutu clear of tunnels at some points 
in the West End. I had a vague memory ^at as I have travdled by it I have oc- 
casionally seen windows just above my head. Now, suppose that a train halted 
under such a window, would there be any difficulty in laying a body upon the 
roof?” 

”It seems most improbable.” 

”We must fall back upon the old axiom that when all other contingencies fail, 
whatever renuins, however improbable, must be the truth. Here all other con- 
tingencies have failed. When I found that the leading irltemational agent, who 
had just left London, lived in a row of houses which abutted upon the Under- 
ground, I was so pleased that you were a little astonished at my sudden frivolity.” 

“Oh, that was iL was it?" 

“Yes, that was it. Mr. Hugo Oberstein, of 13 Caulfield Gardens, had become 
my objective. I began my operations at Gloucester Road Station, where a very 
helpful official walked with me along the track and allowed me to satisfy myself 
not only that the back-stair windows of Caulfield Gardens open on Ae line but 
the even more essential fact that, owing to the intersection of one of the larger 
railways, the Underground trains are frequently held motionless for some minutes 
at that very spot.” 

“Splendid, Holmes! You have got it!" 

“So far— so far, Watson. We advance, but the goal is afar. Well, having seen 
the back of Caulfield Gardens, I visited the front and satisfied myself that the 
bird was indeed flown. It 1$ a considerable house, unfurnished, so far as I could 
)udge, in the upper rooms. Oberstein lived there with a single valet, who was 
probably a confederate entiiely in his confidence. We must bear in mind that 
Oberstein has gone to the Continent to dispose of his booty, but not with any 
idea of flight; for he had no reason to fear a warrant, and the idea of an amateur 
domiciliary visit would certainly never occur to him. Yet that is precisely what 
we are about to make." 

“Could we not get a warrant and legalize it?” 

“Hardly on the evidence." 

“What can we hope to do?” 

“We cannot tell what correspondence may be there.” 

“I don't like it. Holmes.” 

“My dear fellow, you shall keep watch in the street. I’ll do the criminal part. 
It’s not a time to stick at trifles. Think of Mycroft’s note, of the Admiralty, the 
Cabinet, the exalted person who waib for news. We are bound to go.” 

My answer was to rise from the table. 

“You are nght. Holmes. We are bound to go.” 

He sprang up and shook me by the hand. 

“1 knew you would not shrink at the last,” said he, and for a moment I saw 
something in his eyes which was' nearer to tenderness than I had ever seen. The 
next instant he was his masterful, practical self once more. 

“It IS ndlrly half a mile, but there is no hurry. Let us walk," said he. "Don't 
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diop liie iastnimentSy I Your arrest as a suspicious diaracter would be a most 
unfortuoate complication.’' 

Caulfield Gardens was one of those lines of flat-faced pillared, and portkoed 
houM which are so prominent a product of the middle Victorian epoch in the 
West End of London. Next door there appeared to be a children's party, for the 
meny buzz of young voices and the clatter of a piano resounded through the night. 
The fog still hung about and screened us with its friendly shade. Holmes had lit 
his lantern and flashed it upon the massive door. 

nrhis is a serious proposition," said he. ’’It is certainly boiled as well as locked. 
We would do better in the area. There is an excellent archway down yonder in 
case a too zealous policeman should intrude. Give me a hand, Watson, and HI 
do the same for you." 

A minute later we were both in the area. Hardly had we reached the dark 
shadows before the step of the policeman was heard m the fog above. As its 
soft rhythm died away, Holmes set to work upon the lower door. I saw him stoop 
and strain until with a sharp crash it (lew open. We sprang through into the dark 
passage, closing the area door behind us. Holmes led the way up the curving, 
uncarpeted stau. His little fan of yellow light shone upon a low window. 

“Here we are, Watson— this must be the one." He threw it open, and as he 
did so there was a low, harsh murmur, growing steadily into a loud roar as a train 
dashed past us in the darkness. Holmes swept his light along the window-sill. It 
was thickly coated with soot from the passing engines, but the black surface was 
bluned and rubbed in places. 

’Tou can see where they rested the body. Halloa, Watsonl what is this? ITieic 
can be no doubt that it is a blood mark." He was pointing to faint discolourations 
along the woodwork of the window. ‘’Here it is on the stone of the sta»r also. The 
demonstration is complete. Let us stay here until a tram stops." 

We had not long to wait The very next train roared from the tunnel as before, 
but slowed in the open, and tlien, with a creaking of brakes, pulled up immediately 
beneath us. It was not four feet from the window-ledge to the roof of the carriages. 
Holmes softly closed the window. 

"So far we are justified,” said he. "What do you think of it, Watson?” 

"A masterpiece. You have never nsen to a greatei height," 

"I cannot agree with you there. From the moment that I conceived the idea pf 
the body being upon the roof, which surely was not a very abstruse one, all the 
rest was inevitable If it were not tor the grave interests involved the affair up 
to this point would be insignificant Our difficulties are still before us. But per- 
haps we may find something here which may help us." 

Wc had ascended the kitchen stair and entered the suite of rooms upon the 
first floor. One was a dining-room, severely furnished and containing nothing of 
interest. A second was a bedroom, which also drew blank. The remaining room 
appeared more promising, and my companion settled down to a systematic ex- 
amination. It was littered with books and papers, and was evidently used as a 
study. Swiftly and methodically Holmes turned over the contents of drawer after 
drawer and cupboard after cupboard, but no gleam of success came to brighten 
his austere face. At the end of an hour he was no further than when he started. 

TThc cunning dog has covered his tracks," said he. "He has left nothing to in* 
criminate him. His dangerous correspondence has been destroyed or removed. This 
is our last chance." 
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It was a small tin cash^box which stood upon the writingKlesk. Holmes pried it 
open with his chisel Several rolls of paper were within* covered with figures and 
calculations, without any note to show to what they referred. The recurring woa^ 
‘"water pressure"* and “pressure to the square inch” suggested some possible rda- 
tion to a submarine. Holmes tossed them all impatiently aside* There only re* 
mained an envelope with some small newspaper slips inside it. He shook them 
out on the table, and at once I saw by his eager face that his hopes had been raised. 

“What's this, Watson? Eh? What's this? Recoid of a series of messages in the 
advertisements of a paper. Daily Telegraph agony column by the pnnt and paper. 
Right-hand top comer of a page. No dates— but messages arrange themselves. This 
must be the first: 


“Hoped to hear sooner. Terms agreed to. Write fully to address given on 


card. 


“Pierrot. 


“Next comes- 

“Too complex for description. Must have full report. Stuff awaits you 
when goods delivered. “Pierrot 

"Then comes: 

“Matter presses. Must withdraw offer unless contract completed. Make 
appointment by letter Will confirm by advertisement. 

“Pierrot. 


“Finally: 

“Monday night after nine. Two taps. Only ourselves. Do not be so sus- 
picious Payment in hard cash when goods delivered. 

“Pierrot. 

“A fairly complete record, WatsonI If we could only get at the man at the 
other end!” He sat lost in thought, tapping his fingers on the table. Finally he 
sprang to his feet. 

“Well, perhaps it won't be so difficult, after all. There is nothing more to be 
done here, Watson. I think we might drive round to the offices of the Dady Tele* 
graph, and so bring a good day's work to a conclusion.” 

Mycroft Holmes and Lestrade had come round by appointment after breakfast 
next day and Sherlock Holmes had recounted to them our proceedings of the day 
before. The professional shook his head over our confessed burglary. 

“We can't do these things in the force, Mr. Holmes,” said he. “No wonder you 
get results that are beyond us. But some of these days you’ll go too far, and you’ll 
find yourself and your friend in trouble.” 

“For England, home and beauty--eh, Watson? Martyrs on the altar of our coun- 
try. But what do you think of it, Mycroft?” 

“Excellent, Sherlockl Admirable! But what use will you make of it?” 

Holmes picked up the Daily Telegraph which lay upon the table. 

“Have you seen Pierrot's advertisement t<Hlay?” 

“What? Another one?” 

“Yes, bIPe it is. 
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Same hour. Same place. Tvvo taps. Most vitally importaot 

Your own safety at stake. _ 

Tnuor. 


^y Georger cried Lestzade. ''If he answers that weVe got himl" 
niliat was my idea when 1 put it in. I think if you could both mpkf jt convenient 
to come with u$ about eight o'clock to Caulfield Gardens we might possibly get 
a little nearer to a solution/' 


One of the most remarkable characteristics of Sherlock Holmes was his power 
of throwing his brain out of action and switching all his thoughts on to li|jhter 
things whenever he had convinced himself that he could no longer work to ad* 
vantage. I remember that during the whole of that memorable day he lost himsdf 
in a monograph which he had undertaken upon the Polyphonic Motets of Lassus. 
For my own part I had none of this power of detachment^ and the day» in conse- 
quence appeared to be interminable. The great national importance of the iasu^ 
the 8usp»se in high quarters, the direct nature of the experiment which we weie 
trying— all combined to work upon my nerve. It was a rdiei to me when at last» 
after a light dinner, we set out upon our expedition. Lestrade and Mycroft met 
us by appointment at the outside of Gloucester Road Station. The area door of 
Oberstein's house had been left open the night before, and it was necessary for 
me. as Mycroft Holmes absolutely and indignantly declined to climb the railings, 
to pass in and open the hall door. By nine o'clock we wexe all seated in the study, 
waiting patiently for our man. 

An hour passed and yet another. When eleven struck, the measured beat of the 
great church clock seemed to sound the dirge of our hopes. Lestrade and Mycroft 
were fidgeting in their seats and looking twice a minute at their watches. Holmes 
sat .'filent and composed, his eyelids half shut, but every sense on the alert. He 
raised his head with a sudden jexk. 

"He is coming," said he. 

There fiad been a furtive step past the door. Now it returned. We heard a 
shuffling sound oubide, and then two sharp taps with the knocker. Holmes rose, 
motioning to us to remain seated. The gas in the hall was a mere point of light. 
He opened the outer door, and then as a dark fi^^re slipped past him he closed and 
fastened it. "This way I" we heard him say, and a moment later our roan stood 
before us. Holmes had followed him closely, and as the man turned with a cry of 
surprise and alarm he caught him by the collar and threw him back into the 
room. Before our prisoner had recovered his balance the door was shut and Holmes 
standing with his back against it. The man glared round him, staggered, and fdl 
senseless upon the floor. With the shock, his broad brimmed hat flew from his head, 
his cravat slipped down from his lips, and th^'rc were the long light beard and 
the soft, handsome delicate features of Colonel Valentine Walter. 

Holmes gave a whistle of surprise. 

"You can write me down an ass this time, Watson,” said he. "This was not the 
bird that I was looking for.” 

"Who IS he?" asked Mycroft eagerly. 

"The younger brother of the late Sir James Walter, the head of the Submarine 
Department. Yes, yes; I sec the fall of the cards. He is coming to. 1 think that 
you had best leave his examination to me." 

We had csOried the prostrate body to the s6fa. Now our prisoner sat up, looked 
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round him with a horror-stricken face, and passed his hand over his forehead, like 
one who cannot believe his own senses. 

‘What is this?” he asked. “I came here to visit Mr. Oberstein.” 

*'Evciything is known. Colonel Walter,” said Holmes. "‘How an English gentle- 
man could behave in such a manner is beyond my comprehension. But your whole 
correspondence and relations with Oberstein are within our knowledge. So also 
are the circumstances connected with the death of young Cadogan West. Let me 
advise you to gam at least the small aedit for repentance and confession, since 
there are still some details which we can only learn from your lips.” 

The man groaned and sank his face in his hands. We waited, but he was silent. 

“I can assure you,” said Holmes^ "that every easential is already known. We 
know that you were pressed for money; that you took an impress of the keys which 
your brother held; and that you entered into a correspondence with Oberstein, 
who answered your letters through the advertisement columns of the Ditily Tate- 
graph. We are aware that you went down to the office in the fog on Monday night, 
but that you were seen and followed by young Cadogan West, who had probably 
some previous reason to suspect you. He saw your theft, but could not give the 
alarm, as it was just possible that you were taking the papers to your brother in 
London. Leaving all his private concerns, like the good citizen that he was, he 
followed you closely in the fog and kept at your heels until you reached this very 
house. ITicre he intervened, j nd then it was, Colonel Walter, that to treason you 
added the more terrible crime of murder.” 

“I did not! I did not! Before God I swear that I did not!” cried our wretched 
prisoner. 

"Tell us, then, how Cadogan West met his end before you laid him upon the 
roof of a railway carnage.” 

"I will, I swear to you that I will. I did the lest. I confess it. It was just as you 
say. A Stock Exchange debt had to be paid J needed the money badly, Oberstein 
offered me five thousand. It w^as to save mysdf horn luin. But as to murder, I am 
as innocent as you.” 

"What happened, then?” 

"He had his suspicions before, and he followed me as you describe. I never knew 
it until I was at the very door. It was thick fog, and one could not see thiee yards. 
I had given two taps and Oberstein had come to the door. The young man rushed 
up and demanded to know what we were about to do with the papers. Oberstein 
had a short life-preserver He always carried it with him As West forced his way 
after us into the house Oberstein struck him on the head. The blow was a fatal 
one. He was dead within five minutes. Theie he lay m the hall, and we were at 
our wit's end what to do. Then Oberstein had this idea about the trains which 
halted under his back window. But first he examined the papers which I had 
brought. He said that three of them were essential, and that he must keep them. 
‘You cannot keep them,' said I. There will be a dreadful row at Woolwich if they 
arc not returned.' T must keep them,' said he, ‘for they are so technical that it is 
impossible in the time to make copies.' ‘Then they must all go back together to- 
ni^t,* said 1. He thought for a little, and then he cried out that he had it. ‘Three 
I will keep,' said he. ‘The othen we will stuff into the pocket of this young man. 
When he is found the whole business will assuredly be put to his account. I could 
see no other way out of it, so we did as he suggested. We waited half an hour at 
the window before a train stopped. It was to thick that nothing could be seen, 
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and we had no difficulty in lowering West'i body on to the train. That was the 
end of the matter so far as I was concerned." 

“And your brother?" 

“He said nothing, but he had caught me once with his keys, and I think that he 
suspected. I read in his eyes that he suspected. As you know, he never held up his 
head again." 

There was silence in the room. It was broken by Mycroft Holmes. 

“Can you not make reparation? It would ease your conscience, and possibly 
your punishment" 

“What reparation can 1 make?” 

“Where is Oberstem with the papers?" 

“I do not know.” 

"Did he give you no address?” 

“He said that letters to the H6tel du Louvre, Pans, would eventually reach him." 

“Then reparation is still within your power,” said Sherlock Holmes 

“I will do anything I can. I owe this fellow no particular good-will. He has been 
my ruin and my downfall.” 

"Here are paper and pen. Sit at this desk and write to my dictation. Direct 
the envelope to the address given. That is right. Now the letter- 

"Dear Sir: 

"With regard to our transactior, you will no doubt have observed by now 
that one essential detail is missing I have a tracing which will make it 
complete. This has involved me in extra trouble, however, and I must ask 
you for a further advance of five hundred pounds. I will not trust it to the 
post, nor will 1 take anything but gold or notes I would come to you abroad, 
but it would excite remark if I left the country at present, llierefore I 
shall expect to meet you in the smoking-room of the Charing Cross Hotel 
at noon on Saturday. Remember that only Enghah notes, or gold, will be 
taken. 

rheit will do very well. I shall be very much surprised if it does not fetch our man.” 

Vnd it did’ It IS a matter of history-that secret history' of a nation which is 
jften so much more intimate and mtere'^ting loan its public chionicles-that Ober* 
stem, eager to complete the coup of his lifetn.ie, came to the lure ar.d was safely 
’-ngulfed for fifteen years in a British prison In hss trunk were found the in- 
valuable Bruce-Partington pl.ins, which he hid put up for auction m all the naval 
centres of Europe. 

Colonel Walter died in prison towards the end of the second year of his sentence. 
As to Holmes, he returned refreshed to his monograph upon the Polyphonic Motets 
of Lassus, which has since been printed for pnvate circulation, and is said by 
experts to be the last word upon the subject. Some weeks afterwards I learned 
incidentally that my friend spent a day at Windsor, whence he returned with a 
remarkably fine emerald tie-pin When I asked him if he had bought it, he an- 
swered that it was a present from a certain gracious lady in whose interests he had 
once been fortunate enough to carry out a small commission. He said no more; 
but I fancy that I could guess at that lady's august name, and I have little doubt 
that the emerald pin will forever recall to my friend's memory the adventure of the 
Bruce-Partington plans. 
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THE ADVENTURE OF THE DYING DETECTIVE 


Mrs. Hudson, the landlady of Sherlock Holmes, was a long-suffenng woman. Not 
only was her first-floor flat invaded at all hours by throngs of singular and often 
undesirable characters but her remarkable lodger showed an eccentncity and ir- 
legularity in his lift which must have sorely tned her patience. His incredible 
untidiness, his addiction to music at strange houn, his occasional revolver practice 
svithin doors, his wend and often malodorou.s scientific experiments, and the 
abno.sphere of violence and danger which hung aiound him made him the very 
worst tenant in la^ndon On the other hand, his payments were prii.cely 1 have 
no doubt that the house might have been purrinsed at the pnee whuh Holiiifs 
paid for his looms during the years that I was wuh htin. 

rhe landlady stixid in the dc-epest a *.'t of hun a.'d never dared to interfere with 
h'm, however outrageous hiS proceedings ii'igh: seen- She was fond of him, too, 
for he hnd a remarkable gentleness ar.ci vonrmsy it’’ n.i dealings with women. He 
.liilikcxl and distrusted the sex, but In’ was aL(* iw a eh.valrous opponent K io#.)rig 
ticw genuine was her regard toi hin., i li.ii.va earncjih to her story tvhia d.e 
cs DC to my looms m the '.econd yeai 'd niy iru/i id 'dr .ind told me o; tt’c sad 
condition to which my poor fnend was rcdmvd 

‘He's dying, Di Watsrn,” said she "Foi Cti div ht bav l een sinlutiE,, and 
1 doubt if he will last the dav He would not kt o'" get a doctoi Tins irounio, 
whei. 1 saw his bones sticking oat ol his favc nd in* great bright eyes loekmi; at 
me I ci>u!d stand uo (note ut ’t, W^th yc'ui leave rx .vithout Mr Holmes, 1 am 
going fur a doctor this very hour,' said 1 'lart tt be Watson, then,' said he f 
Wiiuidii t waste an hcui in ociTiiinr '■'..m, sn, I'r yo'i may i.cit see him a!ut ' 

I wa' liomited lot I had hcatd nothi.,? <. f h., 1 need ro! sav that I i.ished 

foi my coa! and my hat As wc orove back i askcM for the details 
"1 here is little 1 can tell you, sir He has bjvjt work mg nt c case down at Rothci 
hithe. in an alley near the river, and he has t'f ought tiiis illness back with him 
IJc took to his bed on Wednesday afternoon and has never moved since For these 
three davs neither food nor dnnk has passed his bps.” 

“Good God! Why did you not call in a doctor^" 

“He wouldn't have it, sir. You know how masterful he is, I didn’t dare to dis- 
obey him. But he’s not long for this world, as you'll set for yourself the moment 
that you set eyes on him.” 

He was indeed a deplorable spectacle. In the dim light of a foggy November day 
the sick room was a gloomy spot, but it was that gaunt, wasted face staring at me 
from the bed which sent a chill to my heart. His eyes had the brightness of fever, 
there was a hectic flush upon either cheek, and dark crusts clung to his lips; the 
thin hands upon the coverlet twitched incessantly, his voice was croaking and 
spasmodic. He lay listlessly as I entered the room, but the sight of me brought a 
gleam of recognition to his eyes. 

“Well, Watson, we seem to have fallen upon evil days,” said he in a feeble 
voice, but with something of his old carelessness of manner. 

“MyJear fellowl” I cried, approaching him. 
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**Staod backl Stand right backl" said he with the sharp imperiousness which I 
had associated only with moments of crisis. *'If you approach me, Watson, I shall 
order you out of the house.*’ 

‘'But why?” 

"Because it is my desire. Is that not enough?” 

Yes, Mrs. Hudson was right. He was more masterful than ever. It was pitiful, 
however, to see his exhaustion. 

"I only wished to help,” I explained. 

"Exactlyl You will help best by doing what you are told.” 

"Certainly, Holmes.” 

He relaxed the austerity of his manner. 

‘Tou are not angry?” he asked, gasping for breath. 

Poor devil, how could I be angry when I saw him lying in such a plight befoie me? 

"It's for your own sake, Watson,” he croaked 

"For my sake?” 

"I know what is the matter with me It is a coolie disease from Sumatra— a 
thing that the Dutch know more about than we, though they have made httle 
of it up to date. One thing only is certain. It is infallibly deadly, and it is hornbly 
contagious.” 

He spoke now wuth a feverish energy, the long hands h\'itching and jerking as he 
motioned me away. 

"Contagious by touch, Watson* that's it, by touch. Keep your distance and all 
:s well ” 

"Good heavens, Holmes) Do you suppose that such a consideration weighs with 
me for an instant’ It would not affect me m the case of a stranger. Do vou imagine 
K would prevent me from doing mv duty to so old a fnend?” 

^gam I advanced, but he rcptulsed me with a look of furious anger 

"If vou will stand there I wiD talk. If you do not you must leave the room ” 

I have so deep a respect for the extraordinsn' qualities of Holmes that I have 
cilways deterred to his wishes, even when I leas! understood them But now all tny 
"irofessiona! instincts were aroused. ^x*t him be my inastei elsewhere, I at least 
was his in a sick room, 

"Holmes,” said I, "you arc not yoaiself A swk man is but a child, »^nd so I will 
treat you. Whether you i»ke it or not, I nili examine your -ymptoms and treat vou 
for them ” 

H( looked at me with venomous ^ 

"H I am to have a doctor whether I will or not, let me at least have .someone in 
vkhom I have confidence,” said he 

“Tlien you have none in me?” 

"In vour fnendship, certainly But facts are fat Watson, and, after all, you are 
only a general practitioner with very limited experience and irediocre qualifications. 
It IS painful to have to say these things, but you leave me no choice.” 

I was bitterly hurt. 

“Such a remark is unworthy of you, Holmes. It shows me very clearly the state 
of your own nerves. But if you have no confidence in me I would not intiude my 
services. Let me bring Sir Jasp^er Meek or Penrose Fisher, or any of the best men 
m London. But someone you must have, and that is final. If you think that I am 
going to stand here and see you die without ejther helping you myself or bringing 
anyone else to help you, then you have mistaken your man.” 
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"You mean well, Watson/* said the sick man with something between a sob and 
a groan. "Shall I demonstrate your own ignorance? What do you know, pray, of 
Tapanuli fever? Wliat do you know of the black Formosa corruption?” 

“I have never heard of either.” 

"There arc many problems of disease, many strange pathological possibilities, in 
the East, Watson.” He paused after each sentence to collect his failing strength. "I 
have learned so much during some recent researches which have a medico-cnminal 
aspect. It was in the course of them that I contracted this complaint. You can do 
nothing.” 

"Possibly not. But I happen to know that Dr. Ainstree, the greatest living 
authority upon tropical disease, is now in London. All remonstrance is useless, 
Holmes, I am going this instant to fetch him.” I turned resolutely to the door. 

Never have I had such a shocki In an instant, with a tiger-spring, the dying man 
had intercepted me. I heard the sharp snap of a twisted key. The next momen! 
he had staggered back to his bed, exhausted and panting after his one tremendous 
outfiame of energy. 

“You won't take the key from me by force, Watson, Tve got you, my friend. 
Here you arc, and here you will stay until I will otherwise But Til humour you.” 
(All this in little gasps, with terrible struggles for breath betw'een.) “You’ve only 
my own good at heart. Of course I know that very well. You shall have your way, 
but give me time to get my strength. Not now, Watson, not now. It’s four o’clock. 
At SIX you can go.” 

“This is insanity, Holmes.” 

“Only two hours, Watson. I promise you will go at six. Are you content to wait?” 

“I seem to have no choice.” 

“None in the world, Watson. Tliatik you, I need no help in arranging the clothes. 
You will please keep your distance. Now, Watson, there is one other condition 
that I would make. You will seek help, not from the man you mention, but from 
the one that I choose.” 

“By all means.” 

“The first thiec sensible words that you have uttered since you entered this 
room, Watson. You will find some books over there. 1 am somewhat exhausted, 
I wonder how a battery feels when it poun electricity into a non-conductor? At 
six, Watson, we resume our conversation.” 

But it was destined to be resumed long before that hour, and in circumstances 
which gave me a shock hardly second to that caused by his spring to the door. 1 
had stood for some minutes looking at the silent figure in the bed. His face was 
almost covered by the clothes and he appeared to be asleep. Then, unable to settle 
down to reading, I walked slowly round the room, examining the pictures of 
celebrated criminals with which every wall was adorned. Finally, in my aimless 
perambulation, I came to the mantelpiece. A litter of pipes, tobacco-pouches, 
syringes, penknives, revolver-cartridges, and other debris was scattered over it. In 
the midst of these was a small black and white ivory box with a sliding lid. It was 
a neat little thing, and I had stretched out my hand to examine it more closely 
when — 

It was a dreadful cry that he gave— a yell which might have been heard down the 
street. My skin went cold and my hair bristled at that horrible scream. As 1 turned 
I caug^ a glimpse of a convulsed face and frantic eyes. I stood paralyzed, with 
the litw box in my hand. 
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*Put it down! Down, this instant, Watson— this instant, I sayl” His head sank 
back upon the pillow and he gave a deep sigh of relief as I replaced the box upon 
the mantelpiece. “1 hate to have my things touched, Watson. You know that I 
hate it. You hdget me beyond endurance. You, a doctor— you are enough to drive 
a patient into an asylum. Sit down, man, and let me have my rest]” 

The incident left a most unpleasant impression upon my mind. The violent and 
causeless excitement, followed by this brutality of speech, so far removed from 
his usual suavity, showed me how deep was the disorganization of his mind. Of 
all ruins, that of a noble mind is the mast deplorable. I sat in silent dejection 
until the stipulated time had passed. He seemed to have been watching the clock 
as well as I, for it was hardly six before he began to talk with the same feverish 
animation as before. 

"Now, Watson,” said he. “Have you any change in your pocket?” 

"Yes.” 

"Any silver?" 

“A good deal.” 

"How many half-crowns?" 

"I have five.” 

"Ah, too few! Too fewl How very unfortunate, WatsonI ftowever, such as they 
are you can put them in your watchpocket. And all the rest of your money in 
your left trouserpocket. Thank you. It will balance you so much better like that." 

This was raving insanity. He shuddered, and again made a sound between a 
cough and a sob. 

“You will now light the gas, Watson, but you will be very careful that not for 
one instant shall it be more than half on. I implore you to be careful, Watson. 
Thank you, that is excellent. No, you need not draw the blind. Now you will 
have the kindness to place some letters and papers upon this table within my 
reach. Thank you. Now some of that litter from the mantelpiece. Excellent, Wat- 
sonI There is a sugar-tongs there. Kindly raise that small ivory box with its 
assistance. Place it here among the papers. GoodI You can now go and fetch Mr. 
Culverton Smith, of 1 3 Lower Burke Street." 

To tell the truth, my desire to fetch a doctor had somewhat weakened, for poor 
Holmes was so obviously delirious that it seemed dangerous to leave him. However, 
he was as eager now to consult the person named as he had been obstinate in 
refusing. 

“I never heard the name,” said 1. 

"Possibly not, my good Watson. It may surprise you to know that the man 
upon earth who is ^t versed in this disease is not a medical man, but a planter. 
Mr. Culverton Smith is a well-known resident of Sumatra, now visiting London. 
An outbreak of the disease upon his plantation, which was distant from medical 
aid, caused him to study it himself, with some rather far-reaching consequences. 
He is a very methodical person, and I did not desire you to start before six, be- 
cause I was well aware that you would not find him in his study. If you could 
persuade him to come here and give us the benefit of his unique experience of 
this disease, the investigation of which has been his dearest hobby, I cannot doubt 
that he could help me.” 

I give Holmes’s remarks as a consecutive whole and will not attempt to indicate 
how they were interrupted by gaspings for breath and those clutchings of his hands 
which indicated the pain from which he was suffering. His appearance had changed 
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foi the wme during the few hours that I had been widi him. Those hectic spots 
were more pronounced, the eyes shone more brightly out of darker hollows, and a 
cold sweat glimmered upon his brow. He still retained, however, the jaunty gal- 
lantry of his speech. To the last gasp he would always be the master. 

Tou win tell him exactly how you have left me,” said he. ”You will convey the 
very impression which is in your own mind— a dying man— a dying and ddirious 
man. Indeed, I cannot think why the whole bed of die ocean is not one solid mass 

oysters, so prolific the creatures seem. Ah, I am wanderingl Strange bow the 
brain controb the braini What was 1 saying, Watson?” 

”My directions for Mr. Cuhrerton Smith.” 

“Ah, yes, I remember. My life depends upon it. Plead with him, Watson. There 
is no good feding between us. His nephew, Watson— I had suspicions of foul play 
and I allowed him to see it. The boy died horribly. He has a grudge against me. 
You will soften him, Watson. Beg him, pray him, get him here by any means. 
He can save me— only he!” 

“I will bring him in a cab, if 1 have to carry him down to it.” 

”You will do nothing of the sort. You will persuade him to come. And then 
you win return in front of him. Make any excuse so as not to come with him. 
Don’t forget, Watson. You won’t fail me. You never did fail me. No doubt there 
are natural enemies which limit the increase of the creatures. You and 1, Watson, 
we have done our part. ShaU the world, then, be overrun by oysters? No, no; 
horrible! Youll convey all that is in your mind.” 

I left him full of the image of this magnificent intellect babbling like a foolish 
child. He had handed me the key, and with a happy thought 1 took it with me 
lest he should lock himself in. Mrs. Hudson was waiting, trembling and weeping, 
in the passage. Behind me as I passed from the fiat I heard Holmes’s high, thin 
voice in some delirious chant. B<^ow, as I stood whistling for a cab, a man came 
on me through the fog. 

“How is Mr. Holmes, sir?” he asked. 

It was an old acquaintance. Inspector Morton, of Scotland Yard, dressed in 
unofficial tweeds. 

“He is very ill,” I answered. 

He looked at me in a most singular fashion. Had it not been loo fiendish, I 
could have imagined that the gleam of the fanlight showed eirultation in his face 

“I heard some rumour of it," said he. 

The cab had driven up, and I left him. 

Lower Burke Street proved to be a line of fine houses lying in the vague border- 
land between Notting Hill and Kensington. The particular one at which my cab- 
man pulled up had an air of smug and demure respectability in its old-fashioned 
iron railings, its massive folding-door, and its shining brasswork. All was in keeping 
with a solemn butler who appeared framed in the pink radiance of a tinted electric 
light behind him. 

“Yes, Mr. Culverton Smith is in. Dr. Watson! Very good, sir, I will take up your 
card." 

My humble name and title did not appear to impress Mr. Culverton Smith. 
Through the half-open door I heard a high, petulant, penetrating voice. 

“Who IS this penon? Whst does he want? Dear me. Staples, how often have I 
said that 1 am not to be disturbed in my hours of study?” 

Th^R came a gentle Sow of soothing explanation from the butler. 
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‘'Well, I won't see him, Staples. I can't have my work interrupted like this. I am 
not at home. Say so. Tell him to come in the morning if he really must see me." 

Again the gentle murmur. 

"Well, well, give him that message He can come in the morning, or he can 
stay away. My work must not be hindered." 

I thought of Holmes tossing upon his bed of sickness and counting the minutes, 
perhaps, until I could bring help to him It was not a time to stand upon ceremony. 
His life depended upon my promptness. Before the apologetic butler had deliver^ 
his message I had pushed past him and was in the room. 

With a shrill cry of anger a man rose from a reclining chair beside the fire. I saw 
a great yellow face, coarse-grained and greasy, with heavy, doubie^hin, and two 
sullen, menacing gray eyes which glared at me from under tufted and sandy blows. 
A high bald head had a small velvet smoking-cap poised coquettisbly upon One 
side of its pink curve. The skull was of enormous capacity, and yet as I looked 
down I saw to my amazement that the figure of the man was small and frail, 
tw'isted in the shoulders and back like one who has suffered from rickets in his 
childhood. 

"What's this?*' he cried in a high, screaming voice. **What is the meaning of 
this intrusion? Didn't I send you word that I would see you ^to-morrow morning?" 

“I am sorry," said I. ‘I^ut the matter cannot be delayed. Mr. Sherlock Holmes — ” 

The mention of my friend s name had an extraordinary^ effect upon the little 
man. The look of anger passed m an instant from his face. His features became 
tense and alert 

"Have you come from Holmes^" he asked. 

"1 have )ust left him." 

"What about Holmes? How is he?" 

"He is desperately ill. That is why I have come." 

The man motioned me to a chair, and turned to resume his own. As he did so 
i caught a glimpse of his face in the miner over the mantelpiece. I could have 
worn that it was set in a mahcK^as and abominable smile. Yet I persuaded myself 
.hat it must have been some mrvous contraction which I had surprised, for he 
uined to me an instant latex with genuine concern upon his features. 

I am soiry to hear this," said he. "I only know Mr. Holmes through some 
business dealings which we have bad, but I have every respect for his talents and 
ills character. He is an amateur of crime, as I am of disease. For him the villain, for 
me the microbe. There are my prisons/' he continued, pointing to a row of bottles 
and jars winch stood upon a side table. "Among those gelatine cultivations some 
of the very worst offenders in the world arc now doing time." 

"it was on account of your special knowledge that Mr. Holmes desired to see 
you. He has a high opinion of you and thought that you were the one man in 
London who could help him." 

The little man started, and the jaunty smoking-cap slid to the floor. 

"Why?" he asked. "Why should Mr. Holmes think that I could help him in his 
trouble?” 

"Because of your knowledge of Eastern diseases.” 

"But why should he think that this disease which he has contracted is Eastern?” 

"Because, in some professional inquiry, he has been working among Chinese 
sailon down in the docks.” 

Mr. Culverton Smith smiled pleasantly and picked up his smoking-cap. 

577 



"(>h, that’s it-is it?** said he. "I trust the matter is not so grave as you suppose. 
How long has he been ill?” 

“About three days ” 

“Is he delirious?" 

“Occasionally." 

“Tut, tut! This sounds serious. It would be inhuman not to answer his call. I 
very much resent any interruption to my work. Dr. Watson, but this case is certainly 
exceptional. I will come with you at once.” 

1 remembered Holmes's injunction. 

“I have another appointment,” said 1. 

“Very good. I will go alone. I have a note of Mr. Holmes's address. You can rely 
upon my being there within half an hour at most.” 

It was with a sinking heart that I reentered Holmes's bedroom. For all that I 
knew the worst might have happened in my absence. To my enormous relief, he 
had improved greatly in the interval. His appearance was as ghastly as ever, but 
all trace of delirium had left him and he spoke in a feeble voice, it is true, but 
w'lth even more than his usual crispness and lucidity. 

“Well, did you see him, Watson?" . 

“Yes, he is coming." 

“Admirable, WatsonI Admirablel You are the best of messengers." 

“He wished to return with me.” 

“That would never do, Watson. That would be obviously impossible. Did he ask 
what ailed me?" 

“I told him about the Chinese in the East End." 

“Exactly! Well, Watson, you have done all that a good friend could. You can 
now disappear from the scene.” 

“I must wait and hear his opinion. Holmes." 

“Of course you must. But I have reasons to suppose that this opinion would be 
very much more frank and valuable if he imagines that we are alone. There is 
)ust room behind the head of my bed, Watson." 

“My dear Holmes!" 

“I feai there is no alternative, Watson. The room does not lend itself to con- 
cealment, which IS as well, as it is the less likely to arouse suspicion. But just 
there, Watson, I fancy that it could be done.” Suddenly he sat up with a rigid 
intentness upon his haggard face, “'fherc are the wheels, Watson. Quick, man, if 
you love mel And don't budge, whatever happens— whatever happens, do you hear? 
Don't speak! Don’t movel Just listen with all your ears." Then in an instant hi.s 
sudden access of strength departed, and his masterful, purposeful talk droned 
away into the low, vague murmurings of a semi-delirious man. 

From the hiding-place into which I had been so swiftly hustled I heard the 
tootfalls upon the stair, with the opening and the closing of the bedroom door. 
Then, to my surpnse, there came a long silence, broken only by the heavy breathings 
and gaspings of the sick man. I could imagine that our visitor was standing by 
liie bedside and looking down at the sufferer. At last that strange hush was broken. 

“Holmesl" he cried. “Holmes!” in the insistent tone of one who awakens a 
sleeper. “Can’t you hear me. Holmes?” There was a rustling, as if he had shaken 
the sick man roughly by the shoulder. 

“Is that you, Mr. Smith?’*" Holmes whispered. “I hardly dared hope that you 
would come.” 
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The other laughed. 

‘‘I should imagine not," he said. ""And yet, you see, I am here. Coals of fire, 
Holmes— coals of firel" 

*"11 is very good of you— very noble of you. I appreciate your special knowledge.” 

Our visitor sniggered. 

‘"You do. You are, fortunately, the only man in London who does. Do you know 
what is the matter with you?” 

‘'The same,” said Holmes. 

“Ah I You recognize the symptoms?” 

“Only too well.” 

“Well, I shouldn’t be surprised. Holmes. I shouldn’t be surprised if it were 
the same. A bad lookout for you if it is. Poor Victor was a dead man on the fourth 
day— a strong, hearty young fellow. It was certainly, as you said, very surprising 
that he should have contracted an out-oLthe-way Asiatic disease in the heart of 
London— a disease, too, of which I had made such a very special study. Singular 
coincidence. Holmes. Very smart of you to notice it, but rather uncharitable to 
suggest that it was cause and effect.” 

“I knew that you did it.” 

“Oh, you did, did you? Well, you couldn’t prove it, anyhow. But what do you 
think of yourself spreading reports about me like that, and then crawling to me for 
help the moment you are in trouble? What sort of a game is that— eh?” 

I heard the rasping, laboured breathing of the sick man. “Give me the waterl” 
he gasped. 

“You’re precious near your end, my friend, but I don’t want you to go till I 
have had a word with you. That’s why I give you water. There, don’t slop it abouti 
That’s right. Can you understand what I say?” 

Holmes groaned. 

“Do what you can for me. Let bygones be bygones,” he whispered. “I’ll put the 
words out of my head— I swear 1 will. Only cure me, and I’ll forget it.” 

“Forget what?” 

“Well, about Victor Savage’s death. You as good as adm tted just now that you 
had done it. I'll forget it.” 

“You can forget it or remember it, just as you like. I don’t see you in the witness- 
box. Quite another shaped box, my good Holmes, I assure you. It matters nothing 
to me that you should know bow my nephew died. It’s not him we are talking 
about. It’s you.” 

“Yes, yes.” 

“The fellow who came for me— I’ve forgotten his name— said that you contracted 
it down in the East End among the sailors.” 

“I could only account for it so.” 

'Tou are proud of your brains. Holmes, are you not? Think yourself smart, don't 
you? You came across someone who was smarter this time. Now cast your mind 
back. Holmes. Can you think of no other way you could have got this thing?” 

“I can't think. My mind is gone. For heaven’s sake help mel” 

“Yes, I will help you. I’ll help you to understand just where you arc and how 
you got there. I’d like you to know before you die.” 

“Give me something to ease my pain.” 

“Painful, is it? Yes, the coolies used to do some squealing towards the end. 
Takes you as cramp, I fancy.” 
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‘Tes, yes; it is cramp.” 

^Wellf you can hear what I say, anyhow. Listen nowl Can you remember any 
unusual incident in your life just about the time your s>'mptoms began?” 

”No, no; nothing.” 

"Think again.” 

“Fm too ill to think.” 

“Well, then. I’ll help you. Did anything come by post?” 

“By post?” 

“A box by chance?” 

“I’m fainting— I’m gone!” 

“Listen, Holmes!” There was a sound as if he was shaking the dying man, and 
it was all that I could do to hold myself quiet in my hiding-place. “You must 
hear me. You shall hear me. Do you remember a box— an ivory box? It came on 
Wednesday. You opened it-do you remember?” 

“Yes, yes, I opened it. There was a sharp spring inside it. Some joke — ” 

“It was no joke, as you will find to your cost. You fool, you would have it and 
you have got it. Who asked you to cross my path? If you had left me alone I would 
not have hurt you.” 

“I remember,” Holmes gasped. ‘The spring! It drew blood. This box— this on 
the tabic.” 

“The very one, by George! And it may as well leave the room in my pocket. 
There goes your last shred of evidence. But you have the truth now, Holmes, and 
you can die with the knowledge that I killed you. You knew too much of the 
fate of Victor Savage, so I have sent you to share it. You are very near your end, 
Holmes. I will sit here and I wall watch you die.” 

Holmes's voice had sunk to an almost inaudible whisper. 

“What is that?” said Smith. Tam up the gas? Ah, the shadows begin to fall, do 
they? Yes, 1 will turn it up, that I may see you the better.” He crossed the room 
and the light suddenly brightened. “Is there any other little service that I can do 
you, my friend?” 

“A match and a cigarette.” 

I nearly called out in my joy and my amazement. He was speaking in his natural 
voice-a little weak, perhaps, but the very voice I knew. Tliere was a long pause, and 
1 felt that Ciilverton Smith was standing in silent amazement looking down at 
his companion. 

“What’s the meaning of this?” I heard him say at last in a dry, rasping tone. 

“The best way of successfully acting a part is to be it,” said Holmes. “I give 
you my word that for three days I have tasted neither food nor drink until you 
were good enough to pour me out that glass of water. But it is the tobacco which 
I find most irksome. Ah, here are some cigarettes.” I heard the striking of a match. 
“That is very much better. Halloa! halloa! Do I hear the step of a friend?” 

There were footfalls outside, the door opened, and Inspector Morton appeared. 

“All is in order and this is your man,” said Holmes. 

The officer gave the usual cautions. 

“1 arrest you on the charge of the murder of one Victor Savage,” he concluded. 

“And you might add of the attempted murder of one Sherlock Holmes,” re- 
marked my friend with a chuckle. To save an invalid trouble, Inspector, Mr. 
Culverton Smith was good enough to give our signal by turning up the gas. By 
the wi^, the prisoner has a small box in the right-hand pocket of his coat which it 
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would be as well to remove. Thank you. I would handle it gingerly if I were you. 
Put it down here. It may play its part in the trial.” 

There was a sudden rush and a scufiBe, followed by the clash of iron and a cry 
of pain. 

“You’ll only get yourself hurt,” said the inspector. "Stand still, will you?" There 
was the click of the closing handcuffs. 

"A nice trapl” cned the high, snarling voice. "It will bring you into the dock. 
Holmes, not me. He asked me to come here to cute him. I was sorry for him and 
1 came. Now he will pretend, no doubt, that I have said anything which he may 
invent which will corroborate his insane suspiciom. You can lie as you like, 
Holmes. My word is always as good as youn." 

“Good heavensl" cried Holmes. “I had totally forgotten him My dear Watson, 

I owe you a thousand apologies. To think that I should have overlooked you! 1 
ri'-ed not introduce you to Mr. Culverton Smith, since I understand that you met 
somewhat earlier in the evening. Have yon the cab below? I will follow you when 
I am dressed, for I may be of some use at the station. 

“1 never needed it more,” said Holmes as he refreshed himself with a glass of 
claret and some biscuits in the intervals of his toilet. "However, as you know, my 
habits are irregular, and such a feat means less to me than to most men. It was very 
essential that 1 should impress Mrs. Hudson with the reality of my condition, since 
she was to convey it to you, and you in turn to him. You won’t be offended, Wat- 
son? You will realize that among your many talents dissimulation finds no place, 
and that if you had shared my secret you would never have been able to impress 
Smith with the urgent necessity of his presence, which -vas the vital point of the 
whole scheme Knowing his vindictive nature, I was perfectly certain that he would 
come to look upon his handiwork.” 

"But your appearance, Holmes-your ghastly face?” 

“riiree days of absolute fast does not improve one’s beauty, Watson For the 
rest, there iS nothing w'hich a sponge may not cuie. With ’'aseline upon one's fore 
head, belladonna m one’s eyes, rouge over the cheek-bones and ci lists of beeswax 
round out’s lips, a very satisfying effect can be produced. ’ lalingering is a subject 
upon winch I have sometimes thoueht of riting a monomph A little occasional 
talk about half-crowns, oysters, or any othr extraneous subject proilurts a jileasing 
effect of ddirium 

“But why would you not let me near you, since there was in truth no infection? 
“Can you ask, my dear W^atson? Do you imagine that I have no respect for your 
medical talents? Could I fancy that your astute judgment would pass a dying man 
who, how'ever weak, had no rise of pulse or tempeiature? At four yards, 1 could 
deceive you If I failed to do so, who wovdd bring my Smith within my grasp? 
No, Watson, I would not touch that box, 'V’ou can just see if you look at it side- 
ways where the sharp spnng like a viper’s tooth emerges as you open it I dare say 
It was by some such device that poor Savage, who stood between this monster and 
a reversion, was done to death. My correspondence, however, is, as you know, a 
varied one,’ and I am somewhat upon ray guard against any packages which reach 
me It was clear to me, however, that by pretending that he had really succeeded 
in his design I might surprise a confession That pretence I have earned out with 
the thoroughness of the true artist. Thank you, Watson, you must help me on with 
my coat. 'When we have finished at the police-station I thmk that something 
nutritious at Simpson’s would not be out of place. 



THE DISAPPEARANCE OP LADY FRANCES CARFAX 


“But why Turkish?" asked Mr. Sherlock Holmes, gazing fixedly at my boots. I was 
reclining in a cane-backed chair at the moment, and my protruded feet had at- 
tracted his ever-active attention. 

“English," I answered in some surprise. "I got fihem at Latimer's, in Oxford 
Street." 

Holmes smiled with an expression of weary patience. 

‘The bathi" he said; "the bathi Why the relaxing and expensive Turkish rather 
than the invigorating home-made article?" 

“Because for the last few days 1 have been feeling rheumatic and old. A Turkish 
bath is what we call an alterative in medictne-a fresh starting-point, a cleanser 
of the system. 

“By the way, Holmes," I added, “I have no doubt the connection between my 
boots and a Turkish bath is a perfectly self-evident one to a logical mind, and yet 
I should be obliged to you if you would indicate it." 

"The train of reasoning is not very obscure, Watson," said Holmes with a mis- 
chievous twinkle. "It belongs to the same elementary class of deduction which I 
should illustrate if I were to ask you who shared your cab in your dnve this 
morning." 

"I don’t admit that a fresh illustration is an explanation," said I with some 
asperity. 

"Bravo, Watsonl A very dignified and logical remonstrance. Let me see, what 
were the points? Take the last one first— die cab. You observe that you have some 
splashes on the left sleeve and shoulder of your coat. Had you sat in the centre of 
a hansom you would probably have had no splashes, and if you had they would 
certainly have been symmetrical. Therefore it is clear that you sat at the side 
Therefore it is equaQy clear that you had a companion." 

“That is very evident.” 

"Absurdly commonplace, is it not?" 

"But the boob and the bath?" 

"Equally childish. You are in the habit of doing up your boob in a certain 
way. I see them on this occasion fastened with an elaborate double bow, which 
is not your usual method of tying them. You have, therefore, had them off. Who 
has tied them? A bootmaker-or the boy at the bath. It is unlikely tfiat it is the 
bootmaker since your boob are nearly new. Well, what remains? The bath. Ab- 
surd, is it not? But, for all that, the Turkish bath has served a purpose.” 

"What is that?" 

"You say that you have had it because you need a change. Let me suggest that 
you take one. How would Lausanne do, my dear Wabon-first-class tickeb and all 
expenses paid on a princely scale?” 

"Splen^l But why?” 

Holmes leaned back in his armchair and took his notebook from his pocket. 

"One of the most dangerous classes in the world,” said he, "is the drifting and 
fnendless woman. She is the most harmless and often the most useful of mortals, 
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but she is the inevitable inciter of crime in others. She is helpless. She is migtatoiy. 
She has sufficient means to take her from country to country and from hotel to 
hotel. She is lost, as often as not, in a maze of obscure pensions and boarding* 
houses. She is a stray chicken in a world of foxes. When she is gobbled up she 
is hardly missed. I much fear that some evil has come to the Lady Frances Carfax,^ 

I was relieved at this sudden descent from the general to the particular. Holmes 
consulted his notes. 

“Lady Frances/' he continued, "is the sole survivor of the direct family of the 
late Earl of Rufton. The estates went, as you may remember, in the male line. 
She was left with limited means, but with some very remarkable old Spanish jewel- 
lery of silver and curiously cut diamonds to which she was fondly attached-too 
attached, for she refused to leave them with her banker and always carried them 
about with her. A rather pathetic figure, the I^dy Frances, a beautiful woman, still 
.11 fresh middle age, and yet, by a strange chance, the last derelict of what only 
twenty yean ago was a goodly 8 eet." 

“What has happened to her, then?" 

“Ah, what has happened to the Lady Frances? Is she alive or dead? There is our 
problem She is a lady of precise habits, and for four years it has been her in- 
variable custom to write every second week to Miss Dobney» her old governess, 
who has long retired and lives in Camberwell. It is this Miss Dobney who has 
consulted me. Nearly five weeks have passed without a word. The last letter was 
from the Hdtel National at Lausanne. I..ady Frances seems to have left there and 
given no address. The family are anxious, and as ttiey are exceedingly wealthy no 
sum will be spared if we can clear the matter up." 

“Is Miss Dobney the only souice of information? Surely she bad other corre- 
spondents?" 

“There is one correspondent who is a sure draw, Watson. That is the bank. Single 
ladies must live, and their passbooks are compressed dianes. She banks at Sil- 
vester's. I have glanced ovex he account. The last check but one paid her bill at 
Lausanne, but it was a large one and probably left her with cash in hand. Only 
one check has been drawn since." 

“To whom, and where?" 

“To Miss Mane Devine. There is nothing to sliow where the check was drawn. 
It was cashed at the Credit Lyonnais at Montpellier less than three weeks ago. 
The sum was fifty pounds." 

“And who is Miss Marie Devine?" 

“That also I have been able to discover. Miss Marie Devine was the maid of Lady 
Frances Carfax. Why she should have paid her this check we have not yet de- 
termined. I have no doubt, however, that youf researches will soon clear the matter 
up." 

“My researches!" 

“Hence the health-giving expedition to Lausanne. You know that I cannot pos- 
sibly leave London while old Abrahams is in such mortal terror of his life. Besides, 
on general principles it is best that I should not leave the country. Scotland Yard 
feels lonely without me, and it causes an unhealthy excitement among the criminal 
classes. Go, then, my dear Watson, and if my humble counsel can ever be valued 
at so extravagant a rate as two pence a word, it waits your disposal night and day at 
the end of the Continental wire." 
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Two days later found me at the Hdtel National at Lausanne, where I received 
every courtesy at the hands of M. Moser, the well-known manager. Lady Frances, 
as he informed me, had stayed there for several weeks. She had been much liked 
by all who met her. Her age was not more than forty. She was still handsome and 
bore every sign of having in her youth been a very lovely woman. M. Moser knew 
nothing of any valuable jewellery, but it had been remarked by the servants that 
the heavy trunk in the lady’s bedroom was always scrupulously locked. Marie De- 
vine, the maid, was as popular as her mistress. She was actually engaged to one of 
the head waiters in the hotel, and there was no difficulty in getting her address. It 
was 11 Rue de Trajan, Montpellier. All this I jotted down and felt that Holmes 
himself could not have been more adroit in collecting his facts. 

Only one comer still remained in the shadow. No light which I possessed could 
clear up the cause for the lady’s sudden departure. She was very happy at Lausanne. 
There was every reason to believe that she intended to remain for the season in 
her luxurious rooms overlooking the lake. And yet she had left at a single day’s no- 
tice, which involved her in the useless payment of a week’s rent. Only Jules Vibart, 
the lover of the maid, had any suggestion to offer. He connected the sudden de- 
parture with the visit to the hotel a day or two before of a tall, dark, bearded 
man. **l}n sauvage—un vMtable sauvager cried Jules Vibart. The man had rooms 
somewhere in the town. He had been seen talking earnestly to Madame on the 
promenade by the lake. Then he had called. She had refused to see him. He was 
English, but of his name there was no record. Madame had left the place immedi- 
ately afterwards. Jules Vibart, and, what was of more importance, Jules Vibart’s 
sweetheart, thought that this call and this departure were cause and effect. Only 
one thing Jules would not discuss. Tliat was the reason why Marie had left her 
mistress. Of that he could or would say nothing. If I wished to know, I must go 
to Montpellier and ask her. 

So ended the first chapter of my inquiry. The second was devoted to the place 
which Lady Frances Carfax had sought when she left Lausanne. Concerning this 
there had been some secrecy, which confinned the idea that she had gone with the 
intention of throwing someone off her track. Otherw'ise why should not her lug' 
gage have been openly labelled for Baden? Both she and it reached tlie Rhenish 
spa by some c•ircul^o^is route. This much I gathered from the manager of Cook's 
local office. So to Baden I went, after dispatching to Holmes an account of all my 
proceedings and receiving in reply a telegram of half-humorous commendabon. 

At Baden the track wis not difficult to follow. Lady Frances had stayed at the 
Fnglischer Hof for a fortnight. While there she had made the acquaintance of a 
Dr. Shlessinger and his wife, a missionary from South America. Like most lonely 
ladies, Lady Fiances found her comfort and occupation in religion. Dr. Shles- 
singer's remarkable personalit)', bis whole-hearted deA'obon, and the fact (hat he 
was recovering from a disease contracted in the exercise of his apostolic duties 
affected her deeply. She had helped Mrs. Shlessinger in the nursing of the con- 
valescent saint. He spent his day, as the manager described it to me, upon a 
lounge-chair on the veranda, with an attendant lady upon either side of him. He 
was preparing a map of the Holy Land, with special reference to the kingdom of 
the Midianites, upon which he was writing a monograph. Finally, having improved 
much in health, he and hLs wife had returned to London, and Lady Frances had 
started thither in their company. This was just three weeks before, and the man- 
aget^^iad heard nothing since As to the maid, Marie, she had gone off .some days 
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beforehand in floods of tears, after informing the other maids that she was leaving 
service forever. Dr. Shlessinger had paid the bill of the whole party before his 
departure. 

•'Ey the way,"" said the landlord in conclusion, “you are not the only friend of 
Lady Frances Carfax who is inquiring after her just now. Only a week or so ago 
we had a man here upon the same errand.'" 

“Did he give a name?” I asked. 

^None; but he was an Englishman, though of an unusual type.” 

“A savage?” said I, linking my tacts after the fashion of my illustrious friend. 

“Exactly. ITiat describes him very well. He is a bulky, bearded, sunburned fel- 
low, who looks as if be would be more at home in a farmers' inn tliao in a fashiona- 
ble hotel. A hard, fierce man, I should think, and one whom 1 should be sorry to 
offend.** 

Already the mystery began to define itself, as figures grow clearer with the lifting 
of a fog. Here was this good and pious lady pursued from place to place by a 
sinister and unrelenting figure. She feared him, or she would not have fled from 
Lausanne. He had still followed. Sooner or later he would overtake her. Had he 
already overtaken her? Was that the secret of her continued silence? Could the 
good people who were her companions not screen her from his violence or his 
blackmail? Wliat horrible purpose, what deep design, lay behind this long pur- 
suit? There was the problem which I had to solve. 

To Holmes I wrote showing how rapidly and surely I had got down to the roots 
of the matter. In reply I had a telegram asking for a description of Dr. Shles- 
siager's left ear. Flolmes's ideas of humour are strange and occasionally offensive, 
so I took no notice of his ill-timed jesMndeed, I had already reached Montpellier 
in my pursuit of the maid, Marie, before his message came. 

I had no difficulty in finding the ex-servant and in learning all that she could 
tell me. She was a devoted creature, who had only left her mistress because she 
was sure that she was in good hands, and because her own approaching marriage 
made a separation inevitable in any case. Her mistress had, as she confessed with 
distress, shown >ome irritability of temper towards her during their stay in Baden, 
and had even questioned her once as if she had suspicions of her honesty, and 
this had made the parting easier than it would otherwise have been. Lady Frances 
had given her fifty pounds as a wedding-present. I^ike me, Marie viewed with deep 
distrust the stranger who had driven her mistress from Lausanne. With her own 
eyes she had seen him seize the lady's wrist with great violence on the public 
promenade by the lake. He was a fierce and terrible man. She believed that it was 
out of dread of him that Lady Frances had accepted the escort of the Shlcssingers 
to London. She had never spoken to Marie about it, but many little signs had 
convinced the maid that her mistress livdd in a state of continual nervous appre- 
hension. So far she had got in her narrative, when suddenly she sprang from her 
chair and her face was convulsed with surprise and fear. “Seel” she cried. “The 
miscreant follows stilll There is the very man of whom I speak.” 

Through the open sitting-room window I saw a huge, swarthy man with a bris- 
tling black beard walking slowly down the centre of the street and staring eagerly 
at the numbers of the houses. It was clear that, like myself, he was on the track of 
the maid. Acting upon the impulse of the moment, I rushed out and accosted him. 

“You arc an Englishman,” I said. 

“What if I am?” he ask^ with a most villainous scowl. 
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‘‘May I ask what your name is?” 

“No, you may not,” said he with decision. 

The situation was awkward, but the most direct way is often the best. 

“Where is the Lady Frances Carfax?” I asked. 

He stared at me in amazement. 

"What have you done with her? Why have you pursued her? I insist upon an 
answerl” said I. 

The fellow gave a bellow of anger and sprang upon me like a tiger. I have held 
my own in many a struggle, but the man had a grip of iron and the fury of a fiend. 
His hand was on my throat and my senses were nearly gone before an unshaven 
French ouvrier in a blue blouse darted out from a cabaret opposite, with a cudgel 
in his hand, and struck my assailant a sharp crack over the forearm, which made 
him leave go his hold. He stood for an instant fuming with rage and uncertain 
whether he should not renew his attack. Then, with a snarl of anger, he left me 
and entered the cottage from which I had just come. I turned to thank my pre- 
server, who stood beside me in the roadway. 

“Well, Watson,” said he, “a very pretty hash you have made of iti I rather think 
you had better come back with me to London by the night express.” 

An hour afterwards, Sherlock Holmes, in his usual garb and style, was seated in 
my private room at the hotel. His explanation of his sudden and opportune ap- 
pearance was simplicity itself, for, finding that he could get away from London, he 
determined to head me off at the next obvious point of my travels. In the disguise 
of a workingman he had sat in the cabaret waiting for my appearance. 

“And a singularly consistent investigabon you have made, my dear Watson,” 
said he. “I cannot at the moment recall any possible blunder which you have 
omitted. The total effect of your proceeding has been to give the alarm everywhere 
and yet to discover nothing.” 

“Perhaps you would have done no better,” I answered bitterly. 

“There is no ‘perhaps' about it. I have done better. Here is the Hon. Philip 
Green, who is a fellow-lodger with you in this hotel, and we may find him the 
starting-point for a more successful investigation.” 

A card had come up on a salver, and it was followed by the same bearded rufiBan 
who had attacked me in the street. He started when he saw me. 

“What IS this, Mr. Holmes?” he asked. “I had your note and I have come. But 
what has this man to do with the matter?” 

“This is my old friend and associate. Dr. Watson, who is helping us in this 
affair.” 

The stranger held out a huge, sunburned hand, with a few words of apology. 
“I hope I didn't harm you. When you accused me of hurting her I lost my grip 
of myself. Indeed, I'm not responsible in these days. My nerves are like live wires. 
But this situation is beyond me. What I want to know, in the first place, Mr. 
Holmes, is, how in the world you came to hear of my existence at all.” 

“I am in touch with Miss Dobney, Lady Frances's governess.” 

“Old Susan Dobney with the mob capl I remember her well.” 

“And she remembers you. It was in Ae days before-before you found it better 
to go to South Africa.” 

“Ah, I see you know my whole story. I need hide nothing from you. I swear to 
you, Holmes, that there never was in this world a man who loved a woman 
with a more wholehdirted love than I had for Frances. 1 was a wild youngster, I 
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know— not worse than others of my class But her mind was pure as snow She 
could not bear a shadow of coarseness So, when she came to hear of things that 
I had done, she would have no more to say to me And yet she loved me-that is 
the wonder of it! -loved me well enough to remain single all her sainted days just 
for my sake alone When the years had passed and I had made my money at Bar- 
berton I thought perhaps I could seek her out and soften her I had heard that 
she was still unmamed I found her at Lausanne and tried all I knew. She weak- 
ened, I think, but her will was strong, and when next I called she had left the 
town. I traced her to Baden, and then after a time heard that her maid was here. 
Tm a rough fellow, fresh from a rough life, and when Dr. Watson spoke to me as 
he did I lost hold of myself for a moment But for God’s sake tell me what has 
become of the Lady Frances ” 

“That is for us to find out," said Sherlock Holmes with peculiar gravity “What 
IS your London address, Mr Green?" 

“The Langham Hotel will find me " 

“Then may I recommend that vou return there and be on hand in case I should 
want you? I have no desire to encourage false hopes, but you may rest assured that 
all that can be done will be done for the safety of Lady Frances I can say no more 
for the instant I will leave you this card so that you may be able to keep in touch 
with us Now, Watson, if you will pack your bag I will cable to Mrs Hudson to 
make one of her best efforts for two hungry travellers at 7 30 to-morrow " 

A telegram was awaiting us when we reached our Baker Street rooms, which 
Holmes read with an exclamation of interest and threw across to me ‘'Jagged or 
torn," was the message, and the place of origin, Baden 

“What IS this?’ I asked 

“It IS everything," Holmes answered “You may remember my seemingly ir- 
relevant question as to this clerical gentleman’s left ear You did not answer it " 

“1 had left Baden and could not inquire " 

“Exactly For this reason I sent a duplicate to the manager of the Englisrher 
Hof, whose answer lies here ' 

“What does it show?” 

“It shows, my dear Watson, that we are dealing with an exceptionally astute 
and dangerous man The Rev Dr Shlessmger, missionary from South America, is 
none other than Holy Peters, one of the most unscrupulous rascals that Australia 
has ever evolved— and for a young country it has turned out some very finished 
types His particular specialty is the beguiling of lonely ladies by playing upon their 
religious feelings, and his so-called wife, an Englishwoman named Fraser, is a 
worthy helpmate The nature of his tactics suggested his identity to me, and this 
physical peculiarity— he was badly bitten in a saloon-fight at Adelaide in '89— con- 
firmed my suspicion This poor lady is in the hands of a most infernal couple, 
who will stick at nothing, Watson That she is already dead is a very likely sup- 
position If not, she is undoubtedly in some sort of confinement and unable to 
write to Miss Dobney or her other friends It is always possible that she never 
reached London, or that she has passed through iL but the former is improbable, 
as, with their system of registration, it is not easy for foreigners to play tncks 
with the Continental police, and the latter 1$ also unlikely, as these rogues could 
not hope to find any other place whcrit it would be as easy to keep a person under 
restraint AH my instincts tell me that she is in London, but as we have at present 



no possible means of telling where, we can only take the obvious steps, eat our 
dinner, and possess our souls in patience. Later in the evening I will stroll down 
and have a word with friend Lestrade at Scotland Yard.” 

But neither the official police nor Holmes's own small but very efficient organi- 
zation sufficed to clear away the mystery. Amid the crowded millions of London 
the three persons we sought were as completely obliterated as if they had never 
lived. Advertisements were tried, and failed. Clues were followed, and led to noth- 
ing. Every criminal resort which Shlessinger might frequent was drawn in vain. 
His old associates were watched, but they kept clear of him. And then suddenly, 
after a week of helpless suspense there came a fla^^h of light. A silver-and-brilliant 
pendant of old Spanish design had been pawned at JJovington's, in Westminster 
Road. The pawner was a large, clean-shaven man of clerical appearance. His name 
and address were demonstrably false. The ear had escaped notice, but the de- 
scription was surely that of Shlessinger. 

Three times had our bearded fnend from the Langham called for news— the 
third time within an hour of this fresh development. His clothes were getting 
looser on his great body. He seemed to be wilting away in his anxiety. “If you 
will only give me something to dol” was his constant wail. At last Holmes could 
oblige him. 

“He has begun to pawn the jewels. We should get him now.” 

“But does this mean that any harm has befallen the Lady Frances?” 

Holmes shook his head very gravely. 

“Supposing that they have held her prisoner up to now, it is clear that they 
cannot let her loose without their own destruction. We must prepare for the 
worst.” 

“Wliat can I do?” 

“These people do not know you by sight?” 

“No.” 

“It is possible that he will go to some other pawnbroker in the future. In that 
case, we must begin again. On the other hand, he has had a fair price and no 
questions asked, so if he is in need of leady-money he will probably come back to 
Bovington's. I will give you a note to them, and they will let you wait in the shop. 
If the fellow comes you will follow him home. But no indiscretion, and, above all, 
no violence. I put you on your honour that you will take no step without my 
knowledge and consent.” 

For two days the Hon. Philip Green (he was, I may mention, the son of the 
famous admiral of that name who commanded the Sea of Azof fleet in the 
Crimean War) brought us no news. On the evening of the third he rushed into 
our sitting-room, pale, trembling, with every muscle of his powerful frame quiver- 
ing with excitement. 

“We have himi We have him!” he cried. 

He was incoherent in his agitation. Holmes soothed him with a few words and 
thrust him into an armchair. 

"Come, now, give us the order of events,” said he. 

"She came only an hour ago. It was the wife, this time, but the pendant she 
brought was the fellow of the other. She is a tall, pale woman, with ferret eyes.” 

"That is the lady,” said Holmes. 

"She ||^t the office and I followed her. She walked up the Kennington Road, 



and I kept behind her. Presently she went into a shop. Mr. Holmes^ it was an 
undertaker’s.*' 

My companion started. “Well?” he asked m that vibrant voice which told of 
the fiery soul behind the cold gray face. 

“She was talking to the woman behind the countei. I entered as well. It is late/ 
I heard her say, or words to that effect. The woman was excusing herself. ‘It should 
be there before now/ she answered. ‘It took longer, being out of the ordinary.’ 
They both stopped and looked at me, so I asked some question and then left the 
shop.” 

"You did excellently well. What happened next?” 

"The woman came out, but I had hid myself in a doorway. Her suspicions had 
been aroused, I think, for she looked round her. Then she called a cab and got 
in I was lucky enough to get another and so to follow her. She got down at last 
at No. 36, Poultnc7 Square, Bnxton. I drove past, left my cab at the comer of 
the square, and watched the house.” 

"Did you see anyone?” 

"The windows were all in darkness save one on the lower floor. The blind was 
down, and I could not see in. I was standing there, wondenng what 1 should do 
next, when a covered van drove up with two men in it. They descended, took 
something out of the van, and carried it up the steps to tha hall door. Mr. Holmes, 
it was a coffin * 

"Ah’” 

"For an instant I was on the point of rushing m. The door had been opened 
to adnii*^ the men and their burden It was the woman who had opened it. But 
a« I stood tliere she caught a glimpse of me, and 1 think that she recognized me. 

I saw IiCT 'itarU and she hastily closed the door I remembered my promise to you, 
and here 1 ” 

"Y Ml have done excellent worl,’' said Holmes scnbbling a few words upon a 
l.ctif'shL-ct j?f paper "Vve can do nrthing legal without a warrant, and you can 
sine ^ht best by taking tin note down to the authorities and getbng one. 
Tnei. ma’r I some but 1 should ilnnk that the sale of the jewellery 

'hoiJj iv \ line lent iicstiadi WaII set to all details ' 

‘'Bat <hc) may iiuirdtr her ‘u the nif 'Mvbilt What eould the cofiBn mean, and 
h>i wliop. c< u^u i1 be bat lo^ Ur " ' 

* VVt wil! do all that eaii be done, Mi Green Not a moment will be lost I^eave 
il ri o!ii ’^nds Now, Watson, he added as our eiient burned aw'iy, "he will set 
tiK reganr forces on the nvj\i We aie, as usual, the irregulars, and we must take 
(,u. nw" line of action The situation stnkesr me as so desperate that the most 
extren.^j measures art justitied Not a moment is ..0 be lost in getting to Poultney 
Xuar 

I US try to reconstruct the situation,” said he as we drove swiftly past the 
Houses of Parliament and over Westminster Bridge "These villains have coaxed 
this unhappy lady to I^ndon, after first alienating her from her faithful maid If 
she has written any letters they have been intercepted. Through some confederate 
they have engaged a furnished house. Once inside it, they have made her a pris- 
oner, and they have become possessed of the valuable jewellery which has been 
their object from the first Already they have begun to sell part of it, which seems 
safe enough to them, since ^hev have no reason to think that anyone is interested 
in the lady's fate When she is released she will, of course, denounce them There 



fore, she must not be icleased. But they cannot keep her under lock and key for- 
ever. So murder is their only solution.'" 

‘'That seems very clear." 

“Now we Will take another line of reasoning When you follow two separate 
chains of thought, Wabon, you will find some point of intersection which should 
approximate to the truth. We will start now, not from the lady but from the 
coffin and argue backward. That incident proves, I fear, beyond all doubt that the 
lady is dead. It points also to an orthodox burial with proper accompaniment of 
medical certificate and official sanction. Had the lady been obviously murdered, 
they would have buiicd her in a hole in the back garden. But here all is open 
and regular. W'hat docs that mean? Surely that they have done her to death in 
some way which has deceived the doctor and simulated a natural end— poisoning, 
perhaps. And yet how strange that they should ever let a doctor approach her 
unless he were a confederate, which is hardly a credible proposition." 

“Could they have forged a medical certificate?" 

“Dangerous, Watson, very dangerous. No, I hardly see them doing that Pull up, 
cabbyl This is evidently the undertaker's, for we have )ust passed the pawn- 
broker's. Would you go m, Watson? Your appearance inspires confidence Ask what 
hour the Poultney Square funeral takes place to-morrow " 

The woman in the shop answered me without hesitation that it w'as to be at 
eight o'clock in the morning “You see, ^\'atson, no mystery, everv'thmg above- 
board! In some way the legal fonns have undoubtedly been complied with, and 
they think that they have little to fear Well, there's nothing for it now but a 
direct frontal attack. Are you armed?" 

“My stick!" 

“Well, well, we shall be strong enough. ‘Thnce is he armed who hath his qiianel 
)ust' We simply can't afford to wait for the police or to keep within the four 
comers of the law. You can drive off, cabby. Now, Watson, we'll just take our 
luck together, as we have occasionally done in the past " 

He had rung loudly at the door of a great daik house in the centre of Poultnev 
Square. It was opened immediately, and the figure of a tall woman was outlined 
against the dim-lit hall. 

"Well, what do you want?" she asked sharply, peering at us through the dark- 
ness. 

“I want to speak to Dr. Shlessinger,” said Holmes. 

"There is no such person here," she answered, and tried to close the door, but 
Holmes had )ammed it with his foot. 

“Well, I want to see the man who lives here, whatever he may call himself," 
said Holmes firmly. 

She hesitated. Then she threw open the door. "Well, come in!” said she. “My 
husband is not afraid to face any man in the world." She closed the door behind 
us and showed us into a sitting-room on the right side of the hall, turning up the 
gas as she left us. "Mr. Peters will be with you in an instant," she said. 

Her words were literally true, for we had hardly time to look around the dusty 
and moth-eaten apartment in which we found ourselves before the door opened 
and a big, clean-shaven bald-headed man stepped lightly into the room. He had a 
large red face, with pendulous cheeks, and a general air of superficial benevolence 
which was marred by a cruel, vicious mouth. 

"There is surely some mistake here, gentlemen,” he said in an unctuous, make- 



everything-eosy voice. “I fancy that you have been misdirected. Possibly if you 
tried farther down the street — ” 

•That will do; we have no time to waste,"* said my companion firmly. *Tou arc 
Henry Peters, of Adelaide, late the Rev. Dr. Shlessinger, of Baden and South 
America. I am as jure of that as that my own name is Sherlock Holmes ” 

Peters, as I will now cill him, started and stared hard at his formidable pur* 
suer. “I guess your name does not frighten me, Mr. Holmes,"' said he coolly ‘‘When 
a man‘s conscience is easy you can't rattle him. What is your business m my 
house?" 

“I want to know what you have done with the Lady Frances Carfax, whom you 
brought away with you from Baden." 

“I'd be very glad if you could tell me where that lady may be," Peters answered 
coolly “Ive a bill against her for nearly a hundred pounds, and nothing to show for 
it but a couple of trumpery pendants that the dealer would hardly look at. She 
attached herself to Mrs Peters and me at Baden-il is a fact that I was using an 
other name at the time— and she stuck on to ns until wc came to London, I paid 
her bill and her ticket. (>nce m London, Jie gave us the slip, and, as I say, left 
these out-of-date jewels to pav her bills You find her, Mr. Holmes, and I'm your 
debtor " 

“I mean to find her/' said Sherlock Holmes “I'm going through this house tih 
I do find her " 

“Where is vour warrant?" 

Holmes half d^ew a revolve* from his pocLet “This wiH have to serve till a better 
one comes " 

“WTiy, you are a common burglar ' 

“So you might describe me/' said Holmes cheerfully. “My companion is also a 
dangerous ruffian And together we are going through your house." 

Our opponent opened the door. 

“Fetch a policeman, Annie!" said he. Inhere was a whisk of feminine skirts down 
the passage, and the hal! dooT was opened and shut. 

“Oui time IS limited, Wutst^n/* said Holmes. “If you try to stop us, Peters, you 
will most certainly get hurt. Where is that coffin which was brought into your 
house?” 

“Wliat do you want with the coffin? L is in use. There is a body in it." 

“I must see that body." 

“Never with my consent.” 

“Then without it.” With a quick movement Holmes pushed the fdlow to one 
side and passed into the hall. A door half opened stood immediatdy before os. We 
entered. It was the dining-*room. On the table, under a half-lit chanddier, the 
coffin was lying. Holmes turned up the gas and raised the lid. Deep down in the 
recesses of the coffin lay an emaciated figure. The glare from the lights above beat 
down upon an aged and withered face. By no possible process of cruelty, starvation, 
or disease could this womout wreck be the still beautiful Lady Frances. Holmeses 
face showed his amazement, and also his relief. 

“Thank Godl" he muttered. “It's someone else." 

“Ah, you’ve blundered badly for once, Mr. Sherlock Holmes," said Peters, who 
had followed us into the room. 

“Who is this dead woman?” 

“Well, if you really must know, shells an old nurse of my wife's, Rose Spender 
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by name, whom we found in the Brixton Wofkhouse Infiimaiy. We brought her 
round here, called in Dr. Horsom, of i) Firbank Vdlas-mind you take the address, 
Mr. Holmes-and had ha caxefuOy tended, as Christian folk ^ould. On the third 
day she died— certihcate says senfle decay-but that's only the doctor's opinion, 
and of course you know better. We order^ her funeral to be carried out by Stim- 
son and Co., of the Kennington Road, who will bury her at eight o'clock to-morrow 
morning. Can you pick any hole in tiiat, Mr. Holmes? You've made a silly blunder, 
and you may as well own up to it I'd give something for a photograph of your 
gaping, stanng face when you pulled aside that lid expecting to see the Lady 
Frances Carfax and only found a poor old woman of ninety." 

Holmes's expression was as impassive as ever under the jeen of his antagonist, 
but his clench^ hands betrayed his acute annoyance. 

**1 am going through your house," said he. 

""Are you, thoughi" cried Peten as a woman's voice and heavy steps sounded 
in the passage. "We'll soon see about that. This way, officers, if you please. These 
men have forced their way into my house, and I cannot get rid of them. Help me to 
put them out.” 

A sergeant and a constable stood in the doorway. Holmes drew his card from 
his case. 

"This is my name and address. This is my fnend, Dr. Watson.” 

"Bless you, sir, we know you very well,” said the sergeant, ‘l^ut you can't stay 
here without a warrant.” 

"Of course not. I quite undentand that.” 

“Arrest him!” cried Peters. 

"We know where to lay our hands on this gentleman if he is wanted,” said the 
s rgeant majesbcally, “but you'll have to go, Mr. Holmes.” 

“Yc<;, Watson, we shall have to go.” 

A minute later we were m the street once more Holmes was as cool as ever, 
1/ut I was hoi V ith anger and huxniliabon. Tlie sergeant had followed us. 

"Sorry. Mr Holmes, but that's the law.” 

"hxactlv, Sergeant, you could not do otlierwise.” 

"I expect there W'as good reason for your presence there If theie is anything I 

cju do — ” 

* it's a missing lady. Sergeant, and we think she is in that house I expect a 
wanant presently ” 

"7 hen I’ll keep my eye on the parbes, Mr. Holmes If anything comes along, I 
will surely let you know.” 

It v^as only nine o clock, and we were off full cry upon the tail at once. First 
we drove to Bnxton Workhouse Infirmary, where we found that it was indeed the 
truth that a charitable couple had called some days before, that they had claimed 
an imbecile old woman as a former servant, and that they had obtained permission 
to take her away w'lth them. No surprise was expressed at the news that she had 
since died 

I’he doctor was our next goal. He had been called in, had found the woman 
dying of pure senility, had actually seen her pass away, and had signed the certificate 
in due form "I assure you that everything was perfectly normal and there was no 
room for foul play in the matt;er,” said he. Nothing in the house had struck him 
as suspicious save that for people of their class it was remarkable that they shoula 
have no^ervant. So far and no farther went the doctor 



Finally we found our way to Scotland Yard. There had been difficulties of 
procedure in regard to the warrant. Some delay was inevitable. The magistrate’s 
signature might not be obtained until next morning, if Holmes would call about 
nine he could go down with Lestrade and see it acted upon. So ended the day, 
save that near midnight our friend, the sergeant, called to say that he had seen 
flickering lights here and there m the windows of the great dark house, but that no 
one had left it and none had entered We could but pray for patience and wait 
for the morrow 

Sherlock Holmes was too irritable for conversation and too restless for sleep. 
I left him sn.oking hard, with his heavy, dark brows knotted together, and his 
long, nervous fingers tapping upon the arms of his chair, as he turned over in his 
mind eveiy possible solution of the mystery. Several times in the coune of the 
night I heard him prowling about the house Finally, just after I had been called 
in the morning, be rushed into m> room. He was in his dressing-gown, but his 
pale, hollow-eyed face told me that his night had been a sleepless one 

“What time was the funeral? Eight, was it not’ ’ he asked eagerly “Well, it is 
7.20 now Good heavens, Watson, what has become of any brains that God has 
given me? Quick, man, quickl It’s life or death -a hundred chances on death to 
one on life. I’ll never forgive myself, never, if we are too latel" 

Five minutes had not passed before we were flying iri a hansom down Baker 
Street But even so it was twenty-five to eight as we passed Big Ben, and eight 
struck as we tore down the Bnxton Road But others weit late as well as we. Ten 
minutes aftei the hour the hearse was still standing at the door of the house, and 
even as oui foaming horse came to a halt the coffin, supported by three men, ap- 
peared on the threshold. Holmes darted forward and .barred their way. 

“Take it backi’’ he cried, laying his hand on the breast of the foremost ‘Take 
it back this instant' 

“What the devil do vou mean? Once again I ask you, where is your warrant?” 
shouted the furious Peters, his big red face glanng over the farther end of the 
coffin 

“The warrant is on its way ’This coffin shall remain in the house until it corncs.” 

’The authority in Holmes’s voice nad its effect upon the bearers Peters had 
suddenly vanished into the house, and they obeyed these new orders “Quick, 
Watson, quick! Here is a screw-dnverl” 1 s shouted as the coffin was replaced upon 
the table. “Here’s one for you, my manl A sovereign it the lid comes oft in a min- 
ute! Ask no questions— work away! That’s good! Another! And another! Now pull 
all together! It’s giving! It's giving! Ah, that does it at last.” 

With a united effort we tore off the coffin-lid. As we did so there came from 
the inside a stupefying and overpowering smell of chloroform. A body lay within, 
its head all wreathed in cotton-wool, which had been soaked m the narcotic. Holmes 
plucked it off and disclosed the statuesque face of a handsome and spintual woman 
of middle age. In an instant he had passed his arm round the figure and raised 
her to a sitting position. 

“Is she gone, Watson? Is there a spark left? Surely we are not too latel" 

For half an hour it seemed that we were. What with actual suffocabon, and 
what with the poisonous fumes of the chloroform, the Lady Frances seemed to 
have passed the last point of recall. And then, at last, with arbfictal respirabon, 
with injected ether, with every device that science could suggest, some flutter of 
life, some quiver of the eyelids, some dimming of a mirror, spoke of the slowly 



returning life. A cab had driven up, and Holmes, parting the blind, lookrf out at 
it ‘‘Here is Lcstrade witii his warrant" *aid he. Tie will find that his birds have 
flown. And hcre,^ he added as a heavy step hurried along the passage, “is someone 
who has a better right to nurse this lady than we have. Good morning, Mr. Green; 

I think that the sooner we can move the Lady Frances the betto. Meanwhile, the 
funeral may proceed, and the poor old woman who still lies in that coffin may go 
to her last resting-place alone." 

"Should you care to add the case to your annals, my dear Watson," said Holmes 
that evening, “it can only be as an example of ijiat temporary eclipse to which 
even the best-balanced mind may be exposed. Such slips are common to all mor- 
tals, and the greatest is he who can recognize and repair them. To this modified 
cre^t I may, perhaps, make some claim. My night was haunted by the thought 
that somewhere a clue, a strange sentence, a curious observation, had come under 
my notice and had bera too easily dismissed. Then, suddenly, in the gray of Ae 
morning, the words came back to me. It was the remark of the undertaker's wife, 
as report by Philip Green. She had said, 'It should be there before now. It took 
longer, being out of the ordinary.* It was the coffin of which she spoke. It had been 
out of the ordinary. That could only mean that it had been made to some special 
measurement. But why? Why? Then in an instant I remembered the deep sides, 
and the little wasted figure at the bottom. Why so large a coffin for so small a 
body? To leave room for another body. Both would be buried under the one 
certificate. It had all been so clear, if only my own sight had not been dimmed. 
At eight the Lady Frances would be buried. Our one chance was to stop the 
coffin before it left the house. 

“It was a desperate chance that we might find her alive, but it was a chance, 
as the result showed. These people bad never, to my knowledge, done a murder. 
They might shrink from actual violence at the last. They could bury her with no 
sign of how she met her end, and even if she were exhumed there was a chance 
for them. I hoped that such considerations might prevail with them. You can 
reconstruct the scene well enough. You saw the horrible den upstairs, where the 
poor lady had been kept so long. They rushed in and overpowered her with their 
chloroform, carried her down, poured more into the coffin to insure against her 
waking, and then screwed down the lid. A clever device, Watson. It is new to me 
in the annals of crime. If our ex-missionary friends escape the clutches of Lcstrade, 
I shall expect to hear of some brilliant incidents in their future career." 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE DEVIL'S FOOT 

In REcoRDiNc from time to time some of the curious experiences and interesting 
recollections which I associate with my long and intimate friendship with Mr. 
Sherlock Holmes, I have continually been faced by difficulties caused by his own 
aversion to publicity. To his sombre and cynical spirit all popular applause was 
always abhorrent, and nothing kmused him more at the end of a successful case 
than to hand over the actual exposure to some orthodox official, and to listen with 
a mockii^ smile to the general chorus of misplaced congratulation. It was indeed 
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this attitude upon the part of my friend and certainly not any lack of interesting 
material which has caused me of late years to lay very few of my records before 
the public. My participation in some of his adventures was always a privilege 
which entailed discretion and reticence upon me. 

It was, then, with considerable surprise that I received a telegram from Holmes 
last Tuesday— he has never been known to write where a telegram would serve— in 
the following terms; 

Why not tell them of the Cornish honor— strangest case I have hj'iidled. 

I have no idea what backward sweep of memory had brought the matter fresh to 
his mind, or what freak had caused him to desire that I should recount it; but I 
hasten, before another cancelling telegram may arrive, to hunt out the notes which 
give me the exact details of the case and to lay the narrative before my readers. 

It was, then, in the spring of the year 1897 fhat Holmes’s iron constitution 
showed some symptoms of giving way in the face of constant hard work of a most 
exacting kind, aggravated, perhaps, by occasional indiscretions of his own. In March 
of that year Dr. Moore Agar, of Harley Street, whose dramatic introduction to 
Holmes I may some d^y recount gave positive injunctions that the famous private 
agent lay aside all his cases and surrender himself to complete rest if he wished 
to avert an absolute breakdown. The state of his health was, not a matter in which 
he himself took the faintest interest, for his mental detachment was absolute, but 
he was induced at last, on the threat of being permanently disqualified from work, 
to give himself a complete change of scene and air. Thus it was that in the early 
spring of that year we found ourselves together in a small cottage near Poldhu 
Bay, at the further extremity of the Cornish peninsula. 

It was a singular spot and one peculiaily well suited to the grim humour of my 
patient. From the windows of oui little whitewashed house, which stood high upon 
a grassy headland, we looked down upon the whole sinister semicircle of Mounts 
Bay, that old death trap of sailing vessels, with its fringe of black cliffs and surge* 

5. wept reefs on which innumerable seamen have met their end. With a northeriy 
breeze it lies placid and sheltered, invitmg the storm-tossed craft to tack mto it 
tor rest and protection. 

Then come the sudden swirl round i the wind, the blustering gale horn the 
south-west, the dragging anchor, the lee -hore, and the last battle in the Creaming 
breakers. 7'he wise mariner stands far out from that evil place. 

On the land side our surroundings were as sombre as on the sea. It was a country 
of rolling moors, lonely and dun-coloured, with an occasional church tower to mark 
the site of some old-world village. In every direction upon these moors there were 
traces of some vanished race which had passed utterly away, and left as its s^yh 
record strange monuments of stone, irre^nd^r mounds which contained the burned 
ashes of the dead, and curious earthworks which hinted at prehistoric strife. Tlie 
glamour and mystery of the place, with ib sinister atmosphere of forgotten nations, 
appealed to the imagination of my friend, and he spent much of his time in long 
walks and solitary meditations upon the moor. The ancient Cornish language had 
also anested his attention, and he had, I remember, conceived the idea that it 
was akin to the Chaldean, and had been largely derived from the Phoenician traders 
in tin. He had received a consignment of books upon philology and was settling 
down to develop this thesis when suddenly, to my sorrow and to his unfeigned 
delight, we found ourselves, even in that land of dreams, plunged into a problem 
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Bt OUT very doors which was more intense, more engrossing, and infinitely more 
mysterious than any of tiiose which had dnven us from London. Our simple life 
and peaceful, healthy routine were violently interrupted, and we were predpituted 
into the midst of a senes of events which caused the utmost excitement not only 
in Cornwall but throughout the whole west of England Many of my readers may 
retain some recollection of what was called at the time 'The Cornish Horror,” 
though a most imperfect account of the matter reached the London press. Now, 
after tliirteen years, I will give tlie true details of this inconceivable affair to the 
public 

1 have said that scattered towers marked the villages which dotted this part of 
Cornwall ITic nearest of these was the hamlet of Tredannick Wollas, where the 
cottages of a couple of hundred inhabitants clustered round an ancient, moss-grown 
chuich ITic vicar of the parish, Mr Roundhay, was something of an archaeologist, 
and as such Holmes had made his acquain^^ance He was a middle-aged man, portly 
and affable, with a considerable fund of local lore \t his mvitabon we had taken 
tea at the vicarage and had come to know, also, Mr Moitimer Tregennis, an 
independent gentleman, who increased the cleigyman*s scanty resources by taking 
rooms m his large, straggling house The vicar, being a bachelor, was glad to come 
to such an arrang*^ meat, though he had little in common with his lodger, who was 
a dark, spectacled man, w>th a stoop which gave the impression of actual, 
physical defi>nnjb^ 1 remember that dunng our short visit we found the vnear 
garrulous, but his lodger stxangelv reticent a sad fared, inhospective m^n, sitting 
With averted eyes brooding apparent^ upori his own affairs 
These were the two men who entered abruptly into our httle sitlmg-room on 
Tuesday. Mar^'h the r6th, shortly afrei our breakfast hour, as we were smoking 
togc^thei preparatory to our daily excunion upon Iht moors 
‘‘Mr Holmes, ' said the vicar in an agitated votce, "the most extraordinary and 
tragic affair has occurred during the night It is the most unheard-of -»usmess 
We can only regard it as a special ProviderK* that vm shc»akl chance to be here 
at the bme for m all England vou are the one man wc need ' 

I gbn^d at the mtnisive vicar with no \ery fnendlv eye^, but Holmes tr:k his 
pipe from h*> bps and sat up in lus chair Kke in old bound wbi heai^? the view 
halloa He wived bis hand to tlic sofa, and our palpitit ng visitor with agitated 
ccmpinion sat side bj side upon it Mr Mortiirer TegenniS ^as more seff 
contained than the clergyman, but the bwitchinsr cf hir thin hancls and the bnght 
ness of his dark eyes showed that they shared a common emotion 
“Shall I speak or you?” he asked of the vicai 

"Welb as you seem t^ have made the discoseiy, whjt»"vei .t may be, and 
the vjcar to ha^e had it second-hand, perhaps vou had better do the speaking,” 
said Holmes 

I glanced at the hastily clad clergyman, with the formally dressed lodger seated 
beside him, and was amused at the surprise which Holrnes's simple deduction had 
brought to their faces 

“Perhaps I had best say a few words first,” said the vicar, “and then you can 
lodge if you will listen to the details from Mr Tregennis, or whether we should 
not hasten at once to the scene of this mysterious affair I may explain, then, that 
our fnend here spent last evening m the company of his tw’o brothers, Owen and 
George, and of his sister Brenda, at then house of Tredannick Wartha, which is 
near tip old stone cross upon the moor He left them shortly after ten o'clock. 



playing cards round the dining-room table, in excellent health and qjirits. This 
morning, being an early riser, he walked in that direction before breakfast and 
was overtaken by the carriage of Dr, Richards, who explained that he had just 
been sent for on a most urgent call to Tredannick Wartha. Mr. Mortimer Tre- 
gennis naturally went with him. When he arrived at Tredannick Wartha he found 
an extraordinary state of things. His two brothers and his sister were seated round 
the table exactly as he had left them, the cards still spread in front of them and 
the candles burned down to their sockets. The sister lay back stone^ead ni her 
chair, while the two brothers sat on each side of her laughing, shouting, and 
singing, the senses stricken clean out of them. All three of them, the dead woman 
and the two demented men, retained upon their faces an expression of the utmost 
horror—a convulsion of terror which was dreadful to look upon. There was no sign 
of the presence of anyone in the house, except Mrs. Porter, the old cook and 
housekeeper, who declared that she had slept deeply and heard no sound during 
the night. Nothing had been stolen or disarranged, and there is absolute^ no 
explanation of what the horror can be which has frightened a woman to death and 
two strong men out of their senses. There is the situation, Mr. Holmes, in a nut- 
shell, and if you can help us to clear it up you will have done a great work." 

I had hoped that in some way I could coax my companion back into the quiet 
which had been the object of our journey, but one glance it his intense face and 
contracted eyebrows told me how vain was now the expectation. He sat for some 
little time in silence, absorbed in th< strange drama which had broken m upon 
oui peace. 

"I will look into this matter/' he said at last. ^On the face of it, it would appear 
to be a case of a verv exceptional natuie fiase yosi been there yourself, Mr, 
Roundhay?" 

^'No, Mr Holmes, Mr. Tregenni . brought back the account to the viciiage, and I 
at once himied over with him to consult you " 

“How far is it to the house where this singular traged} ticciirred?" 

‘ About a mile inland ” 

“Then we shall walk o\cr together But before wc sta^l I must ask you a few 
questions, Mr Mortimer Trcgennis/’ 

The othe* had been silent all tlu*^ time, but i had obseiA^ed that his more con- 
trolled excitement was even greater than the obtrusive eiuotiur of the clergyman. 
He sat with a pale, drawn face, his an:vious gaze fixed upon Holmes, and his thin 
hands clasped convulsively togechci Jbs pale bp! quivered as he listened to the 
dreadful experience which had befallen his family, and his daik eyes seemed to 
reflect something of the horror of the scene. 

“Ask what you like, Mr Holmes,'’ said he eagerly “It is a bad thing to speak of, 
but I will answer you the truth “ 

'Tell me about last night." 

“Well, Mr. Holmes, I supped there, as the vicar has said, and my elder brother 
George proposed a game of whist afterwards. We sat down about nine o'clock. 
It was a quarter-piast ten when I moved to go. I left them all round the tabic, as 
merry as could be." 

let you out?" 

“Mrs. Porter had gone to bed, so I let myself out. I shut the hall door behind me. 
The window of the room in which they sat was closed, but the blind was not 
drawn down. There was no change in door or window this morning, nor any reason 
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to think that any stranger had been to the house. Yet there they sat, driven clean 
mad with tenor, and Brenda lying dead of fright, with her head hanging over 
the arm of the chair. Til never get the sight of that room out of my mind so long 
as I live.” 

nrhe facts, as you state them, are certainly most remarkable,” said Holmes. **1 
take it that you have no theory yourself which can in any way account for them?” 

"It's devilish, Mr. Holmes, devilishi” cried Mortimer Tregennis. "It is not of 
this world. Something has come into tliat room which has dashed the light of 
reason from their minds. What human contrivance could do that?” 

“I fear,” said Holmes, "that if the matter is beyond humanity it is certainly 
beyond me. Yet wc must exhaust all natural explanations before we fall back upon 
such a theory as this. As to yourself, Mr. Tregennis, I take it you were divided in 
some way from your family, since they lived together and you had rooms apart?” 

"Thai is so, Mr. Holmes, though the matter is past and done with. We were a 
family of tin-miners at Redruth, but we sold out our venture to a company, and so 
retired with enough to keep us. I won't deny that there was some feeling about 
the division of the money and it stood between us for a time, but it was all for- 
given and forgotten, and we were the best of friends together.” 

"Looking back at the evening which you spent together, does anything stand 
oat in your memory as throwing any possible light upon the tragedy? Think care- 
fully, Mr. Tiegennis, for any clue which can help me.” 

"There is nothing at all, sir.” 

"Your people were in their usual spirits?” 

"Never better.” 

"Were they nervous people? Did they ever show any apprehension of coming 
danger?” 

"Nothing of the kind." 

"You have nothing to add then, which could assist me ” 

Mortimer Tregennis considered earnestly for a moment. 

"There is one thing occurs to me,” said he at last. "As we sat at the table my 
back was to the window, and my brother George, he being niy partner at cards, 
was facing it. I saw him once look hard over my shoulder, so 1 turned round and 
looked also. The blind was up and the window shut, but I could )ust make out 
the bushes on the lawn, and it seemed to me for a moment that I saw something 
moving among them. 1 couldn't even say if it was man or animal, but I just thought 
there was something there. When I asked him what he was looking at, he told me 
that he had the same feeling. That is all that I can say.” 

"Did you not investigate?” 

"No; the matter passed as unimportant." 

"You left them, then, without any premonition of evil?” 

"None at all." 

"I am not clear how you came to hear the news so early this morning." 

"I am an early riser and generally take a walk before breakfast. This morning 
I had hardly started when the doctor in his carriage overtook me. He told me that 
old Mrs. Porter had sent a boy down with an urgent message. I sprang in beside 
him and wc drove on. When wc got there we looked into that dreadful room. The 
candles and the fire must have burned out hours before, and they had been sitting 
there ij^fhe dark until dawn had broken. The doctor said Brenda must have been 
dead afleast six hours. There were no signs of violence. She just lay across the arm 



of the chair with that look on her face. George and Owen were singing snatches 
of songs and gibbering like two great apes. Oh^ it was awful to sec! I couldn’t stand 
it, and the doctor was as white as a sheet. Indeed, he fell into a chair in a sort of 
faint, and we nearly had him on our hands as well.” 

"Remarkable-most remarkable!” said Holmes, rising and taking his hat. "I think, 
perhaps, we had better go down to Tredannick Wartha without further delay. I 
confess that I have seldom known a case which at first sight presented a more 
singular problem.” 

Our proceedings of that first morning did little to advance the investigation. It 
was marked, how'ever, at the outset by an incident which left the most sinister 
impression upon my mind. ^Fhe approach to the spot at which the tragedy occurred 
is down a narrow, winding, country lane. While we made our w^y along it we 
heard the rattle of a caniage coming towards us and stood aside to let it pass. As 
it drove by us I caught a glimpse through the dosed window of a horribly con- 
torted, grinning face glaring out at us. Those stanng eyes and gnashing tectli 
flashed past us like a dreadful vision. 

"My brothers!” cried Mortimer Tregennis, white to his lips. "They are taking 
them to Hdston.” 

We looked with horror after the black carriage, lumbering upon its way. Then 
we turned our steps towards this ill-omened house in which they had met their 
strange fate. 

It was a large and bright dwelling, rather a villa than a cottage, with a con- 
siderable garden which was already, in that Cornish aii, well filled with spring 
flowers. Towards this garden the window of the sitting-room fronted, and from it, 
according to Mortimer Tregennis, must have come that thing of evil which had by 
sheer horror in a single instant blasted their minds. Holmes walked slowly and 
thoughtfully among the flower-plots and along the path before wc entered the 
porch. So absorbed was he in h » thoughts, I remember, that he stumbled over the 
watering-pot, upset its contents, and deluged both our feet and the garden path. 
Inside the house we were met by the elderly Cornish housekeeper, Mrs. Porter, 
who, with the aid of a young girl, looked ^ftcr the wants of the family. She readily 
answered all Holmes's quesbons. She had heard nothing in the night. Hei employ- 
ers had all been in excellent spirits lately, and she had nevei known them more 
cheerful and prosperous. She had fainted with horror upon entenng the room in 
the morning and seeing that dreadful company round the table. She had, when 
she recovered, thrown open the window to let the morning air in, and had run 
down to the lane, whence she sent a farm-lad for the doctor. The lady was on her 
bed upstairs if we cared to see her. It tool four strong men to get the brothers 
into the asylum carriage. She would not herself stay in the house another day and 
was starting that very afternoon to rejoin her family at St. Ives. 

Wc ascended the stairs and viewed the body. Miss Brenda Tregennis had been 
a very beautiful girl, though now verging upon middle age. Her dark, clear-cut 
face was handsome, even in death, but there still lingered upon it something of 
that convulsion of horror which had been her Jast human emobon. From her 
bedroom wc descended to the sitting-room, where this strange bagedy had actually 
occurred. The charred ashes of the overnight fire lay in the grate. On the table 
were the four guttered and bumed-out' candles, with the cards scattered over its 
surface. The chairs had been moved back agaiAst the walls, but all else was as it 



had been the night before. Holmes paced with light; swift steps about the room; 
he sat in the various chairs, drawing them up and reconstructing their positi^. 
He tested how much of the garden was visibly he examined the floor, the ceiling, 
and the fireplace; but never once did I see that sudden brightening of his eyes and 
tightening of his lips which would have told me that he saw some gleam of light 
in this utter darkness. 

“Why a fire?” he asked once. Tiad they always a fire in this small room on a 
spring evening?” 

Mortimer Tregennis explained that the night was cold and damp. For that 
reason, after his arrival, the fire was lit. “What arc you going to do now, Mr. 
Holmes?” he asked. 

My friend smiled and laid his hand upon my arm. “1 think, Watson, that I shall 
resume that course of tobacco-poisoning which you have so often and so justly 
condemned,” said he. “With your permission, gentlemen, we will now return to 
our cottage, for I am not aware that any new factor is likely to come to our notice 
here. I will turn the facts over in my mind, Mr. Tregennis, and should anything 
occur to me I will certainly communicate with you and the vicar. In the mean- 
time I wish you both good-morning.” 

It was not until long after we were back in Poldhu Cottage that Holmes broke 
his complete and absoibed silence. He sat coiled in his armchair, his haggard and 
ascetic face hardly visible amid the Hue swirl of his tobacco smoke, tus black bio^s 
drawn down, his forehead contracted, Ins eyes vacant and far away. Finally he 
laid down his pipe and sprang to his feet. 

“It won’t do, Watson!” said he with a laugh. “Let us walk along the cliffs To- 
gether and search for flint arrows. We are more likely to find them than clues to 
this problem. To let the brain w6rk without sufiBcient material is like racing an 
engine. It racks itself to pieces The sea air, sunshine, and patience, Watson— all 
else will come. 

“Now, let us calmly define our position, Watson,” he continued as we skirted 
the cliffs together. “Let us get a firm grip of the very little which we do know, so 
that when fresh facts arise we may be ready to fit them into their places. I take 
it, m the first place, that neither of us is prepared to adroit diabolical intrusions 
into the affairs of men. Let us begin by ruling that entirely out of onr minds. Very' 
good There remain three persons who have been grievously stneken by some 
conscioiLS or unconscious human agency. That is firm ground Now', when did this 
occur? Evidently, assuming his narrative to be true, it was immediately after 
Mortimer Tregennis had left the room. That is a very important point. The pre- 
sumption IS that it was within a few minutes afterwards. Tlie cards still lay upon 
the table. It was already past their usual hour for bed. Yet they had not changed 
thcii position or pushed back their chairs. I repeat, then, that the occurrence 
was immediately after his departure, and not later than eleven o’clock last night. 

“Our next obvious step is to check, so far as we can, the movements of Mortimer 
Tregennis after he left the room. In this there is no difficulty, and they seem to be 
above suspicion. Knowing my methods as you do, you were, of course, conscious of 
the somewhat clumsy water-pot expedient by which I obtained a clearer impress 
of his foot than might otherwise have been possible. The wet, sandy patii to^ it 
admirably. Last night was also wet, you will remember, and it was not difficult— 
havinfl^obtained a sample print— to pick out his track among others and to follow 
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his movements. He appears to have walked away swiftly in the direction of the 
vicarage. 

then, Mortimer Tregennis disappeared from the scene, and yet some outside 
person afi^tfd the cardplaycrs, how can wc reconstruct that person, and how was 
such an impression of horror conveyed? Mrs Porter may be eliminated. She is 
evidently harmless. Is thtre any evidence that someone crept up to the garden 
window and in some manner produced so tcmfic an effect that he drove those who 
saw it out of their senses? The only suggestion in this direction comes from Mor- 
timer Tregennis himself, who says that Ins brother spoke about some movement 
in the garden. That is certainly reifiarkable, as the night was rainy, cloudy, and 
dark Anyone who had the design to alarm these people would be compelled to 
place his very* face against the glass before he could be seen. There is a three foot 
flower-border outside this window, bat no indication of a footmark It is difficult 
imagine, then, how an outsider could have made so terrible an impression upon 
tue company, no? have* v/e found any po^jsible motive for so strange and elaborate 
an attempt You i)erceivr our difficulties. VV..tson'” 

"Tlio aie only too clear/ I answered with convahoa. 

*‘And yet, with a little mere matenal, w^e may piove thal they aie uot msur 
mountable ’ sgid Holmes. fancy that among vour ejctensivc archives, Watson, you 
mny find some vhich were nearly as obsnirt. Mef»nwhilf\^wv shall put the case 
aside until more aceiuate data jxi avaibible, and devote the rest '4 our mornmg 
to the pursuit of neolithic man. ' 

I may hnie comritn^’ed upon rny in^nd’s powti of mental detachiricut, hut 
nev^r have I 'ivonciered at it mo*e thni upon that spiing monmg in Cornwall 
two houis he .v^cotU'Cd upon ctlts, anovUieads/tind shards, as lightly 
as jkf no sinister my^teiy were waiting fc,: his solution It was not until we had 
returned in the afternoon to oji coffsge that we found a visitor awaiting who 
iocn tioiifhl n\2\ mmds ba'‘» the matter lu band Neithei of us need^xl to be 
told w'ho that v’sifor wa< The huge body, the naggv ar^d deeply seaiied face 
with the eyes lud hawit like nose, the gnzzled hau which nearly biushtd 
cottage ceiling, the Ka»d-golden ai *^hc hingci and vnite near the hpjs, save 
for the picotipe stair, from his perpetual (igar all these wcie jS well known in 
l^ondoii a.v in Africa, and could only be jnated with the tici.^cndous personality 
of Dr. ! eon Slemdale, the great hon-hnr ^tr and explorer 
We had heard of his presence m the district ard had once or twute caught 
sight ct his tall figure upon the rnooriand paths He Tr»adc no advances to us, 
how^evci, nor would w’c have dreamed of doing to him, as it was well knosvn 
that it was his love of seclusion v^hich caused h>.n tc spend the greater part ot the 
intervals between his journeys in a small bungalo’’^ buried in the lonely wood of 
Beauchamp Arriance Here, amid his be '•I and n*s maps, he lived an absolutely 
lonely life, attending to hir own simple and paying little apparent heed 

to the affairs of his neighbours. It was a surpnse to me, therefore, to hear him 
asking Holmes in an eager voice whether he had made any advance in his recon- 
struction of this inysteiious episode. **111^ rounly police are utterly at fault, Mid 
he, "but perhaps youi wider experience has suggested some conceivable explanation. 
My only claim to being taken into your confidence is that during my many resi- 
dences here I have come to know this family of Tregennis very wcll-indeed, upon 
my Cornish mother's side I could call them cousins-and their strange fate has 
naturally been a great shock to me. I may tell you tliat I had got as far as Plymouth 
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upon my way to Africa, but the news reached me this morning, and I came straight 
back again to help in the inquiry ” 

Holmes raised his eyebrows 
“Did you lose your boat through it?** 

“I will take the next " 

“Dear me' that is fnendship indeed ** 

“I tell you they were relatives ** 

“Quite so-cousins of your mother Was your baggage aboard the ship?" 

“Some of it, but the mam part at the hotel '* 

“I see But surely this event could not have found its way into the Plymouth 
morning papers ** 

“No, sir, I had a telegram ” 

“Might I ask from whom?" 

A shadow passed over the gaunt face of the exploiei 
“You are very inquisitive, Mr Holmes " 

“It is my business ** 

With an effort Dr Sterndale recovered his ruffled composure 
“I have no ob)ection to telling vou," he said “It was Mr Roundhay, the vicar, 
who sent me the telegram which recalled me ** 

“Thank you/* said Holmes “I may sav in answer to your onginal question that 
I have not cleared my mind entirely on the subiect of this case, but that I ha\e 
every hope of reaching some conclusion It would be premature to say more " 
“Perhaps you would not mind telling me if your suspicions point m anv par 
ticular direction?" 

“No, I can hardly answer that " 

“Then I have wasted my time and need not prolong my visit * ITie fan.ous 
doctor strode out of our cottage in considerable ill humour, and withm five min- 
utes Holmes had followed him I saw him no more until the evening, when he 
returned with a slow' step and higgard face which assured me that he hau made no 
great progress with his investigation He glanced at a telegram which awaited him 
and threw it into the grate 

“From the Plymouth hotel, Watson/ he said 'I leimed the name of it I^^orn the 
vicar, and I wiicd to make certain that Di Leon Stcmdjh*s accour*t was true 
It appears that he did indeed spend last night there, and tliit he has a^tuallv 
allowed some of hi^ baggage to go on to ^fn^a while he it turned io Oe ^resent 
at this investigation What do you make r{ that. Watson? 

“He IS deeply intemsted 

“Deeply interested— yes ITick is a thread ht^e which we have not yc*- grasped 
and which might lead us thiOiigh the tangle Cheer up, Watson, for I am very 
sure that our rnatenal has not yet all come to hand When it does we may soon 
leave our difficulties behind us * 

Little did I think how soon the words of Holmes would be realized, or how 
strange and sinister would be that new development which opened up an entirely 
fresh line of investigation I was shaving at my window in the morning when I 
heard the rattle of hoofs and, looking up, saw a dog^cart coming at a gallop down 
the road It pulled up at our door, and our friend, the vicar, sprang from it and 
rushed up our garden path Holmes was already dressed, and we hastened down 
to meet him 



Our visitor was so excited that he could hardly articulate, but at last in gasps 
and bursts his tragic story came out of him. 

*"We are devil-ridden, Mr. Holmes! My poor parish is devil-riddenr he cned. 
"Satan himself is loose in itl We are given over into his hands!” He danced about 
in his agitation, a ludicrous object if it were not for his ashy face and startled eyes. 
Finally he shot out his tern’ble news. 

"Mr. Mortimer Tregennis died dunng the night, and with exactly the same 
symptoms as the rest of his family,” 

Holmes sprang to his feet, all energy in an instant. 

"Can you fit us both into your dog-cart?” 

"Yes, I can.” 

"Then, Watson, we will postpone our breakfast. Mr. Roundhay, we are entirely 
at your disposal. Hurry— hurry, before things get disarranged.” 

The lodger occupied two rooms at the vicarage, which were in an angle by them- 
selves, the one above the other. Below was a large sitting-ioom; above, his bed- 
room, They looked out upon a croquet lawn which came up to the windows. We 
had arrived before the doctor or the police, so that everything v/as absolutely un- 
disturbed Let me describe exactly the scene as wc saw it upon that misty March 
morning. It has left an impression which can never be effaced from my mind 

ITic atmosphere of the room was of a homble and depressing stuffiness. TTie 
seivant who had first entered had thrown up the window, or it would have been 
even more intolerable. Tnis might partly be due to the fact that a lamp stood 
flaring and smoking on the centre table. Beside it sat the dead man, leaning back 
in his chair, his thin beard projecting, his spectacles pushed up on to his forehead, 
and his lean dark face turned towards the window and twisted into the same 
distortion of ierroi which had marked the features of his dead sister. His limbs 
were convulsed and his fingers contorted as though he had died in a very paroxysm 
of fear. He was fully clothed, though there were signs that his dressing had been 
done m a hurry. We had already learned that his bed had been slept in, and that 
the tragic end had come to hin* in the early morning. 

One leahzed the red-hot energy which underlay Holmes's phlegmatic exterior 
when one saw the sudden change which came over him from the moment that he 
entered the fatal apartment. In an instan' he was tense and alert, his eyes shining, 
tas face set, his limbs quivering with eag:r activity. He was out on the lawn, in 
tlirough the window, round the room, and up into the bedroom, for all the world 
like a dashing foxhound drawing a cover. In the bedroom he made a rapid cast 
around and ended by throwing open the window, which appeared to give him some 
flesh cause for excitement, for he leaned out of it with loud ejaculations of interest 
and delight. Then he rushed down the stair, out tiuough the open window, threw 
himself upon his lace on the lawn, sprai up and into the room once more, all 
with the energy of the hunter who i.$ at tlic very heels of his quarry. The lamp, 
which was an ordinary standard, he examined with minute care, making certain 
measurements upon its bowl He carefully scrutinized with his lens the talc shield 
which covered the top of the chimney and scraped off some ashes which adhered 
to Its upper surface, putting some of them into an envelope, which he placed m 
his pocketbook. Finally, just as the doctor and the official police put in an ap- 
pearance, he beckoned to the vicar and we all three went out upon the lawn. 

"I am glad to say that my investigation has not been entirely banen,” he re- 
marked. "I cannot remain to discuss the matter with the police, but I should be 
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ocoeedingly obliged, Mr. Roundhay, if you would give the inspector my compli- 
ments and direct his attention to the bedroom window and to the sitting-room 
lamp. Each is suggestive, and together they are almost conclusive. If the police 
would desire further information I shall be happy to see any of them at the cot- 
tage. And now, Watson, I think that, perhaps, we shall be better employed else- 
where," 

It may be that the police resented the intrusion of an amateur, or that they 
imagined themselves to be upon some hopeful line of investigation; but it is cer- 
tain that we heard nothing from them for the next two days. During this time 
Holmes spent some of his time smoking and dreaming in the cottage; but a greater 
portion in country walks which he undertook alone, returning after many hours 
without remark as to where he had been. One experiment served to show me the 
line of his investigation. He had bought a lamp which was the duplicate of the one 
which had burned in the room of Mortimer Tregennis on the morning of the 
tragedy. This he filled with the same oil as that used at the vicarage, and he care- 
fully timed the period which it would take to b® exhausted. Another experiment 
which he made was of a more unpleasant nature, and one which I am not likely 
ever to forget. 

“You will remember, Watson," he remarked one afternoon, “that there is a 
single common point of resemblance in the varying reports which have reached 
us This concerns the effect of the atmosphere of the room in each case upon those 
who had first entered it. You will recollect that Mortimer Tregennis, in describing 
the episode of his last visit to his brother's house, remarked that the doctor on 
entering the room fell into a chair? You had forgotten? Well, I can answer for it 
that it was so. Now, you will remember also that Mrs. Porter, the housekeeper, 
told us that she herself fainted upon entering the room and had afterwards opened 
the window. In the second casei^that of Mortimer Tregennis himself— you cannot 
have forgotten the horrible stuffiness of the room when we arrived, though the 
servant had thrown open the window. That servant, I found upon inquiry, was so 
ill that she had gone to her bed. You will admit, Watson, that these facts are 
very suggestive. In each case there is evidence of a poisonous atmosphere. In each 
case, also, there is combustion going on in the room— in the one case a fire, in the 
other a lamp. The fire was needed, but the lamp was lit— as a companson of the 
oil consumed will show— long after it was broad daylight. Why? Surely because 
there is some connection between three things-the burning, the stuffy atmosphere, 
and, finally, the madness or death of those unfortunate people. That is clear, is 
It not?” 

“It would appear so.” 

“At least we may accept it as a working hypothesis. We will suppose, then, that 
something was burned in each case which pr<^uced an atmosphere causing strange 
toxic effects. Very good. In the first instance— that of the Tregennis family— this 
substance was placed in the fire. Now the window was shut, but the fire would 
naturally cany fumes to some extent up the chimney. Hence one would expect 
the effects of the poison to be less than in the second case, where there was less 
escape for the vapour. The result seems to indicate that it was so, since in the 
first case only the woman, who had presumably the more sensitive organism, was 
killed, the othen exhibiting that temporary or permanent lunacy which is evidently 
the first effect of the drug. In the second case the result was complete. The facts, 
thegpfore, seem to bear out the theory of a poison which worked by combustion. 
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*Widi this tnin of leasoning in my head I natuiaOy kwked about in Mortimer 
Tiegennis’s room to find some remains of tiih substance. The obvious i^ce to 
look was the talc shield or smoke-guaid of die lamp. There, sure enouflh* 1 pn* 
ceived a number of flaky ashes, and round the edges a fringe of brownish powder, 
which had not yet been consumed. Half of diis 1 took, as you saw, and 1 placed 
it in an envelope.’* 

“Why half. Holmes?” 

“It is not for me, my dear Watson, to stand in the way of the offidal police 
force. I leave them all the evidence which I found. The poison still remained upon 
the talc had they the wit to find it. Now, Watson, we will light our lamp; we will, 
however, take the precaution to open our window to avoid the premature decease 
of two deserving memben of society, and you will seat yoursdf near that open 
window in an armchair unless, like a sensible man, you determine to have nothing 
to do with the affair. Oh, you will see it out, will you? I thought I knew my Watson. 
This chair I will place opposite yours, so diat we may be the same distance from 
the poison and face to face. The door we will leave ajar. Each is now in a position 
to watch the other and to bring the experiment to an end should the symptoms 
seem alarming. Is that all dear? Wdl, then, I take our powder— or what remains 
of it— from the envelope, and I lay it above the burning lainp. Sol Now, Watson, 
let us sit down and await developments.” 

They were not long in coining. I had hardly settled in my chair before I was 
conscious of a diick, musky odour, subtle and nauseous. At the very first whiff of 
it my brain and my imagination were beyond all control. A thick, black doud 
swirled before my eyes, and my mind told me that in this cloud, unseen at yet, 
but about to spring out upon my appalled senses, lurked all that was vagudy 
rible, all that was monstrous and inconceivably wicked in the universe. Vague 
shapes swirled and swam amid the dark doud-bank, each a menace and a warning 
of something coming, the advent of some unspeakable dweller upon the threshold, 
whose very shadow would blast my soul. A freezing horror took possession of me. 
1 felt that my hair was rising, that my eyes were farotruding, that my mouth was 
opened, and my tongue like leather. The turmoil within my brain was such that 
something must surely snap. 1 tried to scream and was vaguely aware of some 
hoarse croak which was my own voice, brt distant and detached from myself. At 
the same moment, in some effort of escape, I broke flirough that cloud of despair 
and had a glimpse of Holmes's face, white, rigid, and drawn with honor— the very 
look which I had seen upon the features of the dead. It was that vision which gave 
me an instant of sanity and of strength. I dashed from my chair, threw my arms 
round Holmes, and together we lurched through the door, and an instant after- 
wards had thrown ourselves down upon the grass plot and were lying side by side, 
conscious only of the glorious sunshine which was bursting its way through the 
hellish cloud of terror which had girt us in. Slowly it rose from our souls like the 
mists from a landscape until peace and reason had returned, and we were sitting 
upon the grass, wiping our clammy foreheads, and looking with apprehension at 
each other to mark the last traces of that terrific experience which we had undergone. 

“Upon my word, WatsonI” said Holmes at last with an unsteady voice, "I owe 
you both my thanks and an apology. It was an unjustifiable experiment even for 
one’s self, and doubly so for a friend. I am really very sorry.” 

“You know,” I answered with some motion, for I had never seen so much of 
Holmes’s heart before, “that it is my greatest joy and privilege to help you.” 
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He idapeed et once into the half-homoioos, half-cynical vein which was his 
habitual attitude to dioie about him, "It would superfluous to drive us mad, my 
dear Watson,” said he. "A candid observer would certainly declare that we were 
so already before we embarked upon so wild an experiment. I confess that I never 
imagined that the effect could be so sudden and so severe.” He dashed into the 
cottage, and, reappearing with the burning lamp held at full arm’s len^, he threw 
it among a bank of brambles. "We must give the room a little time to clear. 1 
take it, Watson, that you have no longer a shadow of a doubt as ''ow thete 
tragedies were produced?" 

"None whtteva." 

"Bat the cause remains as obscure as before. Come into the arhonr here and let 
us discuss it togetha. That villainous stuff seems still to linger round my throat. 
I think we must admit that all the evidence points to this man, Mortimer Tre'^n- 
nis, having been the criminal in the iiist tra^y, though he W'.s the victim in the 
second one. We must remember, in the first place, that there 's some story nf a 
family quarrel, followed by a lecouciliation. How bitter that quarrel may have 
been, or how hollow the reconciliation we cannot tell. When 1 think ’f Mortim >r 
Tregennis, with the foxy face and the ?inall shrewdy beady eyes behind t^e spec- 
tacles, he is not a man whom 1 shoo'd judge ‘o if i pattifK'irly hir-.-viaf 
position. Well, in the next plice, yo»i will rmem'oer that (h$ 'do of .«m„Trc 
moving in the garden, which took our attent-on tot i noment tom he i- at ' itue 
of tiie tragedy, emanated from him. He had a motive in misleading us. Finally, 
if he did not throw this substance into the fire at the moment of leaving the room, 
who did do so? The affair happened immediately after his departuie. Had anyone 
else come in, the family would certainly have risen from the table. Besides, in 
peaceful Cornwall, visitors do not arrive after ten o'clock at night We may take 
it, then, that all the evidence points to Mortimer Tregennis as the culpnt." 

"Then his own death was suicidel” 

"Well, Watson, it is on the face of it a not impossible supposition. The man 
who bad the guilt upon his soul of having brought such a fate upon his own family 
might weO be driven by remorse to inflict it upon himself. There are, however, 
some cogent reasons against it. Fortunately, there is one man in England who 
knows all about it, and 1 have made arrangements by which we shall hear the 
facts this afternoon from his own lips. Ahi he is a httle before his time. Perhaps 
you would kindly step this way. Eh. Leon Stemdale. We have been conducting a 
chemical experiment indoors which has left our little room hardly fit for the re- 
ception of so distinguished a visitor." 

I had heard the click of the garden gate, and now the majestic figure of the 
great African explorer appeared upon the path. He turned in some surprise to- 
wards the rustic arbour in which we sat. 

"You sent for me, Mr. Holmes. I had your note about an hour ago, and I have 
come, though I really do not know why I should obey your summons.” 

"Perhaps we can clear the point op before we separate,” said Holmes. "Mean- 
while, I am much obliged to you for your courteous acquiescence. You will esicuse 
this informal lecqition in the open air, hut my friend Watson and I have nearly 
furnished an additional chapter to what the papers call the Cornish Honor, and 
we prefer a cleat atmosphere for the present. Perhaps, since the matters which we 
havelto discuss will aff^ you personally in a very intimate fashion, it is as well 
that we should talk where there can be no eavesdropping.” 
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TK<^ explorer toc'lc hss uom Im lips wd gazed sternly &i ruy conipaaiou. 

‘I \iii a to kno^v, jir." Jie said, '^what yo«i can liave to ^>pcak alK)ut which 
.ne m a \^\y u^tirrute tasliion '' 

'[lie kidu)^ of Moituivf I'awnai^'' naid ?hdniev 

Fcr i n\ I wuhed ^\\t I ^ver; irrned Stemdah‘% tieiw f^cc imued to a 
dusk/ f'^d, \h> glared, uid clu* kno^-red, pas-sionatc veui» staiied out m his 
iocchevid^ ^hiL‘ h? ^praa^? tnnvifd w<th clenched hands towards my compamoa 
Ihon h: >tMpeH, tud with i /uilent v'fo^t ha resumed a cold, ngid calmness, 
‘vHich vi^, pefhi uiOie or danger Him his hot'iief<dc<l outburst. 

*i hwc .o Ijiig liiU'ii .u hid beyoiul the liw,' said hr", '‘that I have 
got alto riie way of being i Inv ^ » Hiysolt You would do Mi. IluUncs, not to 
forget it, toT I have no de^a; to iu you j»" iii|uiv '' 

"Nor hai^e » my dc^nt u you in ui|ury, Dr Stenidale Surely the clearest 
proof t)f it »3 ^-hat, knowing vL ! know, I have vent for you and not for the police/' 

St^rndak' d doA'i vvai^ tor, pethaps the first lime in his 

adventurous life. Ihere was ^ tjliu assuiaiKe i*r power in Holmes's rmuinei which 
could not be withstood. Our Msitor stammcied tor a moment, his great hands open- 
ing and diutbng in h»s agitation 

‘What do you mean?*’' Iv* a'.ktd ?t '"sL “If this is blufi upon your part, Mr. 
Holmes, you ha^^ chosen a bud maii for voui o.periinert Let us have no more 
beai mg about Jhe biidi W'hat do ou 

‘‘I will tei'' you, said Holmes, “and the reason why 1 tell you is that I hope 
ftankness ni:y beget irankness What mi n^'xt step may be will depend entirely 
upon the nature of your own defence." 

“My defence?" 

“Yes. sir." 

"My defence against what?" 

"Against the charge of killmg Mortimer Tregennis." 

Stemdale mopped his forehead with his handkerchief. "Upon my word, you arc 
getting on," said he. "Do all your successes depend upon this prodigious power of 
bluff?" 

"The bluff," said Holmes sternly, "is upon your side. Dr. Leon Stemdale, and 
not upon mine. As a proof I will tell you some of the facts upon which my con- 
clusions are based. Of your return from Plymouth, allowing much of your property 
to go on to Africa, I will say nothing save that it first informed me that you were 
one of the factors which had to be taken into account in reconstructing this 
drama — " 

"I came back — ” 

"I have heard your reasons and regard them as unconvincing and inadequate. 
We will pass that. You came down here to ask me whom I suspected. I refused 
to answer you. You then went to the vicarage, waited outside it for some time, 
and finally returned to your cottage." 

"How do you know that?" 

"I followed you." 

"I saw no one." 

‘That IS what you may expect to see when I follow you. You spent a restless 
night at your cottage, and you formed certain plans, which in the early morning 
you proceed to put into execution. Leaving your door just as day was breaking, 
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you filled your pocket widi stune reddish gravel that was lying heaped beside your 
gate.” 

Stemdale gave a violent start and looked at Hdmes in amazement. 

”You then walked swiftly for the mile which separated you from the vicarage. 
You were wearing, I may renurk, the same pair of ribbed tennis shoes which are 
at the present moment upon your feet. At the vicarage you passed through die 
orchard and the side hedge, coming out under the window of the lodger Tregermis. 
It was now daylight, but the household was not yet stirring. You drew some of 
the gravd from your podcet, and you threw it up at the window above you.” 

Stemdale sprang to his feet 

“I believe diat you are the devil himselfl” he cried. 

Holmes smiled at the compliment "It took two, or possibly three, handfuk 
before the lodger came to the window. You beckoned him to come down. He 
dressed hurriedly and descended to his sitting-room. You entered by the window. 
There was an interview-a short one-dunng which you walked up and down the 
room. Then you passed out and closed the window, standing on the lawn outside 
smoking a cigar and watching what occurred. Finally, after the death of Tregen- 
nis, you withdrew as you had come. Now, Dr. Stemdale, how do you justify such 
conduct, and what were the motives for your actions? If you prevaricate or trifle 
with me, I give you my assurance that the matter will pass out of my hands 
forever.” 

Our visitor's face had turned ashen gray as he listened to the words of his ac- 
cuser. Now he sat for some time in thought with his face sunk in his hands. Then 
with a sudden impulsive gesture he plucked a photograph from his breast-pocket 
and threw it on the rustic table before us. 

“That is why I have done it,” said he. 

It showed the bust and face of a very beautiful woman. Holmes stooped over 
it. 

“Brenda Tregennis,” said he. 

“Yes, Brenda Tregennis,” repeated our visitor. "For years I have loved her. For 
years she has loved me. There is the secret of that Cornish seclusion which people 
have marvelled at. It has brought me close to the one thing on earth that was dear 
to me. I could not marry her, for I have a wife who has left me for years and yet 
whom, by the deplorable laws of England, I could not divorce. For years Brenda 
waited. For years 1 waited. And this is what we have waited for.” A terrible sob 
shook his great frame, and he clutched his throat under his brindled beard. Then 
with an effort he mastered himself and spoke on . 

"The vicar knew. He was in our confidence. He would tell you that she was an 
angel upon earth. That was why he telegraphed to me and I returned What was 
my baggage or Africa to me when I learned that such a fate had come upon my 
darling? lliere you have the missing clue to my action. Mr. Holmes.” 

“Proceed,” said my friend. 

Dr. Stemdale drew from his pocket a paper packet and laid it upon the table. 
On the outside was wntten "Rodu pedis diaboli’ with a red poison label beneath 
it. He pushed it towards me. "I understand that you are a doctor, sir. Have you 
ever heard of this preparation?” 

“Devil’s-foot rootl No, I have never heard of it.” 

“It IS no reflection upon your professional knowledge," said he, "for I believe 
that, save for one sample in a laboratory at Buda, there is no other specimen in 
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Europe. It has not yet found its way either into the pharmacopoeia or into the 
literature of toxicology. The root is shaped like a foot, half human, half goatlike; 
hence the fanciful name given by a botanical missionary. It is used as an ordeal 
poison by the medicine-men in certain districts of West Africa and is kept as a 
secret among them. This particular specimen I obtained under very extraordinary 
circumstances in the Ubangi country." He opened the paper as he spoke and 
disclosed a heap of reddish-brown, snuff-like powder. 

“Well, sir?” asked Holmes sternly. 

“I am about to tell you, Mr. Holmes, all that actually occurred, for you already 
know so much that it is clearly to my interest that you should know all. I have 
already explained the relationship in which I stood to the Tregennis family. For 
the sake of the sister I was friendly with the brothers. There was a family quarrel 
about money which estranged this man Mortimer, but it was supposed to be made 
up, and I afterwards met him as I did the others. He was a sly, subQe, scheming 
man, and several things arose which gave me a suspicion of him, but I had no 
cause for any positive quarrel, 

“One day, only a couple of weeks ago, he came down to my cottage and I showed 
him some of my African curiosities. Among other things I exhibited this powder, 
and I told him of its strange properties, how it stimulates those brain centres 
which control the emotion of fear, and how either madness or death is the fate 
of the unhappy native who is subjected to the ordeal by the priest of his tribe. 

I told him also how powerless European science would be to detect it How he took 
it I cannot say, for I never left the room, but there is no doubt that it was then, 
while I was opening cabinets and stooping to boxes, that he managed to abstract 
some of the devil’s-foot root. I well remember how he plied me with questions as 
to the amount and the time that was needed for its effect, but I little dreamed that 
he could have a personal reason for asking. 

“I thought no more of the matter until the vicar^s telegram reached me at 
Plymouth. This villain had thought that I would be at sea before the news could 
reach me, and that I should be lost for yean in Africa. But I returned at once. Of 
course, I could not listen to the details without feeling assured that my poison had 
been used. I came round to ser* you on the chance that some other explanation had 
suggested itself to you. But there could be none. I was convinced that Mortimer 
Tregennis was the murderer; that for the sake of money, and with the idea, per- 
haps, that if the other members of his family were all insane he would be the sole 
guardian of their joint property, he had used the devilVfoot powder upon them, 
driven two of them out of their senses, and killed his sister Brenda, the one hu- 
man being whom I have ever loved or who has ever loved me. There was his crime; 
what was to be his punishment? 

“Should I appeal to the law? Where were my proofs? I knew that the facts were 
true, but could I help to make a jury of countrymen believe so fantastic a story? 

I might or I might not. But I could not afford to fail. My soul cried out for revenge. 

I have said to you once before, Mr. Holmes, that I have spent much of my life 
outside the law, and that I have come at last to be a law to myself. So it was now. 

I determined that the fate which he had given to others should be shared by him- 
self. Either that or I would do justice upon him with my own hand. In all England 
there can be no man who sets less value upon his own life tiian I do at the present 
moment. 

“Now I have told you all. You have yourself supplied the rest. I did, as you say, 
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after a restless night, set off early from my cottage. I foresaw the difficulty of 
arousing him, so I gathered some gravel from the pile which you have mentioned, 
and I used it to throw up to his window. He came down and admitted me through 
the window of the sitting-room. I laid his offence before him. I told him that I had 
come both as judge and executioner. The wretch sank into a chair, paralyzed at 
the sight of my revolver. I lit the lamp, put the powder above it, and stood outside 
the window, ready to carry out my threat to shoot him should he try to leave the 
room. In five minutes he died. My CodI how he died! But my heart was flint, for 
he endured nothing which my innocent darling had not felt before him. There is 
my story, Mr. Holmes. Perhaps, if you loved a woman, you would have done as 
much yourself. At any rate, I am in your hands. You can take what steps you like. 
As I have already said, there is no man living who can fear death less than I do.’' 

Holmes sat for some little time in silence. 

^What were your plans?” he asked at hst 

'*1 had intended to bury myself in central Africa. My work there is but half 
finished.” 

“Go and do the other half,” said Holmes. “I, at least, am not prepared to 
prevent you.” 

Dr. Sterndale raised his giant figure, bowed gravely, and walked from the arbour. 
Holmes lit his pipe and handed me his pouch. 

“Some fumes which are not poisonous would be a welcome change,” said he. “I 
think you must agree, Watson, that it is not a case in which we are called upon to 
interfere. Our investigation has been independent, and our action shall be so also. 
You would not denounce the man?” 

“Certainly not,” I answered. 

“I have never loved, Watson, but if I did and if the woman I loved had met 
such an end, I might act even as our lawless hon-hunter has done. Who knows? 
Well, Watson, I will not offend/your intelligence by explaining what is obvious. 
The gravel upon the window-sill was, of course, the starting-point of my research. 
It was unlike anything in the vicarage garden. Only when my attention had been 
drawn to Dr. Sterndale and his cottage did 1 find its counterpart. The lamp shining 
in broad daylight and the remains of powder upon the shield were successive links 
in a fairly obvious chain. And now, my dear Watson, I think we may dismiss the 
matter from our mind and go back with a clear conscience to the study of those 
Chaldean roots which are surely to be traced in the Cornish branch of the great 
Celtic speech.” 


HIS LAST BOW 
An Epilogue of Sherlock Holmes 

It was nine o’clock at night upon the second of August— the most terrible August 
in the history of the world. One might have thought already that God's curse 
hung heavy over a degenerate world, for there was an awesome hush and a feeling 
of vague expectancy in the sultry and stagnant an. The sun had long set, but one 
blood-red gash like an opeft wound lay low in the distant west. Above, the stars 
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were shining brightly, and below, the Ughts of the shipping glimmered in the bay. 
The two famous Germans stood beside the stone parapet of the garden walk, with 
the long, low, heavily gabled house behind them, and they looked down upon the 
broad sweep of the beach at the foot of the great chalk cliff on which Von Bork, 
like some wandering eagle, had perched himself four years before. They stood 
with their heads close together, talking in low, confidential tones. From below the 
two glowing ends of their cigars might have been the smouldering c;es of some 
malignant fiend looking down in the darkness. 

A remarkable man this Von Bork— a man who could hardly be matched among 
all the devoted agents of the Kaiser. It was his talents which had first recommended 
him for the English mission, the most important mission of all, but since he had 
taken it over those talents had become more and more manifest to the half-dozen 
people in the world who were really in touch with the truth. One of these was his 
present companion, Baron Von Herling, the chief secretary of the legation, whose 
huge loo-horse-power Benz car was blocking the country lane as it waited to waft 
its owner back to London. 

"*So far as I can judge the trend of events, you will probably be back in Berlin 
within the week,” the secretary was saying. '‘When you get there, my dear Von 
Bork, I think you will be surprised at the welcome you will receive. I happen to 
know what is thought in the highest quarters of your work in this country.” He 
was a huge man, the secretary, deep, broad, and tall, with^a slow, heavy fashion of 
speech which had been his main asset in his political career. 

Von Bork laughed. 

"They are not very hard to deceive,” he remarked. "A more docile, simple folk 
could not be imagined.” 

"I don't know about that,” said the other thoughtfully. "They have strange 
limits and one must learn to observe them. It is that surface simplicity of theirs 
which makes a trap for the stranger. One's first impression is that they arc entirely 
soft. Then one comes suddenly upon something very hard, and you know that you 
have reached the limit and must adapt yourself to the fact. They have, for ex- 
ample, their insular conventions which simply must be observed.” 

"Meaning, 'good form' and that sort of thing?” Von BorK sighed as one who 
had suffered much. 

"Meaning British prejudice in all its queer manifestations. As an example I may 
quote one of my own worst blunders—^ can afford to talk of my blunders, for you 
know my work well enough to be aware of my successes. It was on my first arrival. 
I was invited to a week-end gathering at the country house of a cabinet minister. 
The conversation was amazingly indiscreet.” 

Von Bork nodded. "I've been there,” said ne dryly. 

"Exactly. Well, I naturally sent a r^sum^ of the information to Berlin. Un- 
fortunately our good chancellor is a little heavy-handed in these matters, and he 
transmitted a remark which showed that he was aware of what had been said. This, 
of course, took the trail straight up to me. You’ve no idea the harm that it did me. 
There was nothing soft about our British hosts on that occasion, I can assure you. 
I was two years living it down. Now you, with this sporting pose of yours — ” 

"No, no, don’t call it a pose. A pose is an artificial thing. This is quite natural 
I am a born sportsman. I enjoy it.” 

"Well, that makes it the more effective. You yacht against them, you hunt with 
them, you play polo, vou match them in every game, your four-in-hand takes the 
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prize at Olympia. I have even heard that you go the length of boxmg with the 
young officers. What is the result? Nobody takes you seriously. You are a good old 
sport/ *quite a decent fdlow for a German/ a hard-drinking, night-club, knock- 
about-town, devil-may-care young fellow. And all the time this quiet country house 
of yours is the centre of half the mischief in England, and the sporting squire the 
most astute secret-service man in Europe. Genius, my dear Von Bork-geniusI’' 

""You flatter me, Baron. But certainly I may claim that my four years in this 
country have not l^n unproductive. Tve never shown you my little store. Would 
you mind stepping in for a moment?’’ 

The door of the study opened straight on to the terrace. Von Bork pushed it 
back, and, leading the way, he clicked the switch of the electric light. He then 
clos^ the door behind the bulky form which followed him and carefully adjusted 
the heavy curtain over the latticed window. Only when all these precautions had 
been taken and tested did he turn his sunburned aquiline face to his guest. 

“Some of my papers have gone,” said he. “When my wife and the household left 
yesterday for Rushing they took the less important with them. I must, of course, 
claim the protection of the embassy for the others.” 

“Your name has already been filed as one of the personal suite. Tliere will be no 
difficulties for you or your baggage. Of course, it is just possible that we may not 
have to go. England may leave France to her fate. \7e are sure that there is no 
binding treaty between them." 

“And Belgium?” 

“Yes, and Belgium, too.” 

Von Bork shook his head. “I don’t see how that could be. There is a definite 
treaty there. She could never recover from such a humiliation.” 

“She would at least have peace for the moment.” 

"But her honour?” 

“Tut, my dear sir, we live in a utilitanan age. Honour is a mediaeval conception. 
Besides England is not ready. It is an mconceivable thing, but even our special 
war tax of fifty million, which one would think made our purpose as clear as if 
we had advertised it on the front page of the Times, has not roused these people 
from their slumbers. Here and there one hears a question. It is my business to find 
an answer. Here and there also there is an irritation. It is my business to soothe it. 
But I can assure you that so fai as the essentials go~the storage of munitions, 
the preparation for submanne attack, the arrangements for making high explosives 
—nothing is prepared. How, then, can England come in, especially when we have 
stirred her up such a devil's brew of Irish civil war, window-breaking Furies, and 
God knows what to keep her thoughts at home.” 

“She must think of her future.” 

“Ah, that is another matter. I fancy that in the future we have our own very 
definite plans about England, and that your information will be very vital to us. 
It is to-day or to-morrow with Mr. John Bull. If he prefers to-day we are perfectly 
ready. If it is to-monow we shall he more ready still. 1 should think they would 
be wiser to fight with allies than without them, but that is their own affair. This 
week is their week of destiny. But you were speaking of your papers.” He sat in the 
armchair with the light shining upon his broad bald bead, while he puffed sedately 
at his cigar. 

The large oak-panelled, book-lined room had a curtain hung in the further 
comer. When this was drawn it disclosed a large, brass4)Ound safe. Von Bork de- 
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tached a small key from his watch dtain, and after smne considetable manipulatioa 
of the lock he swung open the heavy door. 

“Lookl” said be, standing clear, with a wave of his hand. 

The light shone vividly into the opened safe, and the secretary of the embassy 
gazed with an absorbed interest at the rows of stuffed pigeon-holes with which it 
was furnished. Each pigeon-hole had its labd, and his eyes as he glanced along 
them read a long series of such titles as ‘Tords,” *71arbour-<lefeiices,” ^Aeroplanes,” 
“Ireland,” “Egypt,” “Portsmouth forts,” “The Channel,” “Rosythe,” and a score of 
others. Each compartment was bristlitig with papers and plans. 

“Colossal!” said the secretary. Putting down his cigar he softiy dapped his fat 
hands. 

“And all in four years, Baron. Not such a bad show for the hard-drinking, hard- 
riding country squire. But the gem of my collection is coming and there is Uie 
setting all ready for it.” He pointed to a space over which “Naval Sigrutls” was 
printed. 

“But you have a good dossier there already.” 

“Out of date and waste paper. The Admiralty in some way got the alarm and 
every code has been changed. It was a blow, Baron— the worst setback in my whole 
campaign. But thanks to my check-book and the good Altamont all will be well 
to-night." 

The Baron looked at his watch and gave a guttural exclamation of disappoint- 
ment. 

“Well, I really can wait no longer. You can imagine fbat things are moving at 
present in Carlton Terrace and that we have all to be at our posts. I had hoped 
to be able to bring news of your great coup. Did Altamont name no hour?” 

Von Bork pushed over a telegram. 

Will come without fail to-night and bring new sparking plugs. 

Altamimt. 


“Sparking plugs, eh?” 

“You see he poses as a motor expert and I keep a full garage. In our code every- 
thing likely to come up is named after some spare part. If be talks of a radiator it 
is a battleship, of an oil pump a cruiser, and so on. Sparking plugs are naval 
signals.” 

Trom Portsmouth at midday,” said the secretary, examining the superscription. 
“By the way, what do you give him?” 

“Five hundred pouni^ for this particular job. Of course he has a salary as well.” 

“The greedy rogue. They ate useful, these traitors, but I grudge tiiem their 
blood money.” 

“I grudge Altamont nothing. He is a wonderful worker. If I pay him well, at 
least he delivers the goods, to use his own phrase. Besides he is not a traitor. I 
assure yoo that our most pan-Germanic JooJcer is a soddng dove in his feelings 
towards England as competed with a real bitter Itish-American.” 
an Itish-American?” 

“If yon heard him talk yoo would not doobt it Sometimet I assore you I can 
hardly o ndfr tf d him. He seems to have dedated war on the King's En^idi as 
wdl as on die En^ish king, htot yon really go? He may be here any moment.” 

“No. Tm Sony, bat I have abaoidy o v e riUytd my time. We dmll eipect you 
early tomorrow, and when yon gel that stgeid bocA throogh the Utile door on 

615 



the Duke of York’s steps you can put a tnumphant finis to your record in England. 
Whatl Tokay!" He indicated a heavily sealed dust-covered bottle which stood with 
two high glasses upon a salver. 

"May I offer you a glass before your journey?” 

"No, thanks. But it looks hkc revelry.” 

"Altamont has a nice taste in wines, and he took a fancy to xny Tokay. He is 
a touchy fdlow and needs humouring in small things. I have to study him, I 
assure you.” They had strolled out on to the ternce again, and along it to the 
further end where at a touch from the Baron’s chauffeur the great car shivered 
and chuckled. "Those are the lights of Harwich, I suppose,” said the secretary, 
pulling on his dust coat. "How still and peaceful it all seems. There may be other 
lights within the week, and the English coast a less tranquil place! The heavens, 
too, may not be quite so peaceful if all that the good Zeppelin promises us comes 
true. By the way, who is that?” 

Only one window showed a light behind them; in it there stood a lamp, and 
beside it, seated at a table, was a dear old ruddy-faced woman in a country cap. 
She was bending over her knitting and stopping occasionally to stroke a large black 
cat upon a stool beside her. 

‘That is Martha, the only servant I have left.” 

The secretary chuckled. 

"She might almost personify Britannia,'' said he, "with her complete self- 
absorption and general air of comfortable somnolence. Well, au re>»oir, Von Borkl” 
With a final wave of his hand he sprang into the car, and a moment later tfie two 
golden cones from the headlights shot forw*ard thiough the darkness. The secietaiy 
lay back in the cushions of the luxurious limousine, with his thoughts so full of 
the impending European bagedy that he haidly observed that as his car swung 
round the viUage street it nearly passed ovei a little Ford coming in the opposite 
direction. 

Von Bork walked slowly back to the study when the last gleams of the motor 
lamps had faded into the distance. As he passed he observed that his old house- 
keeper had put out her lamp and retired. It was a new experience to him. the 
silence and darkness of his widespread house, for his family and household had 
been a large one. It was a relief to him, however, to think tha? they were all in 
safety and that, but for that one old woman who had lingered in the kitchen, he 
had the whole place to himself. There was a good deal of tidying up to do inside 
his study and he set himself to do it unbl his keen, handsome face was flushed 
with the heat of the burning papers. A leather valise stood beside his table, and 
into this he began to pack very neatly and systemaHcally the precious contents 
of his safe. He had hardly got started with the work, however, when his quick ears 
caught the sound of a distant car. Instantly he gave an exclamation of satisfacbon, 
strapped up the valise, shut the safe, locked it, and hurried out on to the tenacc. 
He was just in time to see the lights of a small car come to a halt at the gate. A 
passenger sprang out of it and advanced swiftly towards him, While tiie chauffeur, 

heavily built/ elderly man with a gray moustache, seWed *down like one who 
(erigtrs himself to a long vigil.* 

‘'Wdl7” askad Vou Botk eagerly, running for^i^rd to nfect his visitor. 

-Fftr emwer th€ man waved a smafl %owti-pt^ter, patttcl triumphantly above his 
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'Tou can give me the g]ad hand to-night, mister,” be cried. "I'm briagiag home 
the bacon at last.” 

"The signals?" 

"Same as I said in my cable. Every last one of them, semaphore, lamp code, 
Marconi— a copy, mind you, not the original. That was too dangerous. But it’s 
the real goods, and you can lay to that.” He slapped the German upon tihe dioulder 
with a rough familiarity from which the other winced. 

"Come in," he said. "I’m all alime in the house. 1 was only waiting for this. Of 
coarse a copy is better tiian the original. If an original were missing they would 
change the whole thing. You tiunk it’s all safe about the copy?" 

The Irish-American had entered the study and stretched his long limbs from 
the armchair. He was a tall, gaunt man of sixty, with clear-cut features and a small 
goatee beard which gave him a general resemblance to the caricatures of Uncle 
Sam. A half-smoked, sodden cigar hung from the comer of bis mouth, and as be 
sat down he struck a match and relit il. "Making ready for a move?” he remarked 
as he looked round him. "Say, mister,” he added, as his eyes fdl upon the safe 
from which the curtain was now removed, "you don’t tell me you keep your papers 
in that?" 

"Why not?" 

"Gosh, in a wideopen contraption like that! And they reckon you to be some 
spy. Why, a Yankee crook would be into that with a can-opener. If I'd known 
diat any letter of mine was goin’ to he loose in a thing li]ce that I’d have been a 
mug to write to you at all." 

“It would puzzle any crook to force that safe," Von Bork answered. "You won’t 
cut that metal with any tool.” 

“But the lock?” 

“No, it’s a double combination lock. You know what that is?" 

“Search me,” said the Amencan 

"Well, you need a word as well as a set of Eguies before you can get the lock 
to work.” He rose and showed a double-radiating disc round the kevhole “This 
outer one is for the letters, the inner one for the figures." 

“Well, well, that’s fine." 

“So it’s not quite as simple as you thought. It was foui years ago that I had it 
made, and what do you think I cliose for the word and figures?" 

"It’s beyond me.” 

"Well, 1 chose August for the word, •«nd 1914 for the figures, and here we are." 

Hie American’s face showed his surprise and admiration. 

“My, but that was smarti You had it down to a fine thing " 

“Yes, a few of us even then could have gues.sed the date. Here it is, and I’m 
shutting down to-morrow morning." 

“Well, 1 guess you'll have to fix me up also. I’m not staying in this gol-damed 
country all on my lonesome. In a week or less, from what I see, John Bull will be 
on his hind legs and foir ramping I’d rather watch him from over the water.” 

“But you’re an American citizen?" 

“Well, so was Jack James an American citizen, but he’s doing time in*l*6rtiand 
all the same. It cuts no ice with a British copper to tell him you’re an American 
citizen, it’s British law and order over here,’ says he. By the way, nii^, laBcing 
of Jack James, it seems to mt you don't do much to covet your moi.^ ' 

“What do you mean?” Von Bork asked sharply. 
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"Wdl, you aie their employer, ain’t you? It’s up to you to see that Aey don’t 
fall down. But they do ^1 down, and when did you ever pick them up? There's 
James — ” 

"It wn James’s own fault. You know that yourself. He was too self-willed for 
theidb.” 

“James was a bonehead— I give you that. Then there was Hollis.” 

“The man was mad.” 

“Well, he went a bit woozy towards the end. Ifs enough to make a man bug- 
house when he has to play a part from morning to night with a hundred guys all 
ready to set the coppers wise to him. But now there is Steiner — ” 

Von Bork started violently, and his ruddy face turned a shade paler. 

"What about Steiner?” 

“Well, they've got him, that’s all. They raided his store last night, and he and 
his papers are all in Portsmouth jail. You’ll go off and he, poor devil, will have to 
stand the racket, and lucky if he gets off with his life. Tliat’s why I want to get 
over the water as soon as you do.” 

Von Bork was a strong, self-contained man, but it was easy to see that the news 
had shaken him. 

“How could they have got on to Steiner?” he muttered. “That's the worst blow 
yet." 

“Well, you nearly had a worse one, for I believe they are not far off me.” 

“You don’t mean thatl” 

“Sure thing. My landlady down Fratton way had some inquiries, and when I 
heard of it 1 guessed it was time for me to hustle. But what I want to know, mister, 
is how the coppers know these things? Steiner is the fifth man you’ve lost since 1 
signed on with you, and I know the name of the sixth if I don't get a move on. 
How do you explain it, and ain’t you ashamed to see your men go down like this?” 

Von Elork flushed crimson. 

“How dare you speak in such a way!” 

“If I didn’t dare things, mister, 1 wouldn’t be in your service. But I’ll tell you 
straight what is in my mind. I’ve heard that with you German politicians when 
an agent has done his work you are not sorry to see him put away.” 

Von Bork sprang to his feet. 

^Do you dare to suggest that 1 have given away my own agenbi” 

“I don’t stand for that, mister, but there’s a stool pigeon or a cross somewhere, 
and it’s up to you to find out where it is. Anyhow I am taking no more chances. 
It’s me for litffe Holland, and the sooner the better.” 

Von Bork had mastered his anger. 

“We have been allies too long to quarrd now at the very hour of victory,” he 
said. “You’ve done qilendid wtuk and taken risks, and I can’t forget it. By all 
means go to Hdland, and you can get a boat from Rotterdam to New Yodc. No 
odier line will be safe a wedc from now. I’ll take that book and pock it with the rest.” 

The American hdd the small pared in his hand, but nude no motion to give it 
up. 

“What about the doogh?” he adeed. 

“The what?" 

“The boodle. The reward. The £500. The farmer tamed damned nasty at die 
last, and I had to sqoaic him widi an edra hondted doDats or it would hm been 
nit^ for you and me. *Nothhi' doinT sqn he, and he meut i^ too, but die last 
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hundred did it. It's cost me two hundred pound from first to last^ so it isn’t likely 
Fd give it up without gcttm’ my wad,” 

Von Bork smiled with some bitterness. “You don’t seem to have a very high 
opinion of my honour,” said he, “you want the money before you give up the 
book.” 

“Well, mister, it is a business proposition.” 

“All right. Have your way.” He sat down at the table and scribbled a check, 
which he tore from the book, but he refrained from handing it to his companion. 
“After all, since we are to be on such terms, Mr. Altamont,” said he, “I don’t see 
why I should trust you any more than you trust me. Do you understand?” he 
added, looking back over his shoulder at the American. “There's the check upon 
the table. I claim the nght to examine that parcel before you pick the money up.” 

The American passed it over without a word. Von Bork undid a winding of 
string and two wrappers of paper. Then he sat gazing for a moment in silent 
amazement at a small blue book which lay before him. Across the cover was 
printed in golden letters Practical Handbook of Bee Culture, Only for one instant 
did the master spy glare a tins strangely irrelevant inscription. The next he was 
gripped at the back of his neck by a grasp of iron, and a chloroformed sponge 
was held in front of his VTithing face. 

“Another glass, Watson!” said Mr. Sherlock Holmes as he extended the bottle 
of Imperial Tokay. 

The thickset chauffeur, who had seated himself by the table, pushed forward his 
glass with some eagerness. 

“It is a good wine, Holmes.” 

“A remarkable wine, Watson. Our friend upon the sofa has assured me that 
it is from Franz Josef's special cellar at the Schoenbrunn Palace. Might I trouble 
you to open the window, for chloroform vapour does not help the palate.” 

The safe was ajar, and Holmes standing m front of it was removing dossier after 
dossier, swiftly examining each, and then packing it neatly in Von Bork's valise. 
The German lay upon the sofa sleeping stertorously with a strap round his upper 
arms and another round his iegs. 

“We need not hurry ourselves, Watson. We are safe from interruption. Would 
you mind touching the bell? ITiere *s no one in the house except old Martha, 
who has played her part to admiration, I got her the situation here when first 
1 took the matter up. Ah, Martha, you will be glad to hear that all is well.” 

The pleasant old lady had appeared in the doorway. She curtseyed with a smile 
to Mr. Holmes, but glanced with some apprehension at the figure upon the sofa. 

“It is all right, Martha. He has not been hurt at all.” 

“I am glad of that, Mr. Holmes. According to his lights he has been a kind 
master. He wanted me to go with his wife to Germany yesterday, but that would 
hardly have suited your plans, would it, sir?” 

“No, indeed, Martha. So long as you were here I was easy in my mind. We 
waited some time for your signal to-night.” 

“It was the secretary, sir.” 

“I know. His car passed ours." 

“I thought he would never go, I knew that it would not suit your plans, sir, 
to find him here.” 

“No, indeed. Well, it only meant that we waited half an hour or so until I 
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saw your lamp go out and knew that the coast was clear. You can report to me 
to-morrow in London, Martha, at Claridge's Hotel.'" 

*^ery good, sir.” 

"I suppose you have everything ready to leave/' 

“Yes, sir. He posted seven letters to-day. I have the addresses as usual “ 

‘Very good, Martha. I will look into them to-morrow. Good-night. ITiese pa- 
pers, he continued as the old lady vanished, “are not of very great importance, 
for, of course, the information which they represent has been sent off long ago to 
the German government. These are the originals which could not safely be got 
out of the country." 

“Then they arc of no use." 

“I should not go so far as to say that, Watson. They will at least show our people 
what is known and what is not. I may say that a good many of these papers have 
come through me, and I need not add are thoroughly untrustworthy It would 
brighten my declining years to see a German cruiser navigating the Solent accord- 
ing to the mine-field plans which I have furnished. But you, Watson'—he stopped 
his work and took his old friend by the shoulders— “I've hardly seen you in the 
light yet. How have the years used you? You look the same blithe boy as ever.” 

“I feel twenty years younger. Holmes. I have seldom felt so happy as when I got 
your wire asking me to meet you at Harwich with the car. But you. Holmes— you 
have changed very little— save for that horrible goatee." 

“These are the sacrifices one makes for one's country, Watson,” said Holmes, 
pulling at his little tuft. “'Fo-monow it will be but a dreadful memory. With my 
hair cut and a few other superficial changes I shall no doubt reappear at Claridge’s 
to-morrow as I was before this American stunt— I beg your pardon, Watson, my 
well of English seems to be permanently defiled-before this American job came 
my way," 

"But you have retired. Holmes. We heard of you as living the life of a hermit 
among your bees and your books ip a small farm upon the South Downs.” 

“Exactly, Watson. Here is the fruit of my leisured ease, the magnum opus of 
my latter yearsi" He picked up the volume from the table and read out the whole 
title. Practical Handbook of Bee Culture, with Some Observations upon the Segre- 
gation of the Queen. “Alone I did it. Behold the fruit of pensive nights and 
laborious days when I watched the little working gangs as once I watched the enm- 
inal world of London.” 

“But how did you get to work again?” 

“Ah, I have often marvelled at it myself. The Foreign Minister alone I could 
have withstood, but when the Premier also deigned to visit my humble roof — I 
The fact is, Watson, that this gentleman upon the sofa was a bit too good for 
our people. He was in a class by himself. Things were going wrong, and no one 
could understand why they were going wrong. Agents were suspected or even 
caught, but there was evidence of some strong and secret central force. It was 
absolutely necessary to expose it. Strong pressure was brought upon me to look 
into the matter. It has cost me two years, Watson, but they have not been devoid 
of excitement. When I say that I started my pilgrimage at Chicago, graduated in 
an Irish secret society at Buffalo, gave serious trouble to the constabulary at 
Skibbareen, and so eventually caught the eye of a subordinate agent of Von Bork, 
who recommended me as a likely man, you will realize that the matter was com- 
plex. Since then 1 have been honoured by his confidence, which has not prevented 
most of his plans going subtly wrong and five of his best agents being in prison. 
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I watched them, Watson, and I picked them as they ripened. Well, sir, I hope 
that you axe none the worsel” 

The last remark was addressed to Von Bork himself, who after much gasping 
and blinking had lain quietly listening to Holmes’s statement. He broke out now 
into a furious stream of German invective, his face convulsed with passion. Holmes 
continued his swift investigation of documents while his prisoner cursled and swore. 

‘'Though unmusical, German is the most expressive of all languages/’ he ob- 
served when Von Roik had stopped from pure exhaustion. "Hullol Hullo!” he 
added as he looked hard at the comer of a tracing before putting it in the box. 
‘Tins should put another bird in the cage. 1 had no idea that the paymaster was 
such a rascal, though 1 have long had an eye upon him. Mister Von Bork, you 
have a great deal to answer for.” 

The prisoner had raised himself with some difficulty upon the sofa and was 
staring with a strange mixture of amazement and hatred at his captor. 

“I shall get level with you, Aitamont/* he said, speaking with slow deliberation. 
‘‘If it takes me all my life I shall get level with you!” 

‘The old sweet song/’ said Holmes, “How often have I heard it in days gone 
by. It was a favounte ditty of the late lamented Piofessor Moriarty. Colonel Se- 
bastian Moran has also been known to warble it. And yet I live and keep bees 
upon the South Downs.” 

“Curse you, you double traitor!” cried the German, straining against his bonds 
and glaring murder from his furious eyes. ^ 

“No, no, it is not so bad as that,” said Holmes, smiling. “As my speech surely 
shows you, Mr. Aitamont of Chicago had no existence in fact. I used him and 
he IS gone ” 

“Iben who are you?” 

“It IS really immaterial who 1 am, but since the matter seems to interest you, 
Mr. Von Bork, I may say that this is not my first acquaintance with the members 
of your family. I have done a good deal of business in Germany in the past and 
my name is probably familiar to you,” 

“I would wish to know it,” said the Prussian gnmly. 

"It was I who brought ab'-.ut the separation between Irene Adler and the late 
King of Bohemia when your cousin Heinrich was the Imperial Envoy. It was 1 
also who saved from murder, by the Nihilist Klopman, Count Von und Zu 
Grafenstem, who was your mother's doer brother. It was I — ” 

Von Bork sat up in amazement. 

“There is only one man,” he cried. 

“Exactly,” said Holmes. 

Von Bork groaned and sank back on the sofa. “And most of that information 
came through you,” he cried. “What is it worth? What have I done? It is my ruin 
forever!” 

“It is certainly a little untrustworthy,” ^aid Holmes. “It will require some check- 
ing and you have little time to check it. Your admiral may find the new guns rather 
larger than he expects, and the cruisers perhaps a trifle faster.” 

Von Bork clutched at his own throat in despair. 

“There are a good many other points of detail which will, no doubt, come to 
light in good time. But you have one quality which is very rare in a German, Mr. 
Von Bork. you arc a sportsman and you will bear me no ill-will when you realize 
that you, who have outwitted so many other people, have at last been outwitted 
yourself After all, you have done your best for your country, and I have done my 
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best for mine, and what could be more natural? Besides/’ he added, not unkindly, 
as he laid his hand upon the shoulder of the prostrate man, **it is better than to 
fall before some more ignoble foe. These papers are now ready, Watson. If you 
will help me with our prisoner, I think that we may get started for London at 
once.” 

It was no easy task to move Von Bork, for he was a strong and a desperate man. 
Finally, holding either arm, the two friends walked him very slowly down the 
garden walk which he had trod with such proud confidence when he received the 
congratulations of the famous diplomatist only a few hours before. After a short, 
final struggle he was hoisted, still bound hand and foot, into the spare seat of the 
little car. His precious valise was wedged in beside him. 

*"1 trust that you are as comfortable as circumstances permit,” said Holmes when 
the final arrangements were made. ""Should I be guilty of a liberty if I lit a cigar 
and placed it between your lips?” 

But all amenities were wasted upon the angry German. 

”I suppose you realize, Mr. Sherlock Holmes,” said he, “that if your government 
bears you out in this treatment it becomes an act of war.” 

""What about your government and all this treatment?” said Holmes, tapping 
the valise. 

“You are a private individual. You have no warrant for my arrest. The whole 
proceeding is absolutely illegal and outrageous.” 

“Absolutely,” said Holmes. 

“Kidnapping a German subject.” 

“And stealing his private papers.” 

“Well, you realize your position, you and your accomplice here. If I were to 
shout for help as we pass through the village — ” 

“My dear sir, if you did anything so foolish you would probably enlarge the two 
limited titles of our village inns by giving us "The Dangling Prussian’ as a signpost. 
The Englishman is a patient creature, but at present his temper is a little in* 
flamed, and it would be as well not to try him too far. No, Mr. Von Bork, you will 
go with us in a quiet, sensible fashion to Scotland Yard, whence you can send for 
your friend, Baron Von Herling, and see if even now you may not fill that place 
which he has reserved for you in the ambassadorial suite. As to you, Watson, you 
are joining us with your old service, as I understand, so London won’t be out of 
your way. Stand with me here upon the terrace, for it may be the last quiet talk 
that we shall ever have.” 

The two friends chatted in intimate converse for a few minutes, recalling once 
again the days of the past, while their prisoner vainly wriggled to undo the bonds 
that held him. As they turned to the car Holmes pointed back to the moonlit sea 
and shook a thoughtful head. 

“There’s an east wind coming, Watson.” 

“I think not, Holmes. It is very warm.” 

“Good old Watsonl You are the one fixed point in a changing age. There’s an 
east wind coming all the same, such a wind as never blew on England yet. It 
will be cold and bitter, Watson, and a good many of us may wither before its blast. 
But it’s God’s own wind none the less, and a cleaner, better, stronger land will 
lie in the sunshine when the storm has cleared. Start her up, Watson, for it’s time 
that we were on our way. I- have a check for five hundred pounds which should 
be cashed early, for the drawer is quite capable of stopping it if he can.” 
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THE CASE BOOK OF SHERLOCK HOLMES 




PKFFACE 


The Case Boo* op Sherlock Holmes 

I TEAR thtd Mt Sherlock Holmes may become like one of those pofndar tenors 
who, haying outlived their time, are still tempted to make repeated farewell bows 
to their indulgent audiences This must cease and he must go the way of dU flesh, 
material or tmaginary One likes to think that there is some fantastic Itmbo for 
the children of imagmation, some strange, impossible place where the beaux of 
fielding may still make love lo the belles of Richardson, where Scott’s heroes stiB 
may strut, Dickens's delightful Cockneys still raise a laugh, and Thackeray's world- 
Ungs continue to carry on their reprehemihle careers Perhaps in some humble 
corner of such a Valhalla, Sherlock and his Watson may for a tirru, pnd a place, 
while some more astute sleuth with some even less astute comrade may fill the 
stage which they have vacated 

His career has been a long one—though it is possible to exaggerate it, decrepit 
gentlemen who approach me and declare that his adventures formed the reading 
of their boyhood do not meet the response from me which they seem to expect 
One li not anxious to have one’s persond dates handled so unkindh As a matter 
of cold fact. Holmes made his debut in A Study in Scarlet and in The Sign of Four, 
two small booklets which appeared between i88j and i88q It was in 1891 that 
“A Scandal in Bohemia,' the first of the long seim of short stories, appeared m 
TTie Strand Magazine The public seemed appreciatrve and desirous of more, so 
that pom that date, thirty nine years ago, they have been produced in a broken 
series which now contains no fewer than fifty-six stories, republished in The 
Adventures, Ttic Mtiiioas, Tu Retinii, and Hu Last Buw, and there remain these 
tyiihe pr bltshed dui rg the last fe\ veats which are here produced under the 
t tie of r>if Case iso- k of Shtu ick II )lmts Hi began hi$ adventures in the very 
heart of the later Victorian era earned it through the aU-too short reign of Edward, 
and has managed to hold his own little tche even m these feverish days Thus it 
would he true to say that those who first read of him, as young men, have lived to 
xe their own grown up children following the same adventures in the same mag- 
azine k IS a striking example of the patience and loyalty of the British public, 

I had fully determined at the conclusion of The Memoirs to bring Holmes to 
an end, as I felt that my literary energies should not be directed too much into one 
channel That pale, clear-cut face and loose-limbed figure were taking up an undue 
share of my imagination 1 did the deed but fortunately no coroner had pro- 
nounced upon the remains, and so, after a long mterved, tt was not difficult for me 
to respond to the flattering demand and to explain my rash act away t have never 
regretted it, for I have not m actual practice found that these lighter i^tehes have 
prevented me from exploring and finding my limitations in such varied branch^ 
of hteratute as history, poetry, histonoal st&vels, psychic mearch, and the drama 
Had Holmes never existed I could not have done morei though he may perhaps 
have stood a little in the way of the recogmtion.of my mav senous literary work 
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And $0, r$ad$r, farwdi to Shtrlock HolmesI I thank you far your past con- 
stancy, and cm but hops that corns rstum has bssn mads in ths shops of that 
distraetion from ths worriss of lifs and stimulating change of thought which can 
only bs found in ths fairy kingdom of romancs. 

ARTBVK CONAM DOYLE. 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE ILLUSTRIOUS CLIENT 

*'1t can't hurt now,” was Mi. Sherlock Holmes's comment when, for the tenth 
time in as many yean, I asked his leave to leveal the following narrative. So it 
was that at last I obtained permission to put on record what was, in some ways, 
the supreme moment of my friend's carecL 

Both Holmes and 1 had a weakness for the Turkish bath. It was over a smoke in 
the {Peasant lassitude of the drying-room that I have found him less reticent and 
more human than anywhere On the upper floor of the Northumberland 
Avenue establishment there is an isolated comer where two couches he side by 
side, and it was on these that we lay upon September 3, 1902, the day when my 
narrative begins. I had asked him whether anything was stimng, and for answer 
he had shot his long, thin, nervous arm out of the sheets which enveloped him and 
had drawn an envelope from the inside pocket of the coat which hung beside him. 

"It may be some fussy, self-important fool; it may be a matter of life or death," 
said he as he handed me the note. ”I know no more than this message tells me.” 

It was from the Carlton Club and dated the evening before. This is what I read: 

Sir James Damery presents his compliments to Mr. Sherlock Holmes and 
will call upon him at 4:30 to-morrow. Sir James begs to say that the matter 
upon which he desires to consult Mr. Holmes is very delicate and also very 
important. He trusts, therefore, that Mr. Holmes will make every effort to 
grant this interview, and that he will confirm it over the telephone to the 
Carlton Club. 

”I need not say that I have confirmed it, Watson,” said Holmes as I returned 
the paper. “Do you know anything of this man Damery?” 

"Only that this name is a household word in society." 

"Well, I can tell you a litUe more than that. He has rather a reputation for 
arranging delicate matters which are to be kept out of the papers. You may remem- 
ber his negotiations with Sir Gemge Lewis over the Hammerford Will case. He is 
a man of the world with a lutuial turn for diplomacy. I am bound, therefore, to 
hope that it is not a false scent and that he has some real need for our assistance.” 

"Our?" 

"Wdl, if you wfll be so good, Watson.” 

"I shall be honoured.” 

"Then you have the 11001—4:30. Untfl then we can put the matter out of our 
heads.” 

I was Ihrwf in my own tooms in Qoeen Anne Stieet at the time, but I was round 
at Baker Sti^ be^ die time named. Sharp to the halHiour, Colood Sir James 
Oamcry was announced. It is hardly necessary to describe him, for many vriO 
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remember that large, bluff, honest personality, that broad, clean-shaven face, and, 
above all, that pleasant, mellow voice Frankness shone from his gray Irish eyes, 
and good humour played round his mobile, smiling lips His lucent top-hat, his 
dark frock-coat, indeed, every detail, from the pearl pin in the black satin cravat 
to the lavender spats over the varnished shoes, spoke of the meticulous care in 
dress for which he was famous The big, masterful anstocrat dominated the little 
room 

“Of course, I was prepared to find Dr Watson, “ he remarked with a courteous 
bow “His collaboration may be very necessary, for we are dealing on this vxrcasion, 
Mr Holmes, with a man to whom violence is familiar and who will, literally, 
sbek at nothing I should say that there is no more dangerous man in Europe ” 

“I have had several opponents to whom that flattering term has been applied,"' 
said Holmes with a smile “Don't you smoke^ Then you will excuse me if I light 
mv pipe If >our man is more dangerous than the late Professor Monarty, or than 
the living Colonel Sebastian Moran, then he is indeed worth meeting May I ask 
hi$ name?” 

“Have you ever heard of Baron Gruner?” 

“You mean the Austrian murderer?” 

Colonel Damery threw up his kid-gloved hands with a laugh “There is no 
getting past you, Mr Holmes! Wonderful! So you have already sized him up as a 
murderer?” 

“It 1$ my business to follow the details of Continental crime Who could possibly 
have read what happened at Prague and have any doubts as to the man's guilt! 
It was a purely technical legal point and the suspicious death of a witness that 
saved him* I am as sure that he killed his wife when the so-called 'accident' 
happened in the Splugen Pass as if I had seen him do it I knew, also, that he 
had come to England and had a presentiment that sooner or later he would find me 
some work to do Wtlh what has Baron Gruner been up to? 1 presume it is not 
this old tragedv which has Lome up again?” 

“No, it IS more serious than that To re\f nge crime is important, but to prevent 
it IS more so It is a teiriblt tning Mi Holmes, to sec a dreadful event, an atrocious 
situation, preparing itsdf before yojr eyes, to clearly understand whither it will 
lead and vet to be utterly unable to ert it C an a human being be placed in a 
more trying position^ 

“Perhaps not 

“Then you will sympathize with the client in v hose interests I am acting ” 

“I did not understand that you were merely an intermediary Who is the 
principal?” 

“Mr Holmes, I must beg you not to press that question It is important that I 
should be able to assure him that his honoured name has been in no way dragged 
into the matter His motives are, to the last degree, honourable and chivalrous, but 
he prefers to remain unknown I need not say that your fees will be assured and 
that you will be given a perfectly free hand Surely the actual name of your client 
15 immaterial?” 

“I am sorry,” said Holmes “I am accustomed to have mystery at one end of my 
cases, but to have it at both ends is too confusing 1 fear, Sir James, that I must 
decline to act ” 

Our visitor was greatly disturbed His large, sensitive face was darkened with 
emotion and disappointment 
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nfou hardly realize the effect of your own action, Mr. Holmes,'* said he. “You 
place me in a most serious dilemma, for I am perfectly certain that you would be 
proud to take over the case if I could give you the facts, and yet a promise forbids 
me from revealing them all. May I, at least, lay all that I can before you?" 

"By all means, so long as it is understood that I commit myself to nothing " 

"That is understood. In the first place, you have no doubt heard of General 
de Merville?" 

"De Merville of Khyber fame? Yes, I have heard of him." 

“He has a daughter, Violet de Merville, young, nch, beautiful, accomplished, 
a wonder-woman in every way. It is this daughter, this lovely, innocent girl, whom 
we are endeavouring to save from the clutches of a fiend " 

"Baron Gruner has some hold ovei her, then?" 

“The strongest of all holds where a woman is concerned-*the hold of love. The 
fellow is, as you may have heard, extraordinarily handsome, with a most fascinating 
manner, a gentle voice, and that air of romance and mystery which means su 
much to a woman He is said to have the whole sex at his mercy and to have made 
ample use of the fact ” 

"But how came such a man to meet a lady of the standing of Miss Violet de 
Merville?" 

"It was on a Mediterranean yachting voyage. The company, though select, paid 
their own passages No doubt the promoters hardly realized the Baron's true char- 
actei until it was too late The villain attached himself to the lady, and with such 
effect that he has completely and absolutely won her heart To say that she loves 
him hardly expresses it She dotes upon him, she is obsessed by him Outside of 
him there is nothing on earth She will not hear one word against him Everything 
has been done to cure her of her madness, but in vain To sum up, she proposes to 
marry him next month As she is of age and has a will of iron, it is hard to know 
how to prevent her " 

"Does she know about the Austrian episode?” 

"The cunning devil has told her every unsavoury public scandal of his past life, 
but always in such a way as to make himself out to be an innocent martyr She 
aDsolutely accepts his version and will listen to no other ” 

"Dear me' But surely you have inadvertently let out the name of your client? It 
IS no doubt General de Mers'ille ” 

Our visitor fidgeted in his chair 

"I could deceive you by saying so, Mr Holmes, but it would not be true De 
Merville is a broken man The strong soldier has been utterly demoralized by this 
incident He has lost the nerve which never failed him on the battlefield and has 
become a weak, doddering old man, utterly incapable of contending with a bril- 
liant, forceful rascal like this Austrian My client, however, is an old friend, one 
who has known the General intimately for many years and taken a paternal interest 
in this young girl since she wore short frocks He cannot see this tragedy con- 
summated without some attempt to stop it There is nothing in which Scotland 
Yard can act It was his own suggestion that you should be called in, but it was, 
as I have said, on the express stipulation that he should not be personally involved 
in the matter. I have no doubt, Mr Holmes, with your great powers you could 
easily trace my client back through me, but I must ask you, as a point of honour, 
to refrain from doing so, and not to break m upon his incognito ” 

Holmes gave a whimsical smile 
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“I think 1 may safely promise that," said he, T may add that your problem 
interests me, and that I shall be prepared to look mto it. How shall I keep in 
touch with you?” 

"The Carlton Club will find me But in case of emergency, there is a private 
telephone call, ‘XX. 31 / ” 

Holmes noted it down and sat, still smiling, with the open memorandum«-book 
upon his knee. 

"The Baron's present address, please?” 

"Vemon Lodge, near Kingston. It is a large house. He has been fortunate in 
some rather shady speculations and is a iich man. which naturally makc« him a 
more dangerous antagonist.” 

"Is he at home at oresent?” 

‘ Yes ” 

"Apart from what you have told me, can you give me anv further information 
about the man?” 

"He has expensive tastes. lie is a hore fan:ier. For a short time he played polo 
at Hurlmgham, but then this Prague affaii got noised about and he had to leave. 
He collects books and pictures. lie is a man with a considerable artistic side to his 
nature He is, I believe, a recognized authority upon Chinese pottery and has 
written a book upon the subject ” 

"A complex mind.” said Holmes "All great ciimmals have that. My old fnend 
Charljf" Peace was a violin virtuose' Wainwnght was no jwan artist I could quote 
many more Well, Sir James, y(*u i\ill inform your client that I am turning my 
mind upon Baron Giuner I can sav no more. 1 have some soiiices of information 
of my own, and I dare say we may find some means of opening the matter up." 

When our visitor had left us Holmes sat so long in deep thought that it seemed 
to me that he had forgotten my presenre At last, however, he came briskly back 
to earth 

"Well, Watson, any views?” he asked. 

"1 should think you had better see the voung lady herself ” 

"My dear Watson, if her poor old broken father cannot move her, how shall I, 
a stranger, prevail? And yet 'her^ is something in the suggestion if all else fails. 
But 1 think we must begin from a different angle. I rather fancy that Shinwell 
Johnson might be a hdp ” 

I have not had occasum to mention hinwell lohnson in these memoirs because 
I have seldom drawm my cases from the latter phases of my f Hand's career. During 
the first years of the century he became a valuable assistant Johnson, I gneve to 
say, made his name first as a very dangerous villain and served two terms at Park- 
hurst binally he rcpiented and allied himself to Holmes, acting as his agent in the 
huge criminal underw'orid of London and obtaining informabon which often 
proved to be of vital importance Had Johnson been a "nark” of the police he 
would soon have been exposed, but *ie dealt with cases which never came 
directly into the courts, his activities were never lealized by his companions With 
the glamour of his two convictions upon him, he had the entree of every night- 
club, doss house, and gainbhng-den m the town, and his quick ob*'ervation and 
active brain made him an idtd agent fer gaining information It was to him that 
Sherlock Holmes now proposed to turn. 

It was not possible for me to follow the immediate steps taken by my fnend, 
for I had some pressing professional business of my own, but I met him by ap- 
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pointment that evening at Simpson's, where, sitting at a small table in the front 
window and looking down at the rushing stream of life m the Strand, he told me 
something of what had passed 

'"Johnson is cn the prowl," said he. “He may pick up some garbage in the darker 
recesses of the underworld, for it is down there, amid the black roots of crime, 
that we must hunt for this man’s secrets " 

“But if the lady will not accept what is already known, why should any fresh 
discovery of yours turn her from her purpose?” 

“Who knows, Watson? Woman’s heart and mind are insoluble puzzles to the 
male Murder might be condoned or explained, and yet some smaller offence 
might rankle Baron Gruner remarked to me — ” 

“He remarked to you’" 

“Oh, to be sure, I had not told you of my plans Well, Watson, 1 love to come to 
close grips with my man I like to meet him eye to eye and read for myself the stuff 
that he is made of When I had given Johnson his instructions 1 took a cab out to 
Kingston and found the Baron in a most affable mood " 

“Did he recognize you^” 

“There was no difficulty about that for I simply sent in my card. He is an 
excellent antagonist, cool as ice, silky voiced and soothing as one of your fashion* 
able consultants, and poisonous as a cobra He has breeding in him— a real aristocrat 
of crime, with a superficial suggestion of afternoon tea and all the cruelty of the 
grave behind it Yes, I am glad to have had my attention called to Baron Adelbert 
Gruner ” 

“You say he was affable?" 

“A purring cat who thinks he sees prospective mice Some people’s affability is 
more deadly than the violence of coarser souls His greeting was characteristic ‘I 
rather thought I should see you sooner or later, Mr Holmes/ said he ‘You have 
been engaged, no doubt by Genera^ de Merville, to endeavour to stop my marriage 
with his daughter, Violet That is so, is it not’ 

“I acquiesced 

“'My dear man,' said he, ‘you will only ruin your o>\n well-deserved reputation 
It IS not a case in which you can possibly succeed You will have barren work, to 
say nothing of incurring some danger Let Hie very strongly advise you to draw 
oft at once ’ 

“ Tt IS curious,’ 1 answered, ‘but that was the very advice which 1 had intended 
to give you I have a respect for your brains, Baron, and the little which I have 
seen of your personality has not lessened it Let me put it to you as man to man 
No one wants to rake up your past and make you unduly uncomfortable It is over, 
and you are now in smooth waters, but if you persist in this marriage you will 
raise up a swarm of powerful enemies who will never leave you alone until thev 
have made England too hot to hold you Is the game worth it? Surely you vvould 
be wiser if you left the lady alone It would not be pleasant for you if these facts 
of your past were brought to her notice ’ 

‘The Baron has little waxed tips of hair under his nose, like the short antennae 
of an insect These quivered with amusement as he listened, and he finally broke 
into a gentle chuckle 

“ 'Excuse my amusement, Mr Holmes,’ said he, 'but it is really funny to see you 
trying to play a hand with no cards in it I don’t think anyone could do it better, 
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but it is rather pathetic, all the same. Not a colour card there, Mr. Holmes, 
nothing but the smallest of the small/ 

" ‘So you think.’ 

“ ‘So I know. Let me make the thing clear to you, for my own hand is so strong 
that I can afford to show it. I have been fortunate enough to win the entire affec- 
tion of this lady. This was given to me in spite of the fact that I told her very clearly 
of all the unhappy incidents in my past life. I also told her that certain wicked and 
designing persons-I hope you recognize yourself— would come to her and tell her 
these things, and I warned her how to treat them. You have heard of post-hypnotic 
suggestion, Mr. Holmes? Well, you will see how it works, for a man of personality 
can use hypnotism without any vulgar passes or tomfoolery. So she is ready for you 
and, I have no doubt, would give you an appointment, for she is quite amenable 
to her father’s will— save only in the one little matter/ 

“Well, Watson, there seemed to be no more to say, so I took my leave with as 
much cold dignity as 1 could summon, but, as I had my hand on the door-handle, 
he stopped me. 

“‘By the way, Mr. Holmes/ said he, ‘did you know Le Brun, the French agent?* 

“‘Yes,’ said I. 

“ ‘Do you know what befell him?’ 

“ ‘I heard that he was beaten by some Apaches in the Montmartre district and 
crippled for life.’ 

“ 'Quite true, Mr. Holmes. By a curious coincidence he had been inquiring into 
my affairs only a week before. Don’t do it, Mr. Holmes; it’s not a lucky thing to do. 
Several have found that out. My last word to you is, go your own way and let me 
go mine. Good-byel’ 

“So there you are, Watson. You are up to date now.” 

“TTie fellow seems dangerous.” 

“Mighty dangerous. I disregard the blusterer, but this is the sort of man who 
says rather less than he means.” 

“Must you interfere? Does it really matter if he marries the girl?” 

“Considering that he undoubtedly murdered his last wife, 1 should say it mat- 
tered very much. Besides, the client! Well, well, we need not discuss that. When 
you have finished your coffee you had best come home with me, for the blithe 
Shinwell will be there with his report.” 

We found him sure enough, a huge, coarse, red-faced, scorbutic man, with a 
pair of vivid black eyes which were the only external sign of the very cunning mind 
within. It seems that he had dived down into what was peculiarly his kingdom, 
and beside him on the settee was a brand which he had brought up in the shape of 
a slim, flame-like young woman with a pale, intense face, youthful, and yet so 
worn with sin and sonow that one read the terrible years which had left their 
leprous mark upon her. 

“This is Miss Kitty Winter,” said Shinwell Johnson, waving his fat hand as an 
introduction. “What she don’t know-well, there, she’ll speak for herself. Put my 
hand right on her, Mr. Holmes, within an hour of your message.” 

“I’m easy to find,” said the young woman. “Hell, London, gets me every time. 
Same address for Porky Shinwell. We’re old mates, Porky, you and I. But, by 
cripesl there is another who ought to be down in a lower hell than we if there was 
any justice in the world! That is the man you are after, Mr. Holmes.” 

Holmes smiled. “I gather we have your good wishes. Miss Winter.” 
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I caa help to put him jvhei i be hoiotigji, Tfii yours to the tattle^'* said our 
visitor with Serce energy- Th-:;re 'V;i3 -ui iaicn*ity vf hatred in her whiter set fcice 
and her bUring liyes such .is -vomjin un i mau nev’^T can attain. ‘‘You 

needn'^t go into my past, Mr. Holinei. iT^U’s aejther h<«fre aci there. But what I 
am Addbert Gruner made me. if t ccuhi jijuI hitu dovmi * Sue clutched franticdly 
with her hands into the air, ‘Ob, if i aiald onl/ pull hba into the pit where he 
has pushed so manyr 
*Yoa know how the matter stand-?'* 

T?orky Shinwell has been telling sn.-^. He'; uter ;cme other poor fool and waui-j 
to many her this time. You want to stop it. Wdl, you surely know enough about 
this devil to prevent any dtjcent girl iu h<ir senses v inting to be in the same parish 
with him.'* 

‘*Shc is aot in her sen5<;s. She is mzdiy in ijve. ^>he has been told all about him. 
She cares nothing. * 

‘Told aix»ut the raurder?'* 

"Yes." 

"My Lord, she must have a nerve)" 

"She puts them all down as siandci.'i/ 

"Couldn't you Jay prorjis before hci i'lly eyes?" 

"Well, can you help us Jo so? ' 

"Ain't I a proof mysdi? If I ^toocl before b;‘r and ?oki hcT bow he used 
"Would you do this?" 

"Would I? Would I aotl" 

"Well, it might be worth trying. But he has told her most of his sins and bad 
pardon from her, and I understand she will not reopen the question." 

"ril lay he didn't tell her all," said Miss Winter. "I caught a glimpse of one or 
two murders besides the one tha^ made such a fuss. He would speak of someone 
in his velvet way and then look at me with a steady eye and say: ‘He died within 
a month.' It wasn't hot air, either. But I took little notice— you see, I loved him 
myself at that time. Whatever he did went with me, same as with this poor fool! 
There was just one thing that shook me. Yes, by cripcsl if it had not been for his 
poisonous, lying tongue that explains and soothes. I'd have left him that very night. 
It's a book he has— a brown leather book with a lock, and his arms in gold on the 
outside. I think he was a bit drunk that night, or he would not have shown it to me." 
"WTiat was it, then?" 

"I tell you, Mr. Holmes, this man collects women, and takes a pride in his 
collection, as some men collect moths or butterflies. He had it all in that book. 
Snapshot photographs, names, details, everything about them. It was a beastly 
book— a book no man, even if he had come from the gutter, could have put to- 
gether. But it was Adelbert Gruner's book all the same. ‘Souls I have ruined.' 
He could have put that on the outside if he had been so minded. However, that’s 
neither here nor there, for the book would not serve you, and, if it would, you 
can't get it.” 

"Where is it?" 

"How can 1 tell you where it is now? It’s more than a year since I left him. I 
know where he kept it then. He’s a precise, tidy cat of a man in many of his ways, 
so maybe it is still in the pigeon-hole of the old bureau in the inner study. Do 
you know his house?" 

been in the study," said Holmes. 
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“Have you, thouiijb? You haven’t been siow oxi the job if yen ou!/ startedl this 
rnorning. Maybe dear Addbett Jms met his match tbii time. The outer study is 
the oat with the Chinese crcckeiy in it— bi^^, glass cupboard ’ et.vcen the windows. 
ITien behind his desk U the dr, or that leads to the study -a smad room 
where he keeps papers and thini^s/' 

”ls he not afraid of burglars?'’ 

'^Adelbcrt is no coward. His worst enemy couldn't say that cf him. H ^ can look 
after himself. Fhere s i burglar alarm at night. Besides, what s there for a burglar 
- unless they got iway with all th:s fancy emejeer/? ’ 

“No good/' said Shinwell Johnson with the decided voice of the expert. "'No 
fenre wants stp 5 of ^hat sort that you can neither melt nor sell. ’ 

'Quite so,” said Holmt*s. “Weil, now^ Miss Winter, if you would call here to- 
morrow evening at { 'v .)uld consider in the mean vhtlc vhethcr your suggestion 
of seeing this lady personally may not be arranged. I io exceedingly obliged to 
you for your coopention. I need not say that my clients vill consider liberally — ” 
“None of that, Mr. Holmes,” cried the young woman. *l am not out for money. 
Let me see this man in the mud, and Tve got all I’ve worked for -in the mud with 
my foot on his cursed face. Oiat J my price. Tm with you to-rnorrow nr any other 
day 50 long as you are on his track. Porky here can tell you always where to find me.'* 
I did not st'C Holmes again miiil the following evening when we dined once 
more at our Strand rrlaiuaut. He shrugged fit’s shoulders when I ask<xl him what 
luck he had h.ad in Ins intciview. Then he told the story, which I would Tq)cal 
in this way. His hard, dry statement needs some little editing to soften it into 
the terms of real life. 

“There was no difficulty' at all about the appointment,” said Holmes, “for the 
girl glories in showing abject filial obedience in all secondary things in an attempt 
to atone for her flagrant breach of it in her engagement. ITie General ’phoned 
that all was ready, and the fiery Miss W, turned up according to schedule, so that 
at half-past five a cab deposited us outside 104 Berkeley Square, where the old 
soldier resides-one of those awful gray London castles which would make a church 
seem fnvolous. A footman showed us into a great yellow-curtained drawing-room, 
and there was the lady awaiting us, demure, pale, self-contained, as inflexible and 
remote as a snow image on a mountain. 

“I don't quite know how to make her clear to you, Watson. Perhaps you may 
meet her before we are through, and you can use your own gift of words. She 1$ 
beautiful, but with the ethereal other-world beauty of some fanatic whose thoughts 
are set on high. I have seen such faces in the pictures of the old masters of the 
Middle Ages. How a beastman could have laid his vile paws upon such a being of 
the beyond I cannot imagine. You may have noticed how extremes call to each 
other, the spiritual to the animal, the cave-man to the angel. You never saw a 
worse case than this. 

“She knew what we had come for, of course-that villain had lost no time in 
poisoning her mind against us. Miss Winter’s advent rather amazed het, I think, 
but she waved us into our respective chairs like a reverend abbess receiving two 
rather leprous mendicants. If your head is inclined to swell, my dear Watson, take 
a course of Miss Violet dc Merville. 

“'Well, sir,’ said she in a voice like the wind from an iceberg, 'your name is 
familiar to me. You have called, as I understand, to malign my fianci, Baron 
Gruner. It is only by my father’s request that I see you at all, and I warn you in 
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advance that anything you can say could not possibly have the slightest effect upon 
my mind/ 

"I was sorry for her, Watson. I thought of her for the moment as I would have 
thought of a daughter of my own. I am not often eloquent. I use my head, not my 
heart. But I really did plead with her with all the warmth of wor^ that I could 
find in my nature. I pictured to her the awful position of the woman who only 
wakes to a man’s character after she is his wife— a woman who has to submit to be 
caressed by bloody hands and lecherous lips. I spared her nothing— the shame, the 
fear, the agony, the hopelessness of it all. All my hot words could not bring one 
tinge of colour to those ivory cheeks or one gleam of emotion to those abstracted 
eyes. I thought of what the rascal had said abqut a post-hypnotic influence. One 
could really believe that she was living above the earth in some ecstatic dream. 
Yet there was nothing indefinite in her replies. 

” 'I have listened to you with patience, Mr. Holmes,’ said she. 'The effect upon 
my mind is exactly as predicted. 1 am aware that Addbert, that my fianc^, has 
had a stormy life in which he has incurred bitter hatreds and most unjust asper- 
sions. You are only ffie last of a series who have brought their slanden before me. 
Possibly you mean well, though 1 learn that you are a paid agent who would have 
been equally willing to act for the Baron as against him. But in any case I wish you 
to understand once for all that I love him and that he loves me, and that the 
opinion of all the world is no more to me than the twitter of those birds outside 
the window. If his noble nature has ever for an instant fallen, it may be that I have 
been specially sent to raise it to its true and lofty level. I am not clear'— here she 
turned eyes upon my companion— ‘who this young lady may be.’ 

“I was about to answer when the girl broke m like a whirlwind. If ever you saw 
flame and ice face to face, it was those two women. 

“ 'I’ll tell you who I am,’ shq cried, spnnging out of her chair, her mouth all 
twisted with passion— ‘1 am his last mistress. I am one of a hundred that he has 
tempted and used and mined and thrown into the refuse heap, as he will you also. 
Your refuse heap is more likely to be a grave, and maybe that’s the best. I tell you, 
you foolish woman, if you marry this man he’ll be the death of you. It may be a 
broken heart or it may be a broken neck, but he’ll have you one way or the other. 
It’s not out of love for you I’m speaking. I don’t care a tinker’s curse whether you 
live or die. It’s out of hate for him and to spite him and to get back on him for 
what he did to me. But it’s all the same, and you needn’t look at me like that, my 
fine lady, for you may be lower than I am before you are through with it.’ 

"'I should prefer not to discuss such matters,’ said Miss de Merville coldly. 
‘Let me say once for all that I am aware of three passages in my fiance’s life in 
which he became entangled with designing women, and that I am assured of his 
hearty repentance for any evil that he may have done.’ 

“‘Three passagesl’ screamed my companion. ‘You fooll You unutterable fooll’ 

“ ‘Mr. Holmes, I beg that you will bang this interview to an end,’ said the icy 
voice. ‘I have obeyed my father’s wish in seeing you, but I am not compelled to 
listen to the ravings of ^is person.’ 

“With an oath Miss Winter darted forward, and if I had not caught her wrist 
she would have clutched this maddening woman by the hair. 1 dragged her towards 
the door and was lucky to get her back into the cab without a public scene, for she 
was beside herself with rage. In a cold way I felt pretty furious myself, Watson, for 
thqip was something indescribably annoying in the calm aloofness and supreme 
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self-complaisance of the woman whom we were trying to save. So now once again 
you know exactly how we stand, and it is clear that I must plan some fresh opening 
move, for this gambit won't work. I'll keep in touch with you, Watson, for it is 
more than likely that you will have your part to play, though it is just p>ossible that 
the next move may lie with them rather than with us." 

And it did. Their blow fell— or his blow rather, for never could I believe that the 
lady was privy to it. I think I could show you the very paving-stone upon which I 
stood when my eyes fell upon the placard, and a pang of horror passed through 
my very soul. It was between the Grand Hotel and Charing Cross Station, where 
a one-legged news-vender displayed his evening papers. The date was just two days 
after the last conversation. TTierc, black upon yellow, was the terrible news-sheet: 

Murderous Attack Upon 
Sherlock Holmes 

I think I stood stunned for some moments. Then I have a confused recollection 
s)i snatching at a paper, of the remonstiance of the man, whom 1 had not paid, 
and, finally, of standing m the doorway of a chemist's shop while I turned up the 
fateful paragraph. This was how it ran: 

We learn with regret that Mr. Sherlock Holmes, the well-known private 
detective, was the victim this morning of a murderous assault which has left 
him in a precarious position. There are no exact details to hand, but the 
event seems to have occurred about twelve o'clock in Regent Street, outside 
the Caf^ Royal. 'Fhe attack was made by two men armed with sticks, and 
Mr. Holmes was beaten about the head and body, receiving injuries which 
the doctors describe as most serious. He was earned to Charing Cross Hos- 
pital and afterwards insisted upon being taken to his rooms in Baker Street. 
The miscreants who attacked him appear to have been respectably dressed 
men, who escaped from the bystanders by passing through the Caf^ Royal 
and out into Glasshouse Street behind it. No doubt they belonged to that 
criminal fraternity which has so often had occasion to bewail the activity 
and ingenuity of the injured man. 

I need not say that my eyes had hardly glanced over the paragraph before I had 
sprung into a hansom and was on my way to Baker Street. I found Sir Leslie 
Oakshott, the famous surgeon, in the hall and his brougham waiting at the curb. 

“No immediate danger," was his report. “Two lacerated scalp wounds and some 
considerable bruises. Several stitches have been necessary. Morphine has been 
injected and quiet is essential, but an interview of a few minutes would not be 
absolutely forbidden." 

With this permission I stole into the darkened room. The sufferer was wide 
awake, and I heard my name in a hoarse whisper. Ihe blind was three-quarters 
down, but one ray of sunlight slanted through and struck the bandaged head of 
the injured man. A crimson patch had soaked through the white linen compress. 
I sat beside him and bent my head. 

“All right, Watson. Don't look so scared,” he muttered in a very weak voice. 
“It's not as bad as it seems.” 

^ank God for that!" 

“I'm a bit of a single-stick expert, as you know. I took most of them on my 
guard. It was the second man that was too much for me." 
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“What can I do, Holmes? Of course, it was that damned fellow who set them 
on. ril go and thrash the hide off him if you give the vvord ” 

“Good old Watson! No, we can do nothing there unless the police lay their 
hands on the men. But their get-away had been well prepared. We may be sure of 
that. Wait a little. 1 have my plans The first thing is to exaggerate my injuries. 
They'll come to you for news. Put it on thick. Watson. Lucky if I live the week 
out-concu 5 sion~deliriiiin-what you like! You can't overdo it," 

“But Sir l^slie Oakshott?" 

“Oh, he's all right. He shall sec the worst side oi me. I'll look after ttiat." 

“Anything else?" 

“Yes. Tell Shinv/ell Johnson to get that girl out of the way. Those beauties will 
be after her now. They know, of course, that she was with me in the case. If they 
dared to do me in it is not likely they will neglect her. That is urgent. Do it 
to-night." 

“I’ll go now. Anything more?" 

“Put my pipe on the table -and the tobacco-slipper Right! Come in each moiin 
ing and we will plan our campaign." 

I arranged with Johnson that evening to take Miss Winter to a quiet suburb 
and see that she lay low until the danger was past. 

For six days the public were under the impression that Holmes was a! the door 
of death. The bulletins were very grave and there wtie sinister paragraphs m the 
papers. My continual visits assured me that it was not so as that. His wiry' 
constitution and his determined will were working wonders He was rccc\'e?ing 
fast, and I had suspicions at times that he was really finding himself faster than 
he pretended even to me. Theie was a curious secretive streak in the man which 
led to many dramatic effects, but left even his closest friend guessing as to what 
his exact plans might be. He pushed to an extreme the axiom that the only sal: 
plotter was he who plotted aipne. I was nearer him than anyone else, and yet I 
was always conscious of the gap bctw'een. 

On the seventh day the stitches were taken out, m spite of w^hich there was a 
repoit of eivsipelas in the evening papers. The same eveping papers had an an 
nouncement which 1 was bound, sick or well, to carry to m\ friend It w^as simpK 
that among the passengers on the Cunard boat Runtania, starting from Liverpool 
on Friday, w^as the Baron Adelbert Gruner, who had some important financial 
business to settle in the States before his impending wedding to Miss Violet de 
Merville, only daughter of, etc,, etc. Holmes listened to the news wnth a cold, 
concentrated look upon his pale face, which told me that it hit him hard. 

“Friday!" he cried. “Only three clear days. I believe the rascal wants to put 
himself out of danger's way But he won't, Watson! By the Lord Harry, he won't! 
Now, Watson, I want you to do something for me" 

“I am here to be used. Holmes." 

"Well, then, spend the next twenty^-four hours in an intensive study of Chinese 
pottery'." 

He gave no explanations and I asked for none. By long experience I had learned 
the wisdom of obedience. But when I had left his room I walked down Baker 
Street, revolving in my head how on earth I was to carry out so strange an order. 
Finally I drove to the London Library in St, James's Square, put the matter to 
my friend Lomax, the sublibrarian, and departed to my rooms with a goodly 
volume under my arm. 
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It is said that the barrister who crams up a case with such care that he can 
examine an expert witness upon the Monday has forgotten all his forced knowledge 
before the Saturday. Certainly I should not like now to pose as an authority upon 
ceramics. And yet all that evening, and all that night with a short interval for rest, 
and all next morning, I was sucking in knowledge and committing names to mem- 
ory. There I learned of the hall-marks of the great artist-decorators, of the mystery 
of cyclical dates, the marks of the Hung-wu and the beauties of the Yung-lo, the 
writings of Tang-ying, and the glories of the primitive period of the Sung and the 
Yuan. I was charged with all this information when I called upon Holmes next 
evening. He was out of bed now, though you would not have guessed it from the 
published reports, and he sat with his much-bandaged head resting upon his hand 
in the depth of his favourite armchair. 

“Why, Holmes,” I said, “if one believed the papers, you arc dying.” 

“That,” said he, “is the very impression which I intended to convey. And now, 
Watson, have you learned your lessons?” 

“At least I have tried to.” 

“Good. You could keep up an intelligent conversation on the subject?" 

“I believe I could.” 

“Then hand me that little box from the mantelpiece.” 

He opened the lid and took out a small object most carefully wrapped in some 
fine Eastern silk. This he unfolded, and disclosed a delicate little saucer of the 
most beautiful deep-blue colour. 

“It needs careful handling, Watson. This is the real egg-shell pottery of the 
Ming dynast}'. No finer piece ever passed through Christie's. A complete set of 
this would be worth a king’s ransom— in fact, it is doubtful if there is a complete 
set outside the imperial palace of Peking. The sight of this would drive a real 
connoisseur wild,” 

“What am I to do with it?” 

Holmes handed me a card upon which was printed: “Dr. Hill Barton, 369 Half 
Moon Street.” 

“That is your name for the evening, Watson. You will call upon Baron Gruner. 
I know something of his habits, and at half-past eight he would probably be dis- 
engaged. A note will tell him in advance that you are about to call, and you will 
say that you are bringing him a specimen of an absolutely unique set of Ming 
china. You may as well be a medical man, since that is a part which you can play 
without duplicity. You are a collector, this set has come your way, you have heard 
of the Baron's interest in the subject, and you are not averse to selling at a price.” 

“What price?” 

“Well asked, Watson. You would certainly fall down badly if you did not know 
the value of your own wares. This saucer was got for me by Sir James, and comes, 

I understand, from the collection of his client. You will not exaggerate if you say 
that it could hardly be matched in the world.” 

“I could perhaps suggest that the set should be valued by an expert.” 

“Excellent, Watson! You scintillate to-day. Suggest Christie or Sotheby. Your 
delicacy prevents your putting a price for yourself.” 

“But if he won't see me?” 

“Oh, yes, he will see you. He has the collection mania in its most acute form— 
and especially on this subject, on whicl\ he is an acknowledged authority. Sit down, 
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Watson, and I will dictate the letter. No answer needed. You will merely say 
that you are coming, and why.'’ 

It was an admirable document, short, courteous, and stimulating to the curiosity 
of the connoisseur. A district messenger was duly dispatched with it. On the same 
evening, with the precious saucer m my hand and the card of Dr. Hill Barton 
in my pocket, I set off on my own adventure. 

The beautiful house and grounds indicated that Baron Gniner was, as Sir James 
had said, a man of considerable wealth. A long winding drive, with banks of rare 
shrubs on either side, opened out into a great gravelled square adorned with stat- 
ues. The place had been built by a South African gold king in the days of the 
great boom, and the long, low house with the turrets at the comers, though an 
architectural nightmare, was imposing in its size and solidity. A butler, who would 
have adorned a bench of bishops, showed me in and handed me over to a plush- 
clad footman, who ushered me into the Baron's presence. 

He was standing at the open front of a great case which stood between the win- 
dows and which contained part of his Chinese collection. He turned as I entered 
with a small brown vase in his hand. 

'Tray sit down, Doctor,” said he. "I was looking over my own treasures and 
wondering whether I could really afford to add to them. This little Tang specimen, 
which dates from the seventh century, would probably interest you. I am sure you 
never saw finer workmanship or a ncher glaze. Have you the Ming saucer with 
you of which you spoke?” 

I carefully unpacked it and handed it to him. He seated himself at his desk, 
pulled over the lamp, for it was growing dark, and set himself to examine it. As 
he did so the yellow light beat upon his own features, and I was able to study 
them at my ease. 

He was certainly a remarkably handsome man. His European reputation for 
beauty was fully deserved. In figure he was not more than of middle size, but was 
built upon graceful and active lines. His face was swarthy, almost Oriental, wuth 
large, dark, languorous eyes which might easily hold an irresistible fascination for 
women. His hair and moustache were raven black, the latter short, pointed, and 
carefully waxed His features were regular and pleasing, save only his straight, 
thin-lipped mouth. If ever I saw a murderer's mouth it was there— a cruel, hard 
gash in the face, compressed, inexorable, and terrible. He was ill-advised to tram 
his moustache away from it, for it was Nature's danger-signal, set as a warning 
to his victims. His voice was engaging and his manners perfect. In age I should 
have put him at little over thirty, though his record afterwards showed that he 
was forty-two. 

“Very fine— very fine indeed!” he said at last. ‘‘And you say you have a set of six 
to conespond. What puzzles me is that I should not have heard of such magnificent 
specimens. 1 only know of one in England to match this, and it is certainly not 
likely to be in the market. Would it be indiscreet if I were to ask you. Dr. Hill 
Barton, how you obtained this?” 

'‘Does it redly matter?” I asked with as careless an air as I could muster. ‘Tou 
can see that the piece is genuine, and, as to the value, I am content to take an ex- 
pert's valuation.” 

‘Very mysterious,” said he with a quick, suspicious flash of his dark eyes. “In 
dealing with objects of such value, one naturally wishes to know all about the 
transaction. That the piece is genuine is certain. I have no doubts at all about that. 
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But suppose— I am bound to take every possibility into account— that it should 
prove afterwards that you had no right to sell?^ 

''I would guarantee you against any daim of the sort.” 

*That, of course^ would open up the question as to what your guarantee was 
worth.” 

“My bankers would answer that ” 

”Quite so. And yet the whole transaction strikes me as rather unusual.” 

"You can do business or not,” said I with indifference. “I have given you the first 
offer as I understood that you were a connoisseur, but I shall have no difficulty in 
other quarters.” 

"Who told you I was a connoisseur?” 

"I was aware that you had written a book upon the subject.” 

"Have you read the book?” 

"No.” 

"Dear me, this becomes more and more difficult for me to understand! You are 
a connoisseur and collector with a very valuable piece in your collection, and yet 
you have never troubled to consult the one book which would have told you of 
the real meaning and value of what you held. How do you explain that?” 

"I am a very busy man. I am a doctor in practice.” 

"That is no answer. If a man has a hobby he follows it up, whatever his other 
pursuits may be. You said in your note that you were a connoisseur.” 

"So I am.” 

"Might I ask you a few questions to test you? I am Obliged to tell you, Doctor 
—if you are indeed a doctor— that the incident becomes more and more suspicious. 

I would ask you what do you know of the Emperor Shomu and how do you associate 
him with the Shoso-in near Nara? Dear me, does that puzzle you? Tdl me a little 
about the Northern Wei dynasty and its place in the history of ceramics.” 

1 sprang from my chair in simulated anger. 

"This is intolerable, sir,” said 1, "I came here to do you a favour, and not to be 
examined as if I were a schoolboy. My knowledge on these subjects may be second 
only to your own, but I certainly shall not answer questions which have been put 
in so offensive a way.” 

He looked at me steadily. The languo’* had gone from his eyes. They suddenly 
glared. There was a gleam of teeth from between those cruel lips. 

"What is the game? You are here as a spy. You are an emissary of Holmes. This 
is a trick that you are playing upon me. The fellow is dying I hear, so he sends his 
tools to keep watch upon me. You've made your way in here without leave, and, 
by God! you may find it harder to get out than to get in.” 

He had sprung to his feet, and I stepped back, bracing myself for an attack, for 
the man was beside himself with rage. He may have suspected me from the first; 
certainly this cross-examination had shown him the truth; but it was dear that 1 
could not hope to deceive him. He dived his hand into a side-drawer and rum- 
maged furiously. Then something struck upon his ear, for he stood listening 
intently. 

"Ah!” he cried. "Ah!” and dashed into the room behind him. 

Two steps took me to the open door, and my mind will ever carry a clear picture 
of the scene within. The window leading out to the garden was wide open. Beside 
it, looking like some terrible ghost, his head girt with bloody bandages, his face 
drawn and white, stood Sherlock Holmes. The next instant he was through the 
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gapt and I heard the crash of his body among die burd bushes outside. With a 
howl of rage the master of the house rushed after him to the open window. 

And theni It was done in an instant, and yet I dearly saw it. An arm— a woman's 
arm— shot out from among the leaves. At the same instant the Baron uttCTcd a 
horrible cry— a ydl which will always ring in my memory. He clapped his ^o 
hands to his face and rushed round the room, beating his head horribly against 
the walls. Then be fell upon the carpet, idling and writhing, while scream after 
scream resounded through the house. 

‘Waterl For God’s sake, waterl” was his cry. 

I seized a carafe from a side-table and rushed to his aid. At the same moment 
the butler and several footmen ran in from hall. I remember that one of them 
fainted as I knelt by the injured man and thmed that awful face to the light of 
the lamp. The vitriol was eating into it everywhere mid dripping from the ears 
and the chin. One eye was already white and glazed. The other was red and in- 
flamed. The features which I had admired a few minutes before were now like 
some beautiful painting over which the artist has passed a wet and foul sponge. 
They were blun«l, discoloured, inhuman, terrible. 

In a few words I explained exactly what had occurred, so far as the vitriol at- 
tack was concerned. Some had climb^ through the window and others had mshed 
out on to the lawn, but it was dark and it had begun to rain. Between his screams 
the victim raged and raved against the avenger. “It was that hellot, Kitty Winterl” 
he cned. "Oh, the she-devill She shall pay for it! She shall payl Oh, God in heaven, 
this pain is more than I can bearl" 

I bathed his face in ofl, put cotton wadding on the raw surfaces, and adminis- 
tered a hypodermic of morphia. All suspicion of me had passed from his mind in 
the presence of this shock, and he dung to my hands as if I might have the power 
even yet to dear those dead-fish eyes which gazed up at me. I could have wept over 
the ruin had I not remembered very dearly the vile life which had led up to so 
hideous a change. It was loathsome to feel the pawing of his burning hands, and 
I was relieved when his famfly surgeon, dosely followed by a specialist, came to 
rdieve me of my charge. An inspector of police had also arrived, and to him I 
handed my real card. It would have been useless as well as foolish to do other- 
wise, for I was neariy as wdl known by sight at the Yard as Holmes himself. 'Then 
I left that house of gloom and terror. Within an hour I was at Baker Street. 

Holmes was seated in his familiar chair, looking very pale and exhausted. Apart 
from his injuries, even his iron nerves had been shocked by the events of the eve- 
ning, and be listened with honor to my account of the Baron’s transformation. 

"The wages of sin, Watson— the wages of sinl" said he. "Sooner or later it will 
always come. God knows, there was sin enough,” he added, taking up a brown 
volume from the table. "Here is the book the woman talked of. If this will not 
break off the marriage, nothing ever could. But it will, Watson. It must. No self- 
respecting woman could stand it” 

“It is his love diary?” 

"Or his lust diary. Call it what you will. 'The moment the woman told us of it 
I realized what a tremendous weapon was there if we could but lay our hands on it. 
1 said nothing at the time to indicate my thoughts, for this woman might have 
given it away. But I brooded over it. Then this assault upon me gave me the 
chance of letting the Baron think that no precautions need be taken against me. 
That was all to the good. I would have waited a little longer, but his visit to 
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America forced my hand. He would never have left so compromising a document 
behind him. Therefore we had to act at once. Burglary at night is impossible. 
He takes precautions. But there was a chance in the evening if I could only be 
sure that his attention was engaged. That was where you and your blue saucer 
came in. But I had to be sure of the position of the book, and I knew I had only 
a few minutes in which to act, for my time was limited by your knowledge of 
Chinese pottery. Therefore I gathered the girl up at the last moment. How could 
I guess what the little packet was that she carried so carefully under her cloak? I 
thought she had come altogether on my business, but it seems she had some of 
her own.'* 

“He guessed I came from you."* 

“I feared he would. But you held him in play just long enough for me to get 
the book, though not long enough for an unobserved escape. Ah, Sir James, I am 
very glad you have cornel" 

Our courtly friend had appeared in answer to a previous summons. He listened 
with the deepest attention to Holmes's account of what had occurred, 

“You have done wonders— wonders!" he cned when he had heard the narrative. 
“But if these injuries are as terrible as Dr. Watson describes, then surely our 
purpose of thwarting the marriage is sufficiently gained without the use of this 
horrible book." 

Holmes shook his head. 

“Women of the De Merville type do not act like that. She would love him the 
more as a disfigured martyr. No, no. It is his moral side, not his physical, which 
we have to destroy. That book will bring her back to earth— and 1 know nothing 
else that could. It is in his own wnting. She cannot get past it." 

Sir James carried away both it and the precious saucer. As I was myself overdue* 

I went down with him into the street. A brougham was waiting for him. He sprang 
in, gave a hurried order to the cockaded coachman, and drove swiftly away. He 
flung his overcoat half out of the window to cover the armorial bearings upon the 
panel, but I had seen them in the glare of our fanlight none the less. I gasped with 
surprise. Then I turned back and ascended the stair to Holmes's room 

“I have found out who our cb^t is," I cried, bursting with my great news. "Why, 
Holmes, it is — ” 

“It is a loyal friend and a chivalrous gentleman," said Holmes, holding up a 
restraining hand. “Let that now and forever be enough for us." 

I do not know how the incriminating book was used. Sir James may have man- 
aged it. Or it is more probable that so delicate a task was entrusted to the young 
lady's father. The effect, at any rate, was all that could be desired. Three days later 
appeared a paragraph in the Morning Post to say that the marriage between Baron 
Adelbert Gruner and Miss Violet dc Merville would not take place. The same 
paper had the first police-court hearing of the proceedings against Miss Kitty Win- 
ter on the grave charge of vitriol-throwing. Such extenuating circumstances came 
out in the trial that the sentence, as will be remembered, was the lowest that 
was possible for such an offence. Sherlock Holmes was threatened with a prosecu- 
tion for burglary, but when an object is good and a client is sufficiently illustrious, 
even the rigid British law becomes human and elastic. My friend has not yet stood 
in the dock. 
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THE ADVENTURE OF THE BLANCHED SOLDIER 


The ideas of my friend Watson, though limited, arc exceedingly pertinacious. For 
a long hW he has worried me to write an experience of my own. Perhaps I have 
rather invited this persecution, since I have often had occasion to point out to him 
how superficial are his own accounts and to accuse him of pandering to popular 
taste instead of confining himself rigidly to facts and figures. *Try it yourself. 
Holmes!” he has retorted, and I am compelled to admit that, having taken my 
pen in my hand, I do begin to realize that the matter must be presented in such a 
way as may interest the reader. The following case can hardly fail to do so, as it is 
among the strangest happenings in my collection, though it chanced that Watson 
had no note of it in his collection. Speaking of my old friend and biographer, 1 
would take this opportunity to remark that if I burden myself with a companion 
in my various little inquiries it is not done out of sentiment or caprice, but it is 
that Watson has some remarkable characteristics of his own to which in his mod- 
esty he has given small attention amid his exaggerated estimates of my own per- 
formances. A confederate who foresees your conclusions and course of action is 
always dangerous, but one to whom each development comes as a perpetual sur- 
prise, and to whom the future is always a closed book, is indeed an ideal helpmate. 

I find from my notebook that it was in January, 1903, just after the conclusion 
of the Boer War, that I had my visit from Mr. James M. Dodd, a big, fresh, sun- 
burned, upstanding Briton. The good Watson had at that time deserted me for a 
wife, the only selfish action which I can recall in our association. 1 was alone. 

It IS my habit to sit with my back to the window and to place my visitors in the 
opposite chair, where the light falls full upon them. Mr. James M. Dodd seemed 
somewhat at a loss how to begin the interview. I did not attempt to help him, for 
his silence gave me mote time for observation. I have found it wise to impress 
clients with a sense of power, and so I gave him some of my conclusions. 

"From South Africa, sir, I perceive.” 

"Yes, sir," he answered, with some surprise. 

"Imperial Yeomanry, I fancy." 

“Exactly.” 

"Middlesex Corps, no doubt.” 

"That is so. Mr. Holmes, you are a wizard.” 

I smiled at his bewildered expression. 

"When a gentleman of virile appearance enters my room with such tan upon 
his face as an English sun could never give, and with his handkerchief in his sleeve 
instead of in his pocket, it is not difficult to place him. You wear a short beard, 
which shows that you were not a regular. You have the cut of a riding-man. As to 
Middlesex, your card has already shown me that you are a stockbroker from 
Throgmorton Street. What other regiment would you join?” 

“You see everything.” 

“I see no more than you, but I have trained myself to notice what I see. How- 
ever, Mr. Dodd, it was pot to discuss the science of observation that you called 
upon me this morning. What has been happening at Tuxbury Old Park?" 
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-Mr. Holmes—!" 

“My dear sir, there is no mystery. Your letter came with that beading, and as 
you fixed this appointment in very pressing terms it was dear that something 
sudden and important had occurred." 

*'Yes, indeed. But the letter was written in the afternoon, and a good deal 
has happened since then. If Colonel Emsworth had not kicked me out—" 

“Kicked you out!" 

“Well, that was what it amounted to. He is a hard nail, is Colonel Emsworth. 
The greatest martinet in the Army in his day, and it was a day of rough language, 
too. I couldn't have stuck the colonel if it had not been for Godfrey's sake." 

I lit my pipe and leaned back in my chair. 

“Perhaps you will explain what you are talking about." 

My client grinned mischievously. 

“I had got into the way of supposing that you knew everything without being 
told,” said he. “But I will give you the facts, and I hope to God that you will be 
a'lle to tell me what they mean. I've been awake all night puzzling my brain, 
and the more I think the more incredible does it become. 

“When I joined up in January, 1901— just two years ago-*young Godfrey Ems- 
worth had joined the same squadron. He was Colonel Emsworth's only son— Ems- 
worth, the Crimean V. C.— and he had the fighting blood in him, so it is no wonder 
he volunteered. There was not a finer lad in the regiment. We formed a friendship 
—the sort of friendship which can only be made when one lives the same life and 
shares the same joys and sorrows. He was my mate— and that means a good deal 
in the Army. We took the rough and the smooth together for a year of hard fight- 
ing. Then he was hit with a bullet from an elephant gun in the action near Dia- 
mond Hill outside Pretoria. I got one letter from the hospital at Cape Town 
and one from Southampton. Since then not a word— not one word, Mr. Holmes, 
foi SIX months and more, and he my closest pal. 

“Well, when the war was over, and we all got back, I wrote to his father and 
asked where Godfrey was. No answer. 1 waited a bit and then I wrote again. This 
time I had a reply, short and gruff. Godfrey had gone on a voyage round the world, 
and it was not likely that he Wi^dd be back for a year. That was all. 

“I wasn't satisfied, Mr. Holmes. The whole thing seemed to me so damned un- 
natural. He was a good lad, and he would not drop a pal like that. It was not like 
him. Then, again, I happened to know that he was heir to a lot of money, and 
also that his father and he did not always hit it off too well. The old man was 
sometimes a bully, and young Godfrey had too much spirit to stand it. No, I 
wasn't satisfied, and I determined that I would get to the root of the matter. It 
happened, however, that my own affairs needed a lot of straightening out, after 
two years' absence, and so it is only this week that I have been able to take up 
Godfrey's case again. But since I have taken it up I mean to drop everything in 
order to see it through.” 

Mr. James M. Dodd appeared to be the sort of person whom it would be better 
to have as a friend than as an enemy. His blue eyes were stem and his square jaw 
had set hard as he spoke. 

“Well, what have you done?” I asked. 

“My first move was to get down to his home, Tuxbury Old Park, near Bedford, 
and to sec for myself how the ground lay. I wrote to the mother, therefore— I had 
had quite enough of the curmudgeon of a father— and I made a clean frontal at- 
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tack: Godfrey was my chum, I had a great deal of interest which I might tell her 
of our oommoo eqwriences, I should be in the neighbourhood, would there be 
any dbjectioii, et oetem? In reply 1 had quite an amiable answer from her and an 
olfo to pnlafw op Ik the night That was what took ine down on Monday. 

*TinmBy is inaocesn'ble-five nules from anyndieie. Hieie was no trap 

itt liie atoti^ to I had to walk, carrying my suitcase, and it was nearly dark before 
I attned. It is a great wanderi^ bouse, standing in a considerable park. I should 
iodge it was of all smts of ages and styles, starting on a half-timbered Elizabethan 
fmimdatkm and ending in a Victorian portico. Inside it was aU panelling and 
tapestry and half-effaced old pictures, a house of shadows and mystery. There was 
a butler, old Ralph, who seemed about the same age as the house, and there was 
his wife, who might have been older. She had been Godfrey's nurse, and I had 
heard him speak of her as second only to his mother in his affections, so 1 was 
drawn to her in spite of her queer appearance. The mother I liked also— a gentle 
little white mouse of a woman. It was only the colonel himself whom 1 barred. 

*'We had a bit of barney right away, and I should have walked back to the station 
if I had not felt that it might be playing his game for me to do so. I was shown 
strai^t into his study, and there I found him, a huge, bow-backed man with a 
smoky skin and a straggling gray beard, seated behind his littered desk. A red- 
veined nose jutted out like a vulture's beak, and two fierce gray eyes glared at me 
from under tufted brows. I could understand now why Godfrey seldom spoke of 
his father. 

" 'Well, sir,' said he in a rasping voice, 'I should be interested to know the real 
reasons for this visit.' 

"I answered that I had explained them in my letter to his wife. 

“ 'Yes, yes, you said that you had known Godfrey in Africa. We have, of course, 
only your word for that.’ 

" '1 have his letters to me irv my pocket.’ 

" 'Kindly let me see them.’ 

“He glanced at the two which I handed him, and then he tossed them back. 

" 'Well, what then?’ he asked. 

“ 'I was fond of your son Godfrey, sir. Many ties and memories united us. Is it 
not natural that I should wonder at his sudden silence and should wish to know 
what has become of him?’ 

“ 'I have some recollections, sir, that I had already conesponded with you and 
had told you what had become of him. He has gone upon a voyage round the world. 
His health was in a poor way after his African experiences, and both his mother 
and I were of opinion that complete rest and change were needed. Kindly pass 
that explanation on to any other friends who may be interested in the matter.’ 

“ 'Certainly,' I answered. 'But perhaps you would have the goodness to let me 
have the name of the steamer and of die line by which he sailed, together with 
the date. I have no doubt that I should be able to get a letter through to him.’ 

“My request seemed both to puzzle and to irritate my host. His great eyebrows 
came down over his eyes, and he tapped his fingers impatiently on the table. He 
looked up at last with the expression of one who has seen his adversary make a 
dangerous move at chess, and has decided how to meet it. 

“'Many people, Mr. Dodd,’ said he, 'would take offence at your infernal per- 
tinacity and would think that this insistence had reached the point of damned 
impertinence.’ 
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“ ‘You must put it down, sir, to my real love for your son. 

" ‘Exactl> I have already made every allowance upon that score. 1 must ask you, 
however, to drop these inquiries. Every family has its own inner knowledge and its 
own motives, which cannot always be made clear to outsiders, however well- 
intentioned. My wife is anxiems to hear someUting of Godfrey's past which you 
are in a position to tell her, but ! wbuld ask you to let the piesetit Umi the hOstStt 
alone. Such tnquifies serve no meful purpose, sir, and place us in a delicate said 
difficult position/ 

**80 I came to a dead end, Mr. Holmes. There was no getting past it I could 
only pretend to accept the situation and register a vow inwardly that 1 would 
nc/er rest until my friend^s fate had been cleared up. It was a dull evening. We 
dined quietly, the three of us, in a gloomy, faded old room. The lady questioned 
me eagerly about her son, but the old man seemed morose and depres^. I was 
so bored by the whole proceeding that I made an excuse as soon as I decently 
' )uld and retired to my bedroom. It was a large, bare room on the ground floor, as 
gloomy as the rest of the house, but after a year of sleeping upon the veldt, Mr. 
Holmes, one is not too particular about one's quarters. I opened the curtains 
and looked out into the garden, remarking that it was a fine night with a bright 
half -moon. Then I sat down by the roaring fire with the lamp on a table beside 
me, and endeavoured to distract my mind with a novel I was interrupted, how- 
ever, by Ralph, the old butler, who came in with a fresh supply of coals. 

" 'I thought you might run short in the night-time, sir. It is bitter weather and 
these rooms arc cold.' 

''He hesitated J>ef ore leaving the room, and when I looked round he was stand- 
ing facing me with a wistful look upon his wrinkled face. 

" 'Beg your pardon, sir, but I could not help hearing what you said of young 
Master Godfrey at dinner. You know, sir, that my wife nursed him, and so I may 
say I am his foster-father. It's natural we should take an interest. And you say he 
carried himself well, sir?' 

" 'There was no braver man in the regiment. He pulled me out once from under 
the rifles of the Boers, or maybe I should not be here.' 

"The old butler rubbed his skinny hands. 

"'Yes, sir, yes, that is Master Godfrey all over. He was always courageous. 
There's not a tree in the park, sir, that he has not climbed. Nothing would stop 
him. He was a fine boy— and oh, sir, he was a fine man.' 

"I sprang to my feet. 

" 'Look here!' I cried. 'You say he was. You speak as if he were dead. What is 
all this mystery? What has become of Godfrey Emsworth?' 

"I gripped the old man by the shoulder, but he shrank away. 

" 'I don't know what you mean, sir. Ask the master about Master Godfrey. He 
knows. It is not for me to interfere.' 

"He was leaving the room, but I held his arm. 

"'Listen/ I said. ‘You are going to answer one question before you leave if 
I have to hold you all night. Is Godfrey dead?' 

"He could not face my eyes. He was like a man hypnotized. The answer was 
dragged from his lips. It was a terrible and unexpected one. 

"'I wish to God he was!' he cried, and, tearing himself free, he dashed from 
the room. 

"You will think, Mr. Holmes, that I returned to my chair in no very happy 
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state of mind. The old man's words seemed to me to bear only one interpretation. 
Clearly my poor friend had become involved in some cnminal or, at the least, 
disreputable transaction which touched the family honour. That stem old man 
had sent his son away and hidden him from the world lest some scandal should 
come to light. Godfrey was a reckless fellow. He was easily influenced by those 
around him. No doubt he had fallen into bad hands and been misled to his rum. 
It was a piteous business, if it was indeed so, but even now it was my duty to hunt 
him out and sec if 1 could aid him. I was anxiously pondering the matter when 
I looked up, and there was Godfrey Emsworth standing before me." 

My client had paused as one in deep emotion 

''Pray continue," I said. ‘Tour problem presents some very unusual features." 

“He was outside the window, Mr. Holmes, with his face pressed against the 
glass. I have told you that I looked out at the night. When I did so I left the curtains 
partly open. His figure was framed in this gap. The window came down to the 
ground and I could see the whole length of it, but it was his face which held my 
gaze. He was deadly pale— never have I seen a man so white. I reckon ghosts may 
look like that; but his eyes met mine, and they were the eyes of a living man. He 
sprang back when he saw that I was looking at him, and he vanished into the 
darkness. 

“There was something shocking about the man, Mr. Holmes. It wasn't merely 
that ghastly face glimmering as white as cheese in the darkness. It was more subtle 
than that— something slinking, something furtive, something guilty— something 
very unlike the frank, manly lad that I had known It left a feeling of horror in 
my mind. 

“But when a man has been soldiering for a year or two with brother Boer as a 
playmate, he keeps his nerve and acts quickly. Godfrey had hardly vanished before 
I was at the window. There was an awkward catch, and I was some little time 
before I could throw it up. Then I nipped through and ran down the garden 
path in the direction that I thought he might have taken 

“It was a long path and the light was not very good, but it seemed to me some- 
thing was moving ahead of me. I ran on and called his name, but it was no use 
When I got to the end of the path there were several others branching in different 
directions to various outhouses. I stood hesitating, and as I did so I heard distinctly 
the sound of a closing door. It was not behind me in the house, but ahead of me, 
somewhere in the darkness. That was enough, Mr Holmes, to assure me that what 
I had seen was not a vision. Godfrey had run away from me, and he had shut a 
door behind him. Of that I was certain. 

“There was nothing more I could do, and I spent an uneasy night turning the 
matter over in my mind and trying to find some theory which would cover the 
facts. Next day I found the colonel rather more conciliatory, and as his wife re- 
marked that there were some places of interest in the neighbourhood, it gave me 
an opening to ask whether my presence for one more night would incommode 
them. A somewhat grudging acquiescence from the old man gave me a clear day 
in which to make my observations. I was already perfectly convinced that Godfrey 
was in hiding somewhere near, but where and why remained to be solved. 

“The house was so large and so rambling that a regiment might be hid away in 
it and no one the wiser. If the secret lay there it was difficult for me to penetrate 
it. But the door which I had heard close was certainly not in the house. I must 
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explore the garden and see what I could find. There was no difficulty in the way, 
for the old people were busy in their own fashion and left me to my own devices, 

‘'There were s. veral small outhouses, but at the end of the garden there was a 
detached buiWi*ig of some size-large enough for a gardener's or a gamekeeper's 
residence. Could this be the place whence the sound of that shutting door had 
come? 1 approached it in a careless fashion as though I were strolling aimlessly 
round the grounds. As I did so, a small, brisk, bearded man in a black coat and 
bowler hat— not at all the gardener type— came out of the door. To my surprise, he 
locked it after him and put the key in his pocket. Then he looked at me with some 
surprise on his face. 

" ‘Arc you a visitor here?’ he asked. 

‘i explained that I was and that I was a friend of Godfrey's. 

“ ‘What a pity that he should be away on his travels, for he would have so liked 
to see me,‘ I continued. 

“ 'Quite so. Exactly/ said he with a rather guilty air. 'No doubt you will renew 
your visit at some more propihous time.' He passed on, but when I turned I 
observed that he was standing watching me, half-concealed by the laurels at the far 
end of the garden. 

“I had a good look at the little house as I passed it, but the windows were 
heavily curtained, and, so far as one could see, it was empty. I might spoil my 
own game and even be ordered off the premises if I were too audacious, for I 
was still conscious that I was being watched. Therefore, I strolled back to the house 
and waited for night befoie I went on with my inquiry. When all was dark and 
quiet I slipped out of my window and made my way as silently as possible to the 
mysterious lodge. 

“I have said that it was heavily curtained, but now I found that the windows 
were shuttered as well. Some light, however, was breaking through one of them, 
so I concentrated my attention upon this. 1 was in luck, for the curtain had not 
been quite closed, and there was a crack in the shutter, so that I could see the 
inside of the room. It was a cheery place enough, a bright lamp and a blazing 
fire. Opposite to me was sealed the little man whom I had seen in the morning. 
He was smoking a pipe and reading a paper." 

"What paper?" I asked. 

My client seemed annoyed at the interruption of his narrative, 

"Can it matter?" he asked. 

"It is most essential." 

"I really took no notice." 

"Possibly you observed whether it was a broad-leafed paper or of that smaller 
type which one associates with weeklies,” 

"Now that you mention it, it was not large. It might have been the Spectator. 
However, I had little thought to spare upon such details, for a second man was 
seated with his back to the window, and I could swear that this second man was 
Godfrey. I could not see his face, but I knew the familiar slope of his shoulders. 
He was leaning upon his elbow in an attitude of great melancholy, his body turiied 
towards the fire. 1 was hesitating as to what I should do when there was a sharp tap 
on my shoulder, and there was Colonel Emsworth beside me. 

" "Tliis way, sirl' said he in a low voice. He walked in silence to the house, and I 
followed him into my own bedroom. He had picked up a time-table in the hall. 
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** There is a txain to London at 8:50/ said he. "The trap wiU be at the door at 
eight/ 

""He was white with rage, and» indeed^ I felt myself in so difficult a position 
that 1 could only stammer out a few incoherent apologies in which 1 tried to 
excuse myself by urging my anxiety for my friend. 

"" "The matter will not b^r discussion/ said he abruptly. "You have made a most 
damnable intrusion into the privacy of our family. You were here as a guest 
and you have become a spy. I have nothing more to say, sir, save that I have no 
wish ever to see you again.' 

""At this I lost my temper, Mr. Holmes, and 1 spoke with some warmth. 

"" "I have seen your son, and I am convinced that for some reason of your own 
you are concealing him from the world. I have no idea what your motives are in 
cutting him off in this fashion, but I am sure that he is no longer a free agent. I 
warn you, Colonel Emsworth, that until I am assured as to the safety and well' 
being of my friend I shall never desist in my efforts to get to the bottom of the 
mystery, and I shall certainly not allow myself to be intimidated by anything which 
you may say or do.’ 

""The old fellow looked diabolical, and I really thought he was about to attack 
me. I have said that he was a gaunt, fierce old giant, and though I am no weakling 
1 might have been hard put to it to hold my own against him. However, after a 
long glare of rage he turned upon his heel and walked out of the room. For my 
part, I took the appointed tram in the morning, with the full intention of coming 
straight to you and asking for your advice and assistance at the appointment for 
which I had already written.” 

Such was the problem which my visitor laid before me. It presented, as the 
astute reader will have already perceived, few difficulties in its solution, for a 
very limited choice of alternatives must get to the root of the matter Still, ele- 
mentary as it was, there were* points of interest and novelty about it which may 
excuse my placing it upon record. I now proceeded, using my familiar method of 
logical analysis, to narrow down the possible solutions. 

"The servants,” I asked; ""how many were in the house?” 

""To the best of my belief there were only the old butler and his wife. They 
seemed to live in the simplest fashion.” 

"‘There was no servant, then, in the detached house?” 

‘"None, unless the little man with the beard acted as such. He seemed, how- 
ever, to be quite a superior person.” 

“That seems very suggestive. Had you any indication that food was conveyed 
from the one house to the other?” 

‘"Now that you mention it, I did see old Ralph carrying a basket down the gar- 
den walk and going in the direction of this house. The idea of food did not occur 
to me at the moment.” 

""Did you make any local inquiries?” 

“Yes, I did. I spoke to the station-master and also to the innkeeper in the village. 
I simply asked if they knew anything of my old comrade, Godfrey Emsworth. Both 
of them assured me that he had gone for a voyage round the world. He had come 
home and then had almost at once started off again. The story was evidently uni- 
versally accepted.” 

“You said nothing of your suspicions?” 

“Nothing ” 
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"That was very wise. The matter should certainly be inquired into. I will go 
back with you to Tuxbuiy Old Park." 

“Today?” 

It happened that at the moment I was clearing op the case which my ftMsid 
Watson has described as that of the Abbey School, in which the Duke of Grey- 
minster was so deeply involved. I had also a commission horn the Sultan of Turk^ 
which called for inunediate action, as political consequences of the gravest kind 
might arise from its neglect. Therefore it was not until the beginning of the next 
week, as my diary records, that I was able to start forth on my mission to Bed- 
fordshire in company with Mr. James M. Dodd. As we drove to Euston we {^ed 
up a grave and taciturn gentleman of iron-gray aspect, with whom 1 had made the 
necessary arrangements. 

“This is an old friend,” said 1 to Dodd. “It is possible that his presence may 
be entirely unnecessary, and, on the other hand, it may be essential. It is not nec- 
essary at the present stage to go further into the matter.” 

The narratives of Watson have accustomed the reader, no doubt, to the fact that 
1 do not waste words or disclose my thoughts while a case is actually under con- 
sideration. Dodd seemed suiprised, but nothing more was said, and the three of 
us continued our journey together. In the train I asked Dodd one more question 
which I wished our companion to hear. 

“You say that you saw your friend's face quite clearly at the window, so clearly 
that you are sure of his identity?” 

“1 have no doubt about it whatever. His nose was pressed against the glass. The 
lamplight shone full upon him.” 

“It could not have been someone resembling him?" 

“No, no, it was he.” 

“But you say he was changed?" 

“Only in colour. His face was— how shall I describe it?— it was of a fish-belly 
whiteness. It was bleached." 

“Was it equally pale all over?" 

“1 think not. It was his brow which I saw so clearly as it was pressed against 
the window.” 

“Did you call to him?" 

“I was too startled and horrified for the moment. Then I pursued him, as I have 
told you, but without result.” 

My case was practically complete, and there was only one small incident needed 
to round it off. When, after a considerable drive, we arrived at the strange old 
rambling house which my client had described, it was Ralph, the elderly butler, 
who opened the door. I had requisitioned the carriage for the day and had asked 
my elderly friend to remain within it unless we should summon him. Ralph, a 
little wrinkled old fellow, was in the conventional costume of black coat and pepper- 
and-salt trousers, with only one curious variant. He wore brown leather gloves, 
which at sight of us he instantly shuffled off, laying them down on the hall-table 
as we passed in. I have, as my Mend Watson may have remarked, an abnormally 
acute set of senses, and a faint but incisive scent was apparent. It seemed to centre 
on the hall-table. I turned, placed my hat there, knodced it off, stooped to pick 
it up, and contrived to bring my nose within a foot of the gloves. Yes, it was un- 
doubtedly from them that the curious tarry odour was oozing. I passed on into the 
study with my case complete. Alas, that I should have to show my hand so when 
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I tell my own story! It was by concealing such links m the chain that Watson 
was enabled to produce his meretricious finales. 

Colonel Emsworth was not in his room, but he came quickly enough on receipt 
of Ralph's message We heard his quick, heavy step in the passage The door was 
flung open and he rushed in with bristling beard and twisted features, as terrible 
an old man as ever 1 have seen He held our cards in his hand, and he tore them 
up and stamped on the fragments. • 

‘‘Have 1 not told you, you infernal busybody, that you are warned off the prem- 
ises? Never dare to show your damned face here again. If you enter again without 
my leave I shall be within my rights if I use violence. Til shoot you, sirl By God, 

I willl As to you, sir,” turning upon me, extend the same warning to you. I am 
familiar with your ignoble profession, but you must take your reputed talents to 
some other field. There is no opening for them here.” 

“I cannot leave here,” said my client firmly, ‘'until I hear from Godfrey's own 
lips that he is under no restraint” 

Our involuntary host rang the bell 

“Ralph,” he said, “telephone down to the county police and ask the inspector 
to send up two constables. Tell him there are burglars in the house.” 

“One moment,” said I “You must be aware, Mr. Dodd, that Colonel Emsworth 
IS within his rights and that we have no legal status within his house. On the 
other hand, he should recognize that your action is prompted entirely by solicitude 
for his son. I venture to hope that if 1 were allowed to have five minutes' conver- 
sation with Colonel Emsworth I could certainly alter his view of the matter.” 

“I am not so easily altered,” said the old soldier. “Ralph, do what I have told 
you What the devil are you waiting for? Ring up the policel” 

“Nothing of the sort,” I said, putting my back to the door. “Any police inter- 
ference would bnng about the very catastrophe which you dread.” I took out my 
notebook and scribbled one word upon a loose sheet “That,” said I as I handed it 
to Colonel Emsworth, “is what has brought us here.” 

He stared at the writing with a face from which every expression save amaze- 
ment had vanished 

“How do you know?” he gasped, sitting down heavily in his chair. 

“It IS my business to know things. That is my trade.” 

He sat in deep thought, his gaunt hand tugging at his straggling beard. Then 
he made a gesture of resignation 

“Well, if you wish to see Godfrey, you shall It is no doing of mine, but you 
have forced my hand Ralph, tell Mr. Godfrey and Mr. Kent that in five minutes 
we shall be with them ” 

At the end of that time we passed down the garden path and found ourselves 
in front of the mystery house at the end. A small bearded man stood at the door 
with a look of considerable astonishment upon his face. 

“This IS very sudden, Colonel Emsworth,” said he. “This will disarrange all 
our plans.” 

“I can't help it, Mr. Kent. Our hands have been forced. Can Mr. Godfrey see 
us?” 

“Yes, he is waiting inside.'" He turned and led us into a large, plainly furnished 
front room A man was standing with his back to the fire, and at the sight of him 
my client sprang forward with outstretched hand 

“Why, Godfrey, old man, this is fine!” 
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But the other waved him back. 

‘‘Don’t touch me, Jimmie. Keep your distance. Yes, you may well stare! 1 don't 
quite look the smart Lance-Corporal Emsworth, of B Squadron, do I?” 

His appearance was certainly extraordinary. One could see that he had indeed 
been a handsome man with clear-cut features sunburned by an African sun, but 
mottled in patches over this darker surface were curious whitish patches which 
had bleached his skin. 

“That's why I don't court visitors," said he. “I don't mind you, Jimmie, but 
I could have done without your friend. I suppose there is some good reason for 
it, but you have me at a disadvantage." 

“I wanted to be sure that all was well with you, Godfrey. I saw you that night 
when you looked into my window, and I could not let the matter rest n till I had 
cleared things up." 

“Old Ralph told me you were there, and I couldn't help taking a peep at you. 
I hoped you would not have seen me, and I had to run to my burrow when 1 heard 
the window go up.” 

“But what in heaven's name is the matter?” 

“Well, it's not a long story to tell,” said he, lighting a cigarette. “You remember 
that morning fight at Bufielsspruit, outside Pretoria, on the Eastern railway line? 
You heard I was hit?" 

“Yes, I heard that, but 1 never got particulars.” 

“Three of us got separated from the others. It was ytry broken country, you 
may remember. There was Simpson~the fellow we called Baldy Simpson— and 
Anderson, and I. We were clearing brother Boer, but he lay low and got the three 
of us. The other two were killed. I got an elephant bullet through my shoulder. 
I stuck on to my horse, however, and he galloped several miles before I fainted 
and rolled off the saddle. 

“When I came to myself it was nightfall, and I raised myself up, feeling very 
weak and ill. To my surprise there was a house close beside me, a fairly large 
house with a broad stoep and many windows. It was deadly cold. You remember 
the kind of numb cold which used to come at evening, a deadly, sickening sort of 
cold, very different from a crisp healthy frost. Well, I was chilled to the bone, 
and my only hope seemed to lie in reaching that house. I staggered to my feet 
and dragged myself along, hardly conscious of what I did. I have a dim memory 
of slowly ascending the steps, entering a wide-opened door, passing into a large 
room which contained several beds, and throwing myself down with a gasp of 
satisfaction upon one of them. It was unmade, but that troubled me not at all. 
I drew the clothes over my shivering body and in a moment I was in a deep sleep. 

“It was morning when I wakened, and it seemed to me that instead of coming 
out into a world of sanity I had emerged into some extraordinary nightmare. The 
African sun flooded through the big, curtainless windows, and every detail of the 
great, bare, whitewashed dormitory stood out hard and clear. In front of me was 
standing a small, dwarf-like man with a huge, bulbous head, who was jabbering 
excitedly in Dutch, waving two horrible hands which looked to me like brown 
sponges Behind him stood a group of people who seemed to be intensely amused 
by the situation, but a chill came over me as I looked at them. Not one of them 
was a normal human being. Every one was twisted or swollen or disfigured in some 
strange way. The laughter of these strange monstrosities was a dreadful thing to 
hear. 
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"It seemed that none of them conld speak English, but the situation wanted 
clearing up, for the creature with the big head was growing furiously angry, and, 
uttering wild-beast cries, he had laid his deformed hands upon me and was drag- 
ging me out of bed, regardless of the fresh flow of blood from my wound. The little 
monster was as strong as a bull, and I don’t know what he might have done to me 
had not an elderly man who was clearly in authority been attracted to the room 
by the hubbub. He said a few stem words in Dutch, and my persecutor shrank 
away. Thai he turned upon me, gazing at me in the utmost amazement. 

" ‘How in the world did you come here?’ he asked in amazement. ‘Wait a bitl 
1 see that you are bred out and that wounded shoulder of yours wants looking 
after. I am a doctor, and I’ll soon have you bed up. But, man alivel you are m far 
greater danger here than ever you were on the battlefield. You are m the Leper 
Hospital, and you have slept m a leper’s bed.' 

"Need I tell you more, Jimmie? It seems that m view of the approaching battle 
all these poor creatures had been evacuated the day before. Then, as the British 
advanced, they had been brought back by this, their medical superintendent, who 
assured me that, though he believed he was immune to the disease, he would none 
the less never have dared to do what I had done He put me in a pnvate room, 
treated me kindly, and within a week or so I was removed to the general hospital 
at Pretoria 

“So there you have my tragedy. I hoped against hope, but it was not until I 
had reached home that the terrible signs which you see upon my face told me 
that I had not escaped. What was I to do? I was in this lonely house. We had 
two servants whom we could utterly bust There was a house where I could live 
Under pledge of secrecy, Mr. Kent, who is a surgeon, was prepared to stay with 
me. It seemed simple enough on those lines. The alternative was a dreadful one 
—segregation for life among strangers with never a hope of release. But absolute 
secrecy was necessary, or even in this quiet countryside there would have been an 
outcry, and 1 should have been dragged to my horrible doom. Even you, Jimmie 
-even you had to be kept in the dark. Why my father has relented I cannot 
imagine.” 

Colonel Emsworth pointed to me. 

"This is the gentleman who forced my hand ” He unfolded the scrap of paper 
on which I had wnben the word “Leprosy ” “It seemed to me that if knew so 
much as that it was safer that he should know all.” 

“And so it was,” said I. "Who knows but good may come of it? I understand 
that only Mr. Kent has seen the patient. May I ask, sir, if you are an authority 
on such complaints, which are, 1 understand, bopical or semi-tropical in their 
nature?” 

"I have the ordinary knowledge of the educated medical man,” he observed with 
some stiffness. 

"I have no doubt, sir, that you are fully competent, but 1 am sure that you will 
agree that in such a case a second opinion is valuable. You have avoided this, I 
understand, for fear that pressure should be put upon you to segregate the pabent.” 

"That is so,” said Cdond Emsworth. 

"I foresaw this situation,” 1 explained, "and I have brou^t with me a friend 
whose discretion may absdutdy be busted. I was able once to do him a profes- 
summI service, and he is ready to advise as a friend rather than as a specialist. He 
name is Sir James Saunders.” 
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Hie prospect of an interview with Lord Roberts would not have esdted greater 
wonder and pleasure in a raw subaltern than was now reflected upon the hice of 
Mr. Kent. 

**1 shall indeed be proud/' he murmured. 

'HThen 1 will ask Sir James to step this way. He is at present in the carriage 
outside the door. Meanwhile, Colonel Emsworth, we may perhaps assemble in your 
study, where I could give the necessary explanations.” 

And here it is that 1 miss my Watson. By cunning questions and ejaculations 
of wonder he could elevate my simple art, which is but systematized common 
sense, into a prodigy. When I tell my own story I have no such aid. And yet I 
will give my process of thought even as I gave it to my small audience, which 
included Godfrey's mother in the study of Colonel Emsworth. 

‘That process,” said I, “starts upon the supposition that when you have dimi- 
nated all which is impossible, then whatever remains, however improbable^ must 
be the truth. It may well be that several explanations remain, in which case one 
tries test after test until one or other of them has a convincing amount of support. 
We will now apply this principle to the case in point. As it was first presented 
to me, there were three possible explanations of the seclusion or incarceration of 
this gentleman in an outhouse of his father’s mansion. There was the explanation 
that he was in hiding for a crime, or that he was mad and that they wished to 
avoid an asylum, or that he had some disease which caused his segregation. I could 
think of no other adequate solutions. These, then, had to be sifted and balanced 
against each other. 

“The criminal solution would not bear inspection. No unsolved enme bad been 
reported from that district. I was sure of that. If it were some crime not yet dis- 
covered, then clearly it would be to the interest of the family to get rid of the 
delinquent and send him abroad rather than keep him conceal^ at home. I could 
see no explanation for such a line of conduct. 

“Insanity was more plausible. The presence of the second person in the outhouse 
suggested a keeper. The fact that he locked the door when he came out strength- 
ened the supposition and gave the idea of constraint. On the other hand, this 
constraint could not be sev^ or the young man could not have got loose and 
come down to have a look at his friend. You will remember, Mr, Dodd, that I 
felt round for points, asking you, for example, about the paper which Mr. Kent 
was reading. Had it been the lAmcet the British Medical Jotmud it would have 
helped me. It is not illegal, however, :o keep a lunatic upon private premises so 
long as there is a qualified person in attendance and that the authorities have 
been duly notified. Why, then, all this desperate desire for secrecy? Once a^in I 
could not get the theory to fit the facts. 

“There remained the third possibility, into which, rare and unlikely as it was, 
everything seemed to fit. Leprosy is not uncommon in South Africa. By some 
extraordinary chance this youth might have contracted it. His people would be 
placed in a very dreadful position, since they would desire to save him from segre- 
gation. Great secrecy would be needed to prevent rumours from getting about and 
subsequent interference by the authorities. A devoted medical num, if suflkientiy 
paid, would easily be found to take charge of the sufiferer. There would be no 
reason why the latter should not be allowed freedom after dark* Bleaching of this 
skin is a common result of the disease. The case was a strong one-so strong that 
I delennined to act as if it were actually proved. When on arriving here I noticed 


651 



that Ralph, who carries out the meals, had gloves which are impregnated with 
disinfectants, my last doubts were removed. A single word showed you, sir, thit 
your secret was discovered, and if I wrote rather than said it, it was to prove to 
you that my discretion was to be trusted." 

I was finishing this little analysis of the case when the door was opened and 
the austere figure of the great dermatologist was ushered in. But for once his 
sphinx-like features had relaxed and there was a warm humanity in his e>e$. He 
strode up to Colonel Emsworth and shook him by the hand. 

"It is often my lot to bring ill-tidings and seldom good," said he. "This occasion 
is the more welcome. It is not leprosy." 

"What?" 

"A well-marked case of pseudo-leprosy or ichthyosis, a scale-like affection of the 
skin, unsightly, obstinate, but possibly curable, and certainly noninfective. Yes, 
Mr. Holmes, the coincidence is a remarkable one. But is it coincidence? Are there 
not subtle forces at work of which we know little? Are we assured that the appre- 
hension from which this young man has no doubt suffered terribly since his ex- 
posure to its contagion- may not produce a physical effect which simulates that 
which it fears? At any rate, I pledge my professional reputation — But the lady 
has fainted! I think that Mr. Kent had better be with her until she recovers from 
this joyous shock." 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE MAZARIN STONE 

It was pleasant to Dr. Watson to find himself once more m the untidy room 
of the first floor in Baker Street which had been the starting-point of so many 
remarkable adventures. He locked round him at the scientific charts upon the wall, 
the acid-charred bench of chemicals, the violin<ase leaning in the corner, the coal- 
scuttle, which contained of old the pipes and tobacco. Finally, his eyes came round 
to the fresh and smiling face of Billy, the young but very wise and tactful page, 
who had helped a little to fill up the gap of loneliness and isolation which sur- 
rounded the saturnine figure of the great detective. 

"It all seems very unchanged, Billy. You don't change, either. I hope the same 
can be said of him?" 

Billy glanced with some solicitude at the closed door of the bedroom. 

"I think he's in bed and asleep," he said. 

It was seven in the evening of a lovely summer's day, but Dr. Watson was 
sufficiently familiar with the irregularity of his old friend's hours to feel no surprise 
at the idea. 

"That means a case, I suppose?" 

"Yes, sir, he is very hard at it just now. I'm frightened for his health. He gets 
paler and thinner, and he cats nothing. ‘When will you be pleased to dine, Mr. 
Holmes?' Mrs. Hudson asked. ‘Seven-thirty, the day after to-morrow,' said he. You 
know his way when he is keen on a case.” 

"Yes, Billy, I know." 

He's following someone. Yesterday he was out as a workman looking for a job 
To-day he was an old woman. Fairly took me in, he did, and 1 ought to know his 
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ways by now.'" fiilly pointed with a grin to a very baggy parasol which leaned 
against the sofa. That's part of the old woman's outfit," he said. 

"•But what is it all about, Billy?" 

Billy sank his voice, as one who discusses great secrets of State. don't mind 
telling you, sir, but it should go no farther. It's this case of the Crown diamond." 

“What— Uie hundred-thousand-pound burglary?" 

“Yes, sir. They must get it bacl^ sir. Why, we had the Prime Minister and the 
Home Secretary both sitting on that very sofa. Mr. Holmes was very nice to them. 
He soon put them at their ease and promised he would do all he could. Then 
there is Lord Cantiemere — " 

“Ahl" 

“Yes, sir, you know what that means. He's a stiff 'un, sir, if I may say so. I can 
get along with the Prime Minister, and I've nothing against the Home Secretaiy, 
who seemed a civil, obliging sort of man, but I can't stand his Lordship. Neither 
can Mr. Holmes, sir. You see, he don't believe in Mr. Holmes and he was against 
employing him. He’d rather he failed.*' 

“And Mr. Holmes knows it?" 

“Mr. Holmes always knows whatever there is to know." 

“Well, we'll hope he won't fail and that Lord Candemere will be confounded. 
But I say, Billy, what is that curtain for across the window?" 

“Mr. Holmes had it put up there three days ago. We've got something funny 
behind it/' 

Billy advanced and drew away the drapery which screened the alcove of the 
bow window. 

Dr. Watson could not restrain a cry of amazement. There was a facsimile of 
his old fnend, dressing-gown and all, the face turned three<]uarteis towards the 
window and downward, as though reading an invisible book, while the body was 
sunk deep in an armchair. Billy detached the head and held it in the air. 

“We put it at different angles, so that it may seem more lifelike. I wouldn't 
dare touch it if the blind were not down. But when it's up you can see this from 
across the way." 

“Wc used something of the sort once before." 

“Before my time," said Billy. He drew the window curtains apart and looked 
out into the street. “There are folk who watch us from over yonder. 1 can see a 
fellow now at the window. Have a look for yourself." 

Watson had taken a step forward when the bedroom door opened, and the long, 
thin form of Holmes emerged, his face pale and drawn, but his step and bearing 
as active as ever. With a single spring he was at the window, and had drawn the 
blind once more. 

“That will do, Billy," said he. “You were in danger of your life then, my boy, 
and I can't do without you just yet. Well, Watson, it is good to see you in your 
old quarters once again. You come at a critical moment." 

“So I gather." 

“You can go, Billy. That boy is a problem, Watson. How far am I justified in 
allowing him to be in danger?" 

“Danger of what, Holmes?" 

“Of sudden death. I'm expecting something this evening." 

“Expecting what?" 

“To be murdered, Watson." 
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“No, no, you ate foiktng; Holmes!” 

*^ven my limited sense of humour could evolve a better joke than that. But 
we may be comfortable in the meantime, may we not? Is alcohol peimitted? Tlie 
and cigars are in the old jdace. Let me see you once more in the customary 
armchair. You have not, I hope, learned to despise my pipe and my lamentable 
tobacco? It has to take the place of food these days.” 

"But why not eat?” 

”Because the faculties become refined when you starve them. Why, surely, as a 
doctor, my dear Watson, you must admit that what your digestimi gains in the 
way of blood supply is so much lost to the brain. I am a brain, Watson. The rest 
of me is a mere appendix. Therefore, it is the brain 1 must consider.” 

"But this danger, Holmes?” 

"Ah, yes, in cftse it should come oS, it would perhaps be as well that you should 
burden your memory with the name and address of the murderer. You can give it 
to Scotland Yard, with my love and a parting blessing. Sylvius is tiie name-Count 
Negretto Sylvius. Write it down, man, wnte it down! i y6 Moorside Gardens, N. W. 
Got it?" 

Wabon's honest face was twitching with anxiety. He knew only too well the 
immense risks taken by Holmes and was well aware that what he said was more 
likely to be under-statement than exaggeration. Watson was always the man of 
action, and he rose to the occasion. 

"Count me in. Holmes. 1 have nothing to do for a day or two.” 

"Your morals don’t improve, Watson. You have added fibbing to your other 
vices. You bear every sign of the busy medical man, with calls on him every hour." 

"Not such important ones. But can't you have this fellow arrested?" 

"Yes, Watson, I could. That’s what womes him so.” 

"But why don't you?" 

"Because I don’t know whery the diamond is.” 

"Ah! Billy told me— the missing Crown jewel!" 

"Yes, the great yellow Mazann stone. I’ve cast my net and I have my fish. But 
I have not got the stone. What is the use of taking them? We can make the world 
a better place by laying them by the heels. But that is not what 1 am out for. It’s 
the stone I want." 

"And IS this Count Sylvius one of your fish?” 

"Yes, and he's a shark. He bites. The other is Sam Merton, die boxer. Not a 
bad fellow, Sam, but die Count has used him. Sam’s not a shark. He is a great 
big silly bull-headed gudgeon. But he is flopping about in my net all the same." 

"Where is this Count Sylvius?" 

"I’ve been at his very elbow all the morning. You’ve seen me as an old lady, 
Watson. I was never more convincing. He actually picked up my parasol for me 
once. 'By your leave, madame,’ said he— half-Italian, you know, and widi the South- 
ern graces of manner when in the mood, but a devil incarnate in the other mood. 
Life is full of whimsical happenings, Watson." 

"It might have been tragedy.” 

"Well, perhaps it might. I followed him to old Straubenzee's workshop in the 
Minories. Straubenzee made the air-gun— a very pretty bit of work, as I understand, 
and 1 rather fancy it is in the opposite window at the present moment Have you 
seen the dummy? Of course, Billy showed it to you. Wdl, it may get a bullet 
through ib beautiful head at any moment. Ah, Billy, what is it?” 
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The boy had reappeared in die room with a card upon a bay. Hohnes gianoed 
at it with raised eyebrows and an amused smile. 

'The man himsdf. I had hardly expected this. Grasp the netde, Watson! A 
man of nerve. Possibly you have heard of his reputation as a shooter of big game. 
It would indeed be a triumphant ending to his excellent sporting record if he 
added me to his bag. This is a proof that he feels my toe very close behind his 
hed." 

“Send for the police.” 

“I probably shall. But not just yet. Would you glance carefully out of the win- 
dow, Watson, and see if anyone is hanging about in the street?” 

Watson looked warily round the edge of the curtain. 

“Yes, there is one rough fellow near the door.” 

'That will be Sam Merton— the faithful but rather fatuous Sam. Where is this 
gentleman, Billy?” 

“In the waiting-room, sir.” 

“Show him up when I ring.” 

“Yes, sir." 

“If I am not in the room, show him in all the same.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Watson waited until the door was closed, and then he turned earnestly to his 
companion. ^ 

“Look here. Holmes, this is simply impossible. This is a desperate man, who 
sticks at nothing. He may have come to murder you.” 

“1 should not be surprised.” 

"I insist upon staying with you.” 

"You would be horribly in the way." 

"In his way?” 

“No, my dear fellow— in my way." 

“Well, I can’t possibly leave you.” 

“Yes, you can, Watson. And you will, for you have never failed to play the 
game. I am sure you will pUy it to the end. This man has come for his own pur- 
pose, but he may stay for mine.” Holmes took out his notebook and scribbl^ a 
few lines. “Take a cab to Scotland Yard and give this to Youghal of the C. I. D. 
Come back with the police. The fellow’s arrest will follow.” 

"I’ll do that with joy.” 

“Before you return I may have just time enough to find out where the stone is.” 
He touched the bell. “I think we will go out through the bedroom. This second 
exit is exceedingly useful. I rather want to see my shark without his seeing me, 
and I have, as you will remember, my own way of doing it.” 

It was, therefore, an empty room into which Billy, a minute later, ushered 
Count Sylvius. The famous game-shot, sportsman, and man-about-town was a big, 
swarthy fellow, with a formidable dark moustache shading a cruel, thin-lipped 
mouth, and surmounted by a long, curved nose like the beak of an eagle. He was 
wdl dressed, but his brilliant necktie, shining pin, and glittering rings were flam- 
boyant m their effect. As the door closed behind him he looked round him with 
fierce, startled eyes, like one who suspects a trap at every turn. Then he gave a 
violent start as he saw the impassive head and the collar of the dressing-gown 
which projected above the armchair in the window. At first his expression was one 
of pure amazement. Then the light of a horrible hope Reamed in his dark, mur- 



derotts eyes. He toek one more glance round to see that there were no witnesses^ 
and then, on tiptoe, his thick stick half raised, he approached the silent figure. 
He was crouching for his final spring and blow when a cool, sardonic voice greeted 
him from the open bedroom door: 

'"Don’t break it. Count! Don’t break it!” 

The assassin staggered back, amazement in his convulsed fisrce. For an instant 
he half raised his loaded cane once more, as if he would turn his violence from 
the eflSlgy to the original; but there was something in that steady gray eye and 
mocking smile which caused his hand to sink to his side. 

""It’s a pretty littk thing,” said Holmes, advancing towards the image. "Tavernier, 
the Fren^ moddler, made it. He is as good at waxworks as your friend Straubenzee 
is at air-guns.” 

“Air-guns, sir! What do you mean?” 

“Put your hat and stick on the side-table. Thank you! Pray take a seat. Would 
you care to put your revolver out also? Oh, very goo^ if you prefer to sit upon it. 
Your visit is really most opportune, for I want^ badly to have a few minutes’ 
chat with you.” 

The Count scowled, with heavy, threatening eyebrows. 

“I, too, wished to have some words with you. Holmes. That is why I am here. 
I won’t deny that I intended to assault you just now.” 

Holmes swung his leg on the edge of the table. 

“I rather gathered that you had some idea of the sort in your head,” said he. 
“But why these personal attentions?” 

“Because you have gone out of your way to annoy me. Because you have put 
your creatures upon my track.” 

“My creatures! I assure you no!” 

“Nonsense! I have had them followed. Two can play at that game. Holmes.” 

“It is a small point. Count Sylvius, but perhaps you would kindly give me my 
prefix when you address me. Yofi can understand that, with my routine of worl^ 
1 should find myself on familiar terms with half the rogues’ gallery, and you will 
agree that exceptions are invidious.” 

“Well, Mr. Holmes, then.” 

“Excellent! But I assure you you are mistaken about my alleged agents.” 

Count Sylvius laughed contemptuously. 

“Other people can observe as well as you. Yesterday there was an old sporting 
man. To-day it was an elderly woman. They held me in view all day.” 

"Really, sir, you compliment me. Old Baron Dowson said the night before he 
was hanged that in my case what the law had gained the stage had lost. And now 
you give my little impersonations your kindly praise?” 

“It was you— you yourself?” 

Holmes shrugged his shoulders. “You can see in the comer the parasol which 
you so politely handed to me in the Minories before you began to suspect.” 

“If I had known, you might never — ” 

“Have seen this humble home again. I was well aware of it. We all have neglected 
opportunities to deplore. As it happens, you did not know, so here wc are!” 

The Count's knotted brows gathered more heavily over his menacing eyes. 
“What you say only makes the matter worse. It was not your agents but your 
play-acting, busybody self! You admit that you have dogged me. Why?” 

“Come now, Count. You'uscd to shoot lions in Algeria.” 
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•Wdl?" 

“But why?” 

“Why? TTie sport— the exdtement— the dangerl” 

“And, no doubt, to free the country from a pest?" 

"Exactlyl” 

“My reasons in a nutsheUl" 

The Count sprang to his feet, and his hand Involuntarily moved back to his 
hip-pocket. 

“Sit down, sir, sit downi There was another, more practical, reason. I want that 
yellow diamondl” 

Count Sylvius lay back in his chair with an evil smile. 

“Upon my wordi” said he. 

“You knew that I was after you for that. The real reason why you are here to- 
night is to Snd out how much I know about the matter and how far my removal 
IS absolutely essential. Wdl, I should say that, from your point of view, it is 
absolutely essential, for I know all about it, save only one ^ing, which you are about 
to tell me." 

“Oh, indeed! And pray, what is this missing fact?" 

"Where the Crown diamond now is." 

The Count looked sharply at his companion. “Oh, you want to know that, do 
you? How the devil should I be able to tell you where it is?" 

“You can, and you will." 

“Indeed!" 

“You can't bluff me. Count Sylvius." Holmes's eyes, as he gazed at him, con- 
tracted and lightened until they were like two menacing points of steel. “You are 
absolute plate-glass. I see to the very back of your mind." 

"Then, of course, you see where the diamond is!" 

Holmes clapped his hands with amusement, and then pointed a derisive finger. 
“Then you do know. You have admitted it!" 

"I admit nothing.” 

“Now, Count, if you will be reasonable we can do business. If not, you will get 
hurt.” 

Count Sylvius threw up his eyes to the ceiling. "And you talk about bluff!" 
said he. 

Holmes looked at him thoughtfully like a master chess-player who meditates 
his crowning move. Then he threw open the table drawer and drew out a squat 
notebook. 

“Do you know what I keep in this book?” 

“No, sir, I do not!” 

“You!" 

“Me!” 

"Yes, sir, you/ You are all here-every action of your vile and dangerous life." 

“Damn you. Holmes!" cried the Count with blazing eyes. "There are limits to 
my patience!” 

“It's all here. Count. 'The real facts as to the death of old Mrs. Harold, who 
left you the Blymer estate, which you so rapidly gambled away.” 

“You are dreaming!” 

“And the complete life history of Miss Minnie Warrender.” 

“Tut! You will make nothing of that!” 
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*nent)r more here, Count. Here is the robbery in the train deluxe to the Rivieia 
on February 13, 189a. Here is the forged check in the tame year on the Crddit 
Lyoniuis.’' ^ 

“No; you're wrong there.” 

“Then I am tight on the othersi Now, Count, you are a card-player. When the 
other fellow has all the trumps, it saves time to throw down your hand.” 

“What has all this talk to do with (he jewd of which you spoke?” 

“Gendy, Count. Restrain that eager mindl Let me ^ to the points in my own 
humdrum fashion. I have all this against you; but, above all, I have a clear case 
agaiiut both you and your hghbng bully in the case of the Crown diamond.” 

“Indeedl” 

“I have the cabman who took you to Whitehall and the cabman who brought 
you away. I have the commissionaire who saw you near the case. I have Ikey 
Sanders, who refused to cut it up for you. Ikey has peached, and the game is up.” 

The veins stood out on the Count’s forehead. His dark, hairy hands were 
clenched in a convulsion of restrained emotioif^ He tried to speak, but the words 
would not shape themselves. 

"That’s the hand I play from,” said Holmes. “I put it all upon the table. But 
one card is missing. It’s the king of diamonds. I don’t know where the stone is." 

“You never shaU know.” 

“No? Now, be reasonable. Count. Consider the situation. You are going to be 
locked up for twenty years. So is Sam Merton. What good are you going to get 
out of your diamond? None in the world. But if you hand it over— well, I’ll com- 
pound a felony. We don’t want you or Sam. We want the stone. Give that up, 
and so far as I am concerned you can go free so long as you behave yourself in 
the future. If you make another slip-wdl, it will be the last. But this time my 
commission is to get the stone, not you." 

"But if I refuse?” 

"Why, then— alasi— it must be'^you and not the stone.” 

Billy had appeared in answer to a ring. 

I think. Count, that it would be as well to have your friend Sam at this con- 
ference. After all, his interests should be represented. Billy, you will sec a large 
and ugly gentleman outside the front door. Ask him to come up." 

“If he won’t come, sir?” 

“No violence, Billy. Don’t be rough with him. If you tell him that Count Sylvius 
wants him he will certainly come." 

^What are you going to do now?” asked the Count as Billy disappeared. 

“My friend Watson was with me just now. I told him that I had a shark and 
a gudgeon in my net; now I am drawing the net and up they come together.” 

The Count had risen from his chair, and his hand was behind his back. Holmes 
held something half protruding from the pocket of his dressing-gown. 

“You won’t die in your bed. Holmes.” 

“I have often had the same idea. Does it matter very much? After all. Count, 
your own exit is more likdy to be perpendicular than horizontal. But these antici- 
pations of the future are morbid. Why not give ourselves up to the unrestrained 
enjoyment of the present?” 

A sudden wild-beast light sprang up in the dark, menacing eyes of the master 
criminal. Holmes’s fi^re seemed to grow taller as he grew tense and ready. 

“It is no use your fingering your revolver, my friend,” he said in a quiet voice. 
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“Yon know perfectly wdl that you dare not use it, even if I gave you time to draw 
it. Nasty, noisy things, revolvers, Count. Better stick to air-guns. Aht I think I 
hear the fairy footstep of your estimable partner. Good day, Mr. Merton. Rather 
doll in the street, is it not?” 

The prize-fighter, a heavily built young man witii a stupid, obstinate, slab-sided 
face, stood awkwardly at the door, looking about him with a puzzled expression. 
Holmes’s debonair manner was a new experience, and though he vaguely felt Aat 
it was hostile, he did not know how to counter it. He turned to his mote astute 
comrade for help. 

"What’s tfie game now. Count? What’s this fellow want? What’s up?” His voice 
was deep and raucous. 

The Count shrugged his shoulders, and it was Holmes who answered. 

"If 1 may put it in a nutshell, Mr. Merton, 1 should say it was dU up.” 

Tlie boxer still addressed his remarks to his associate. 

"Is this cove trying to be funny, or what? I’m not in the funny mood mysdf.” 

"No, I expect not,” said Holmes. “I think I can promise you that you will feel 
even less humorous as the evening advances. Now, look here, Count Sylvius. I’m 
a busy man and I can’t waste time. I’m going into Ibat bedroom. Pray make your- 
selves quite at home m my absence. You can explain to your friend how the matter 
lies without the restraint of my presence. I shall try over the Hoffman ’Barcarole’ 
upon my violin. In five minutes I shall return for your final answer. You quite 
grasp the alternative, do you not? Shall we take you, or shall we have the stone?” 

Holmes withdrew, picking up his violin from the comer as he passed. A few 
moments later the long-drawn, wailing notes of that most haunting of tunes came 
faintly through the closed door of the bedroom. 

“What is it, then?” asked Merton anxiously as his companion turned to him. 
“Does he know about the stone?” 

“He knows a damned sight too much about it. I’m not sure that he doesn't 
know all about it.” 

“Good Lord!” The boxer's sallow face turned a shade whiter. 

“Ikey Sanders has split on 'is.” 

“He has, has he? I’ll do him down a thick ’un for that if 1 swing for it.” 

“That won’t help us much. We’ve got to make up our minds what to do.” 

"Half a mo’,” said the boxer, lookii g suspiciously at the bedroom door. "He’s 
a leary cove that wants watching. I suppose he’s not listening?” 

“How can he be listening with that music going?" 

“That’s right. Maybe somebody’s behind a curtain. Too many curtains in this 
room.” As he looked round he suddenly saw for the first time the effigy in the 
window, and stood staring and pointing, too amazed for words. 

“Tut! it’s only a dummy,” said the Count. 

“A fake, is it? Well, strike me! Madame Tussaud ain’t in it. It’s the living spit 
of him, gown and all. But them curtains. Count!" 

“Oh, confound the curtains! We are wasting our time, and there is none too 
much. He can lag us over this stone." 

"’The deuce he can!” 

“But he’ll let us slip if we only tell him where the swag is." 

“What! Give it up? Give up a hundred thousand quid?" 

“It’s one or the other." 

Merton scratched his short<ropp«rf pate. 
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*He’s alone in dieie. Let’s do him in. If bis light were out we dionld have 
nothing to feat.” 

The Count shook his head. 

”He is aimed and ready. If we shot him we could hardly get away in a place 
like this. Besides, it’s likely enough that the police know whatever evidence he 
has got. HaUol \\liat was that?” 

There was a vague sound which seemed to come from the window. Both men 
sprang round, but all was quiet. Save for the one strange figure seated in the chair, 
tile room was certainly empty. 

”Something in the street,” said Merton. “Now look here, guv’nor, you’ve got the 
brains. Surely you can think a way out of it. If slugging is no use then it’s up to 
you.” 

“I’ve fooled better men than he,” the Count answered. “The stone is here in 
my seaet pocket. I take no chances leaving it about. It can be out of England 
to-night and cut into four pieces in Amsterdam before Sunday. He knows nothing 
of Van Seddar." 

“I thought Van Seddar was going next week.” 

“He was. But now he must get ofi by the next boat. One or other of us must slip 
round with the stone to Lime Street and tell him.” 

“But the false bottom ain’t ready.” 

"Well, be must take it as it is and chance it. There’s not a moment to lose.” 
Again, with the sense of danger which becomes an instinct with the sportsman, 
he paused and looked hard at the window. Yes, it was surely from the street that 
the faint sound had come. 

“As to Holmes,” he continued, “we can fool him easily enough. You see, the 
damned fool won’t arrest us if he can get the stone. Well, we’ll promise him the 
stone. We’ll put him on the wrong track about it, and before he finds that it is 
the wrong track it will be in Holland and we out of the country." 

“That sounds good to mel” cried Sam Merton with a gnn. 

“You go on and tell the Dutchman to get a move on him. I’ll see this sucker 
and fill him up with a bogus confession. I’ll tell him that the stone is in Liverpool. 
Confound that whining music; it gets on my nerves! By the time he finds it isn’t 
in Liverpool it will be in quarters and we on the blue water. Come back here, out 
of a line with that keyhole. Here is the stone.” 

“I wonder you dare carry it.” 

“Where could I have it safer? If we could take it out of Whitehall someone 
else could surely take it out of my lodgings.” 

“Let’s have a look at it." 

Count Sylvius cast a somewhat unflattering glance at his associate and dis- 
regarded the unwashed hand which was extended towards him. 

“What— d’ye think I'm going to snatch it off you? See here, mister. I’m getting 
a bit tired of your ways.” 

“Well, well, no offence, Sam. We can’t afford to quarrel. Come over to the 
window if you want to see the beauty properly. Now bold it to the light! Here!" 

‘Thank you!” 

With a single spring Holmes had leaped from the dummy’s chair and had 
grasped the precious jewel. He held it now in one hand, while his other pointed a 
revolver at the Count’s head. The two villains staggered back in utter amazement 
Before they had recovered Holmes had pressed tiie electric bell. 
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“No violence, gentlemen— no violence, I beg of you! Consider the fumiturel 
It must be very clear to you that your position is an impossible one- The police 
are waiting below.” 

The Count's bewilderment overmastered his rage and fear. 

“But how the deuce — ?” he gasped. 

“Your surprise is very natural. You are not aware that a second door from my 
bedroom leads behind that curtain. I fancied that you must have heard me when 
I displaced the figure, but luck was on my side. It gave me a chance of listening 
to your racy conversation which would have been painfully constrained had you 
been aware of my presence.” 

The Count gave a gesture of resignation. 

“We give you best, Holmes. I believe you are the devil himself.” 

“Not far from him, at any rate,” Holmes answered with a polite sml^c. 

Sam Merton's slow intellect had only gradually appreciated the situation. Now, 
as the sound of heavy steps came from the stairs outside, he broke silence at last. 

“A fair cop!” said he. “But, I say, what about that bloomin' fiddle! I hear it yet.” 

“Tut, tut!" Holmes answered. “You are perfectly right. Let it play! These mod- 
em gramophones are a remarkable invention.” 

There was an inmsh of police, the handcuffs clicked and the criminals were led 
to the waiting cab. Watson lingered with Holmes, congratulating him upon this 
fresh leaf added to his laurels. Once more their conversation was mterrupted by 
the imperturbable Billy with his card-tray. 

“Lord Cantlemcre, sir.” 

"Show him up, Billy, This is the eminent peer who represents the very highest 
interests,” said Holmes. “He is an excellent and loyal person, but rather of the old 
regime. Shall we make him unbend? Dare we venture upon a slight liberty? He 
knows, we may conjecture, nothing of what has occuned.” 

The door opened to admit a thin, austere figure with a hatchet face and drooping 
mid-Victorian whiskers of a glossy blackness which hardly corresponded with the 
rounded shoulders and fee^'c gs^t. Holmes advanced affably, and shook an un- 
responsive hand. 

“How do you do, Lord Cantlernere? It is chilly for the time of year, but rather 
warm indoors. May I take your overco.;t?'' 

“No, I thank you; I will not take it s>ff.'' 

Holmes laid his hand insistently upon the sleeve. 

“Pray allow me! My friend Dr, Watson would assure you that these changes of 
temperature are most insidious.” 

His Lordship shook himself free with some impatience. 

“I am quite comfortable, sir. I have no need to stay. I have simply looked in to 
know how your self-appointed task was progressing.” 

“It is difficult-very difficult.” 

“I feared that you would find it so.” 

There was a distinct sneer in the old courtier's words and manner. 

“Every man finds his limitations, Mr. Holmes, but at least it cures us of the 
weakness of self-satisfaction,” 

“Yes, sir, I have been much perplexed.” 

“No doubt.” 

“Especially upon one point. Possibly you could help me upon if?” 
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“You apply for my advice rather late in the day, I thought that you had your 
own all-sufficient methods. Still, I am ready to help you " 

“You see. Lord Cantlemeie, we can no doubt fr^e a case against the actual 
thieves." 

“When you have caught them.” 

“Exactly. But the question is— how shall we proceed against the receiver?" 

“Is this not rather premature?" 

“It is as well to have our plans ready. Now, what would you regard as final 
evidence against the receiver?^ 

“The actual possession of the stone." 

“You would arrest him upon that?” 

“Most undoubtedly.” 

Holmes seldom laughed, but he got as near it as his old friend Watson could 
remember. 

“In that case, my dear sir, I shall be under the painful necessity of advising 
your anest." 

Lord Cantlemere was very angry. Some of the ancient fires flickered up into 
his sallow cheeks. 

“You take a great liberty, Mr. Holmes. In fifty years of official life I cannot 
recall such a case. 1 am a busy man, sir, engaged upon important affairs, and I have 
no time or taste for foolish jokes. I may tell you frankly, sir, that I have never 
been a believer in your powers, and that I have always been of the opinion that 
the matter was far safer in the hands of the regular police force. Your conduct 
confirms all my conclusions. I have the honour, sir, to wish you good-evening " 

Holmes had swiftly changed his position and was between the peer and the door. 

“One moment, sir,” said he. “To actually go off with the Mazarin stone would 
be a more serious offence than |o. be found in temporary possession of it.” 

“Sir, this is intolerable! Let me pass." 

“Put your hand in the right'hand pocket of your overcoat." 

“What do you mean, sir?” 

“Come— come, do what I ask.” 

An instant later the amazed peer was standing, blinking and stammering, with 
the great yellow stone on his shaking palm. 

“Whati What! How is this, Mr. Holmes?” 

Too bad, Lord Cantlemere, too bad!” cried Holmes. “My old friend here will 
tell you that I have an impish habit of practical joking. Also that I can never 
resist a dramatic situation. I took the liberty— the very great liberty, I admit— of 
putting the stone into your pocket at the beginning of our interview.” 

TTie old peer stared from the stone to the smiling face before him. 

Sir, I am bewildered. But— yes— it is indeed the Mazarin stone. We are gr ea tly 
your debtors, Mr. Holmes. Your sense of humour may, as you admit, be somewhat 
perverted, and its exhibition remarkably untimely, but at least I withdraw any 
reflection I have made upon your amazing professional powers. But how — ” 

“The case is but half finished; the details can wait. No doubt. Lord Cantlemere, 
your pleasure in telling of this successful result in the exalted circle to which you 
return will be some small atonement for my practical joke. Billy, you will show 
his Lordship out, and tell JMrs. Hudson that I should be glad if she would send up 
dinner for two as soon as possible.” 
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THE ADVENTURE OF THE THREE GABLES 


I don’t think that any of my adventures with Mr. Sherlock Holmes opened quite 
so abruptly, or so dramatically, as that which I associate with "ITic Three Gables. 
I had not seen Holmes for some days and had no idea of the new channel into 
which his activities had been directed. He was in a chatty mood that mcining, 
however, and had just settled me into the well-worn low armchair on one side of 
the fire, while he had curled down with his pipe in his mouth upon the opposite 
chair, when our visitor arrived. If I had said that a mad bull had arrived it would 
give a clearer impression of what occurred. 

The door had flown open and a huge negro had burst into the room. He would 
have been a comic figure if he had not been terrific, for he was dressed in a very 
loud gray check suit with a flowing salmon-coloured tic. His broad face and flat- 
tened nose were thrust forward, as his sullen dark eyes, with a smouldering gleam 
of malice in them, turned from one of us to the other. 

"Which of you genTmen is Masser Holmes?" he asked. 

Holmes raised his pipe with a languid smile. ^ 

“OhI it's you, is it?” said our visitor, coming with an unpleasant, stealthy step 
round the angle of the table. "Sec here, Masser Holmes, you keep your hands out 
of other folks' business. Leave folks to manage their own affairs. Got that, Masser 
Holmes?” 

“Keep on talking,” said Holmes. “It's fine." 

“Oh! it’s fine, is it?” growled the savage. “It won’t be so damn fine if I have to 
trim you up a bit. I’ve handled your kind before now, and they didn’t look fine 
when I was through with them. Look at that, Masser Holmes!’’ 

He swung a huge knotted lump of a fist under my friend’s nose. Holmes ex- 
amined it closely with an air of great interest. “Were you born so?" he asked. "Or 
did it come by degrees?” 

It may have been the icy coolness of my friend, or it may have been the slight 
clatter which I made as I picked up the poker. In any case, our visitor’s manner 
became less flamboyant. 

‘Well, I’ve given you fair warnin’,” said he. “I’ve a friend that’s interested out 
Harrow way— you know what I’m meaning— and he don’t intend to have no buttin’ 
in by you. Got that? You ain’t the law, and I ain’t the law either, and if you come 
in I’ll be on hand also. Don’t you forget it.” 

“I’ve wanted to meet you for some time,” said Holmes. “I won’t ask you to sit 
down, for I don’t hke the smell of you but aren’t you Steve Dixie, the bruiser?" 

“That’s my name, Masser Holmes, and you’ll get put through it for sure if you 
give me any lip.” 

"It is certainly the last thing you need,” said Holmes, staring at our visitor’s hid- 
eous mouth. "But it was the killing of young Perkins outside the Holbom Bar — 
What! you’re not going?" 

'The negro had sprung back, and his face was leaden. “I won’t listen to no such 
talk,” said he. “What have I to do with this 'ere Perkins, Masser Holmes? I was 
trainin’ at the Bull Ring in Birmingham when this boy done gone get into trouble.” 
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“Yes, youTl tell the magistrate about it, Steve," said Holmes. ^Ve been watching 
you and Barney Stockdale — ” 

“So help me the LordI Masser Holmes — ” 

“That's enough. Get out of it. Til pick you up when I want you." 

“Good-momin\ Masser Holmes. 1 hope there ain't no hard feehn's about this 
*ere visit?” 

“There will be unless you tell me who sent you.” 

“Why, there ain't no secret about that, Masser Holmes. It was that same gen'l'- 
man that you have just done gone mention.” 

“And who set him on to it?” 

“S'elp me. I don't know, Masser Holmes. He just say, ‘Steve, you go see Mr. 
Holmes, and tell him his life ain't safe if he go down Harrow way.' That's the 
whole truth.” Without waiting for any further questioning, our visitor bolted out 
of the room almost as precipitately as he had entered. Holmes knocked out the 
ashes of his pipe with a quiet chuckle. 

“I am glad you were not forced to break his woolly head, Watson. I observed 
your manoeuvres with the poker. But he is really rather a harmless fellow, a great 
muscular, foolish, blustering baby, and easily cowed, as you have seen He is one of 
the Spencer John gang and has taken part in some dirty work of late which I may 
clear up when I have hme. His immediate principal, Barney, is a more astute 
person. They specialize in assaults, mtimidabon, and the like. WTiat I want to 
know IS, who is at the back of them on this particular occasion?" 

“But why do they want to intimidate you?” 

“It is this Harrow Weald case. It decides me to look into the matter, for if it 
IS worth anyone’s while to take so much trouble, there must be something in k ” 

“But what IS it?” 

“I was going to tell you when we had this comic interlude. Here is Mrs. 
Maberlcy's note. If you care to'come with me we will wire her and go out at onct.” 

Dear Mr. Sherlock Holmes [I read]: 

I have had a succession of strange incidents occur to me in connection 
with this house, and I should much value your advice. You would find me 
at home any bme to-morrow. The house is within a short walk of the Weald 
Stabon. I believe that my late husband, Mortimer Maberley, was one of 
your early clients 

Yours faithfully, 

Mary Maberley. 

The address was “The Three Gables, Harrow Weald.” 

“So that's thatl” said Holmes. “And now, if you can spare the time, Watson, 
we will get upon our way.” 

A short railway journey, and a shorter drive, brought us to the house, a back 
and timber villa, standing in its own acre of undeveloped grassland. Three small 
projections above the upper windows made a feeble attempt to justify its name. 
Behind was a grove of melancholy, half-grown pines, and the whole aspect of the 
place was poor and depressing. None the less, we found the house to be well 
furnished, and the lady who received us was a most engaging elderly person, who 
bore every mark of refinement and culture. 

“I lemember your husband well, madam,” said Holmes, “though it is some yearj 
since he used my services in some trifling matter.” 
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“probably you would be more familiar with the name of my son Douglas.’^ 

Holmes looked at her with great interest. 

“Dear mel Are you the mother of Douglas Maberley? I knew him slightly. But 
of course all London knew him. What a magnificent creature he was I Where is 
he now?” 

“Dead, Mr. Holmes, deadi He was attach^ at Rome, and he died there of 
pneumonia last month.” 

“I am sorry. One could not connect death with such a man. I have never known 
anyone so vitally alive. He lived intensely-every fibre of him!” 

"Too intensely, Mr. Holmes. That was the ruin of him. You remember ijm as 
he was— debonair and splendid. You did not see the moody, morose, brooding 
creature into which he developed. His heart was broken. In a single month 1 
seemed to see my gallant boy turn into a worn-out cynical man.” 

"A love aflPair— a woman?” 

"Or a fiend. Well, it was not to talk of my poor lad that I asked you to come, 
Mr. Holmes.” 

"Dr. Watson and 1 are at your service.” 

"There have been some very strange happenings. I have b-^'en in this house more 
than a year now, and as I wished to lead a retired lite 1 have seen little of my 
neighbours. Three days ago 1 had a call from a man who said that he was a house 
agent. He said that this house would exactly suit a client of his, and that if I would 
part with it money would be no object. It seemed to me very strange as there are 
several empty houses on the market which appear to be equally eligible, but nat- 
urally I was interested m what he said. I therefoie named a price which was five 
hundred pounds more than I gave. He at once closed with tlie offer, but added 
that his client desired to buy the furniture as well and would I put a price upon it. 
Some of this furniture is from my old home, and it is, as you see, very good, so that 
I named a good round sum. To this also he at once agreed. 1 had always wanted to 
travel, and the bargain was so good a one that it really .seemed that I should be my 
own mistress for the rest of my life. 

"Yesterday the man arrived with the agreement all drawn out. Luckily I showed 
it to Mr. Sutro, iny lawyer, wno lives in Harrow. He said to me, “'rhis is a very 
strange document. Are you aware that if you sign it you could not legally take 
anything out of the house- not even you own private possessions?' When the man 
came again in the evening I pointed thi' out, and I said that I meant only to sell 
the furniture. 

" ‘No, no, everything,' said he. 

" ‘But my clothes? My jewels?' 

"‘Well, well, some concession might be made for your personal effects But 
nothing shall go out of the house unchecked. My client is a very liberal man, but 
he has his fads and his own way of doing things. It is everything or nothing with 
him.' 

" Then it must be nothing,’ said I. And there the matter was left, but the whole 
thing seemed to me to be so unusual that I thought — ” 

Here we had a very extraordinary interruption. 

Holmes raised his hand for silence. Then he strode across the room, flung open 
the door, and dragged in a great gaunt woman whom he had seized by the shoulder. 
She entered with ungainly struggle like some huge awkward chicken, torn, squawk- 
ing, out of its coop. 
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•"Leave me alonel What are you a-dom' of?” she screeched. 

"Why, Susan, what is this?” 

"Well, ma'am, I was comm' in to ask if the visitors was stayin’ for lunch when 
this man )umped out at me ” 

"I have been listening to her for the last five minutes, but did not wish to 
interrupt your most interesting narrative Just a little wheezy, Susan, are you not? 
You breathe too heavily for that kind of work ” 

Susan turned a sulky but amazed face upon her captor "Who be you, anyhow, 
and what right have you a-pullm’ me about like this?” 

"It was merely that I wished to ask a question in your presence. Did you, Mrs 
Maberley, mention to anyone that you were going to write to me and consult me?” 
"No, Mr Holmes, I did not ” 

"Who posted your letter?” 

"Susan did ” 

"Exactly Now, Susan, to whom was it that you wrote or sent a message to say 
that your mistress was asking advice from me?” 

“It's a he I sent no message ” 

"Now, Susan, wheezy people may not live long, you know It’s a wicked thing 
to tell fibs Whom did you tell?” 

"Susan I” cried her mistress, "I believe you are a bad, treacherous woman I 
remember now that I saw you speaking to someone over the hedge ” 

'That was my own business,” said the woman sullenly 

"Suppose I tell you that it was Barney Stockdale to whom you spoke?” said 
Holmes 

"Well, if you know, what do you want to ask for?” 

"I was not sure, but I know now Well now, Susan, it will be worth ten pounds 
to you if you will tell me who is at the back of Barney ” 

“Someone that could lay down a thousand pounds for every ten you have in the 
world.” 

"So, a nch man? No, you smiled— a rich woman. Now wt have got so far, you 
may as well give the name and earn the tenner ” 

"ril see you in hell first ” 

"Oh, Susan! Language!” 

"I am clearing out of here I've had enough of you all I’ll send for my box 
to-morrow ” She flounced for the door 

"Good-bye, Susan Paregoric is the stuff , . Now,” he continued, turning 
suddenly from lively to severe when the door had closed behind the flushed and 
angry woman, "this gang means business Look how close they play the game Your 
letter to me had the lo p.m. postmark And yet Susan passes the word to Barney. 
Barney has time to go to his employer and get instructions, he or she— I incline to 
the latter from Susan’s gnn when she thought I had blundered— forms a plan. 
Black Steve is called in, and I am warned off by eleven o’clock next morning. 
That’s quick work, you know.” 

"But what do they want?” 

"Yes, that’s the question. Who had the house before you?” 

"A rebred sea captain called Ferguson.” 

“Anything remarkable about him?” 

"Not that ever I heard of ” 

"I was wondenng whether he could have buned something. Of course, when 
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people bury treasure nowadays they do it in the Post-Office bank. But there are 
always some lunatics about. It would be a dull world without them. At first I 
thought of some buried valuable. But why, in that case, should they want your 
furniture? You don’t happen to have a Raphael or a first folio Shakespeare without 
knowing it?” 

"No, I don’t think I have anything rarer than a Crown Derby tea-set.” 

"That would hardly justify all this mystery. Besides, why should they not openly 
state what they want? If they covet your tea-set, they can surely offer a price for it 
without buying you out, lock, stock, and barrel. No, as I read it, there is something 
which you do not know that you have, and which you would not give up if you 
did know.” 

"That is how I read it,” said I. 

"Dr. Watson agrees, so that settles it.” 

“Well, Mr. Holmes, what can it be?” 

"Let us see whether by this purely mental analysis we can get it to a finer point. 
You have been in this house a year." 

"Nearly two.” 

“All the better. During this long period no one wants anything from you. Now 
suddenly within three or four days you have urgent demands. What would you 
gather from that?” 

"It can only mean,” said I, “that the object, whatever it may be, has only just 
come into the house.” 

“Settled once again," said Holmes. "Now, Mrs. Maberley, has any object just 
arrived?” 

"No, I have bought nothing new this year." 

“Indeed! That is very remarkable. Well, 1 think we had best let matten develop 
a little further until we have clearer data. Is that lawyer of yours a capable man?” 

“Mr. Sutro is most capable.” 

“Have you another maid, or was the fair Susan, who has just banged your front 
door, alone?” 

“I have a young girl.” 

“Try and get Sutro to spend a night or two in the house. You might possibly 
want protection.” 

“Against whom?” 

knows? The matter is certainly obscure. If I can’t find what they are 
after, I must approach the matter from the other end and try to get at the princi- 
pal. Did this house-agent man give any address?” 

“Simply his card and occupation. Haines-Johnson, Auctioneer and Valuer.” 

“I don’t think we shall find him in the directory. Honest business men don’t 
conceal their place of business. Well, you will let me know any fresh develop- 
ment. I have taken up your case, and you may rely upon it that 1 shall see it 
through.” 

As we passed through the hall Holmes’s eyes, which missed nothing, lighted 
upon several trunks and cases which were piled in a corner. The labels shone out 
upon them. 

" ‘Milano.’ ‘Lucerne.’ These arc from Italy.” 

"They arc poor Douglas’s things.” 

"You have not unpacked them? How long have you had them?” 

"They arrived last week.” 



“But you said— why, surely this might be the missing link. How do we know that 
there is not something of value there?" 

“There could not possibly be, Mr. Holmes. Poor Douglas had only his pay and a 
small annuity. What could he have of value?” 

Holmes was lost in thought. 

“Delay no longer, Mrs. Maberley," he said at last. “Have these things taken up- 
stairs to your bedroom. Examine them as soon as possible and see what they con- 
tain. I will come to-monow and hear your report." 

It was quite evident that The Three Cables was under very close surveillance, 
for as we came round the high hedge at the end of the lane there was the negro 
prize-fighter standing in the shadow. We came on him quite suddenly, and a grim 
and menacing figure he looked in that lonely place. Holmes clapped his hand to 
his pocket. 

"Lookin’ for your gun, Masser Holmes?" 

“No, for my scent-bottle, Steve.” 

"You are funny, Masser Holmes, ain’t you?" 

“It won't be funny for you, Steve, if I get after you. I gave you fair warning this 
morning.” 

“Well, Masser Holmes, I done gone think over what you said, and I don’t want 
no more talk about that affair of Masser Perkins. S’pose I can help you, Masser 
Holmes, I will." 

"Well, then, tell me who is behind you on this job.” 

“So help me the LordI Masser Holmes, I told you the truth before. I don’t 
know. My boss Barney gives me orders and that’s all." 

“Well, just bear in mind, Steve, that the lady in that house, and everything 
under that roof, is under my protection. Don’t forget it." 

"All right, Masser Holmes. I’ll remember." 

“I’ve got him thoroughly frightened for his own skin, Watson,” Holmes re- 
marked as we walked on. “1 think he would double<ross his employer if he knew 
who he was. It was lucky 1 had some knowledge of the Spencer John crowd, and 
that Steve was one of them. Now, Watson, this is a case for Langdale Pike, and I 
am going to see him now. When I get back I may be clearer in the matter." 

I saw no more of Holmes during the day, but I could well imagine how he spent 
it, for Langdale Pike was his human book of reference upon all matters of social 
scandal. This strange, languid creature spent his waking hours in the bow window 
of a St. James’s Street club and was the receiving-station as well as the transmitter 
for all the gossip of the metropolis. He made, it was said, a four-figure income 
by the paragraphs which he contributed every week to the garbage papers which 
cater to an inquisitive public. If ever, hr down in the turbid depths of London 
life, there was some strange swirl or eddy, it was marked with automatic exactness 
by this human dial upon the surface. Holmes discreetly helped Langdale to knowl- 
edge, and on occasion was helped in turn. 

Whoi I met my friend in his room early next morning, I was conscious from his 
bearing that all was well, but none the less a most unpleasant surprise was awaiting 
us. It took the shape of the following telegram: 

Please come out at once. Client’s house burgled in the night Police in 
possession. 
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Holmes whistled. *T!>e drama has come to a crisis, and quicker than I had ex- 
pected. There is a great driving-power at the back of this business, Watson, which 
does not surprise me after what I have heard. This Sutro, of course, is her lawyer. 
I made a mistake, I fear, in not asking you to spend the night on guard. This 
fellow has clearly proved a broken reed. Well, there is nothing for it but another 
journey to Harrow Weald.” 

We found The Three Gables a very different establishment to the orderly house- 
hold of the previous day. A small group of idlers had assembled at the garden gate, 
while a couple of constables were examining the windows and the geranium beds. 
Within we met a gray old gentleman, who introduced himself as the lawyer, to- 
gether with a bustling, rubicund inspector, who greeted Holmes as an old friend. 

“Well, Mr. Holmes, no chance for you in this case, Tm afraid. Just a common, 
ordinary burglary, and well within the capacity of the poor old police. No experts 
need apply.” 

“I am sure the case is in very good hands,” said Holmes. “Merely a common 
burglary, you say?” 

“Quite so. We know pretty well who the men are and where to find them. It is 
that gang of Barney Stockdale, with the big nigger in it-they*ve been seen about 
here.” 

‘"Excellent! What did they get?” 

“Well, they don't seem to have got much. Mrs, Maberley was chloroformed and 
the house was — Ah! here is the lady herself.” 

Our friend of yesterday, looking very pale and ill, had entered the room, lean- 
ing upon a little maidservant. 

“You gave rne good advice, Mr. Holmes,” said she, smiling ruefully. “Alas, I 
did not take it! I did not wish to trouble Mr. Sutro, and so I was unprotected,” 

“I only heard of it this morning,” the lawyer explained. 

“Mr. Holmes advised me to have some friend in the house. I neglected his ad- 
vice. and I have paid for it.” 

“You look wretchedly ill,” said Holmes. “Perhaps you are hardly equal to telling 
me what occurred.” 

“It is all here,” said the inspector, tapping a bulky notebook. 

“Still, if the lady is not too exhausted — ” 

“There is really so little to tell. I have no doubt that wicked Susan had planned 
an entrance for them. They must have known the house to inch. I was con- 
scious for a moment ot the chloroform rag which was thrust over 'my mouth, but 
I have no notion how long I may have been senseless. When I woke, one man 
was at the bedside and another was rising with a bundle in his hand from among 
my son's baggage, which was partially opened and littered over the floor. Before 
he could get away I sprang up and seized him.” 

“You took a big risk,” said the inspector. 

“1 clung to him, but he shook me off, and the other may have struck me, for I 
can remember no more. Mary the maid heard the noise and began screaming out 
of the window. That brought the police, but the rascals had got away.” 

“What did they take?” 

“Well, ! don't think there is anything of value missing. I am sure there was 
nothing in my son's trunks.” 

“Did the men leave no clue?” 

“There was one sheet of paper which I may have tom from the man that I 
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grasped. It was lying all crumpled on the floor. It is in my son's handwriting.'' 

“Which means that it is not of much use,” said the inspector. “Now if it had been 
in the burglar's — ” 

“Exactly,” said Holmes. “What rugged common sensei None the less, I should 
be curious to see it.” 

The inspector drew a folded sheet of foolscap from his pocketbook. 

“I never pass anything, however trifling,” said he with some pomposity. “That 
is my advice to you, Mr. Holmes, In twenty-five years' experience I have learned 
my lesson. There is always the chance of finger-marks or something " 

Holmes inspected the sheet of paper. 

“What do you make of it, Inspector?” 

“Seems to bt the end of some queer novel, so far as I can see ” 

“It may certainly prove to be the end of a queer tale,” said Holmes “You have 
noticed the number on the top of the page It is two hundred and forty-five. Where 
are the odd two hundred and forty-four pages?” 

“Well, I suppose the burglars got those. Much good may it do them!” 

“It seems a queer thing to break into a house m order to steal such papers as 
that. Does it suggest anything to you. Inspector?” 

“Yes, sir, it suggests that in their hurry the nscals just grabbed at what came 
first to hand. I wish them joy of what they got ' 

“Why should they go to my son's things?” asked Mrs. Maberley. 

“Well, they found nothing valuable downstairs, so they tned their luck upstaiis. 
That IS how I read it. What do you make of it, Mr. Holmes?” 

“I must think it over. Inspector. Come to the window, Warson.” Then, as we 
stood together, he read over the fragment of paper. It began m the middle of a 
sentence and ran like this* 

“. . . face bled considerably from the cuts and blows, but it was nothing 
to the bleeding of his heart as he saw that lovely face, the face for which 
he had been prepared to'^sacnfice his very life, looking out at his agony and 
humiliation. She smiled-yes, by HeavenI she smiled, like the heartless fiend 
she was, as he looked up at her. It was at that moment that love died and 
hate was bom. Man must live for something. If it is not for your embrace, 
my lady, then it shall surely be for your undoing and my complete revenge.” 

“Queer grammarl” said Holmes with a smile as he banded the paper back to the 
inspector. “Did you notice how the 'he' suddenly changed to 'my'? The wnter was 
so carried away by his own story that he imaging himself at the supreme moment 
to be the hero,” 

“It seemed mighty poor stuff,” said the inspector as he replaced it in his book. 
"What! are you off, Mr. Holmes?” 

“I don't think there is anything more for me to do now that the case is in such 
capable hands. By the way, Mrs. Maberley, did you say you wished to travel?” 

“It has always been my dream, Mr. Holmes.” 

“Where would you like to go-Cairo, Madeira, the Riviera?” 

“Oh, if I had the money I would go round the world.” 

“Quite so. Round the world. Well, good-moming. I may drop you a line in the 
evening.” As we passed the window I caught a glimpse of the inspector's smile 
and shake of the head. “These dever fellows have always a touch of madneai.” 
That was what I read in the inspector's smile. 
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“Now, Watson, we are at the last lap of our little journey," said Holmes when 
we were back in the roar of central London once more. "I think we had best clear 
the matter up at once, and it would be well that you should come with me, for it 
is safer to have a witness when you are dealing with such a lady as Isadora Klein.” 

We had taken a cab and were speeding to some address in Grosvcnor Square. 
Holmes had been sunk in thought, but he roused himself suddenly. 

“By the way, Watson, 1 suppose you see it all clearly?” 

“No, I can't say that I do. I only gather that we are going to see the lady who is 
behind all this mischief.” 

“Exactly! But does the name Isadora Klein convey nothing to you? She was, of 
course, the celebrated beauty. There was never a woman to touch her. She is pure 
Spanish, the real blood of the masterful Conquistadors, and her people have been 
leaders in Pernambuco for geneialions. She married the aged German sugar king, 
Klein, and presently found herself the richest as well as the most lovely widow 
upon earth. Then there was an interval of adventure when she pleased her own 
tastes. She had several lovers, and Douglas Maberley, one of the most striking men 
in London, was one of them. It was by all accounts more than an adventure with 
him. He was not a society butterfly but a strong, proud man who gave and ex- 
pected all. But she is the *belle dame sans tnerci* of fiction. When her caprice is 
satisfied the matter is ended, and if the other party in the matter can't take her 
word for it she knows how to bring it home to him.” 

“Then that was his own story — ” 

“Ah! you are piecing it together now. I hear that she is about to marry the 
young Duke of L.omond, who might almost be her son. His Grace's ma might 
overlook the age, but a big scandal would be a different matter, so it is impera- 
tive — Ah! here we are.” 

It was one of the finest corner-houses of the West End. A machine-like footman 
took up our cards and returned with word that the lady was not at home. “Then wc 
shall wait until she is,” said Holmes cheerfully. 

The machine broke down, 

“Not at home means not at home to you,” said the footman. 

“Good,” Holmes answered. '^That means that we shall not have to wait. Kindly 
give this note to your mistress.” 

He scribbled three or four words upon a sheet of his notebook, folded it, and 
handed it to the man. 

“What did you say, Holmes?” I asked. 

“I simply wrote: ‘Shall it be the police, then?' I think that should pass us in.” 

It did— with amazing celerity. A minute later we were in an Arabian Nights 
drawing-room, vast and wonderful, in a half gloom, picked out with an occasional 
pink electric light. The lady had come, I felt, to that time of life when even the 
proudest beauty finds the half light more welcome. She rose from a settee as we 
entered: tall, queenly, a perfect figure, a lovely mask-like face, with two wonderful 
Spanish eyes which look^ murder at us both. 

“What is this intnision-and this insulting message?” she asked, holding dp the 
slip of paper. 

“I need not explain, madame. I have too much respect for your intelligence to do 
so— though I confess that intelligence has been surprisingly at fault of late.” 

“How so, sir?” 

“By supposing that your hired bullies could frighten me from my work. Surely 
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no would take up my profession if it were not that danger attracts him. It 
was you, then, who forced me to examine the case of young Maberley/' 

**1 have no idea what you are talking about. What have I to do with hired 
bullicsr 

Holmes turned away wearily. 

"Yes, I have underrated your intelligence. Well, good-aftcmooni” 

“StopI Where are you going?" 

-To Scotland Yard." 

We had not got halfway to the door before she had overtaken us and was holding 
his atm. She had turned in a moment from steel to velvet. 

"Come and sit down, gentlemen. Let us talk this matter over. I feel that I may 
be frank with you, Mr. Holmes. You have the feelings of a gentleman. How quick 
a woman's instinct is to find it out. I will treat you as a friend." 

"I cannot promise to reciprocate, madame. I am not the law, but I represent 
justice so far as my feeble powers go. I am ready to listen, and then I will tell you 
how 1 will act." 

"No doubt it was foolish of me to threaten a brave man like yourself." 

"What was really foolish, madame, is that you have placed yourself in the power 
of a band of rascals who may blackmail or give you away." 

"No, nol I am not so simple. Since I have promised to be frank, I may say that 
no one, save Barney Stockdale and Susan, his wife, have the leas*- idea who their 
employer is. As to them, well, it is not the first — " She smiled and nodded with 
a charming coquettish intimacy. 

"I see. You've tested them before." 

"They arc good hounds who lun silent." 

"Such hounds have a way sooner or later of biting the hand that feeds them. 
They will be arrested for this burglary. The police are already after them.” 

"They will take what con^^ to them. That is what they arc paid for. I shall 
not appear in the matter." 

"Unless I bring you into it.” 

"No, no, you would not. You are a gentleman. It is a woman's secret.” 

"In the first place, you must give back this manuscript.” 

She broke into a ripple of laughter and walked to the fireplace. There was a 
calcined mass which she broke up with the poker. "Shall I give this back?” she 
asked So roguish and exquisite did she look as she stood before us with a chal- 
lenging smile that 1 felt of all Holmes's criminals this was the one whom he would 
find it hardest to face. However, he was immune from sentiment. 

"That seals your fate," he said coldly. "You are very prompt in your actions, 
madame, but you have overdone it on this occasion.” 

She threw the poker down with a clatter. 

"How hard you arel” she cried. "May I tell you the whole story?” 

"I fancy I could tell it to you.” 

"But you must look at it with my eyes, Mr. Holmes. You must realize it from 
the point of view of a woman who sees all her life's ambition about to be ruined 
at the last moment. Is such a woman to be blamed if she protects herself?” 

"The original sin was yours.” 

"Yes, yesf I admit it. He was a dear boy, Douglas, but it so chanced that he 
could not fit into my plans. He wanted mamage—mamage, Mr. Holmes— with a 
penniless commoner. Nothing less would serve him. Then he became pertinacious. 
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Because I had given be seemed to think that I still must give, and to him only. 
It was intolerable. At last I had to make him realize it.” 

”By hiring ruffians to beat him under your own window.” 

”You do indeed seem to know everything. Well, it is true. Barney and the boys 
drove him away, and were, I admit, a little rough in doing so. But what did he 
do then? Could I have believed that a gentleman would do such an act? He wrote 
a book in whidi he described his own story. I, of course, was the wolf; he the lamb. 
It was all there, under different names, of course; but who in all Ixmdon would 
have failed to recognize it? What do you say to that, Mr. Holmes?” 

”Well, he was within his rights.” 

”It was as if the air of Italy had got into his blood and brought with it the old 
cruel Italian spirit. He wrote to me and sent me a copy of his book that I might 
have the torture of anticipation. There were two copies, he said-one for me, one 
for his publisher.” 

“How did you know the publisher’s had not reached him?” 

“1 knew who his publisher was. It is not his only novel, you know. I found out 
that he had not heard from Italy. Then came Douglas’s sudden death. So long 
as that other manuscript was in the world there was no safety for me. Of course, 
it must be among his effects, and these would be returned to his motho. 1 set 
the gang at work. One of them got into the house as servarit. 1 wanted to do the 
thing honestly. I really and truly did. I was ready to buy the house and everything 
in it. I offered any price she cared to ask. I only tried the other way when every- 
thing else had failed. Now, Mr. Holmes, granting that I was too hard on Douglas 
—and, God knows, I am sorry for iti— what else could I do with my whole future 
at stake?” 

Sherlock Holmes shrugged his shoulder.. 

“Well, well,” said he, “I suppose I shall have to compound a felony as usual. 
How much does it cost to go round the world in first-class style?” 

The lady stared in amazement. 

“Could it be done on five thousand pounds?” 

“Well, I should think so, indeed!" 

“Very good. I think you will sign me a check for that, and I will see that it 
comes to Mrs. Maberley. You owe her a little change of air. Meantime, lady”— 
he wagged a cautionary forefinger-“have a care! Have a caret You can't play with 
edged tools forever without cutting those dainty hands.” 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE SUSSEX VAMPIRE 

Holmes had read carefully a note which the last post had brought him. Then, 
with the dry chuckle which was his nearest approach to a laugh, he tossed it over 
to me. 

“For a mixture of the modem and the mediseval, of the practical and of the 
wildly fanciful, I think this is surely the limit,” said he. “What do you make of 
it, Watson?” 

1 read as follows* 
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Rg Vampires 


46 , Old JxwmT» 
Nov. Jpth. 


S»: 

Our dientt Mr. Robert Ferguson, of Ferguson and Muiifaead, tea brokers, 
of Mincing Lane, has made some inquiry from us in a communication of 
even date concerning vampires. As our firm specializes entirely upon the as- 
sessment of machinery the matter hardly comes within our purview, and we 
have therefore recommended Mr. Ferguson to call upon you and lay the 
matter before you. We have not forgotten your successful action in the case 
of Matilda Briggs. 

We are, sir. 

Faithfully youn, 

Morrison, Morrison, and Dodd. 
per E. J. C. 

"^Matilda Bnggs was not the name of a young woman, Watson,'' said Holmes 
tn a reminiscent voice. "It was a ship which is associated with the giant rat of 
Sumatra, a story for which the world is not yet prepared. But what do we know 
about vampires? Does it come within our purview either? Anything is better than 
stagnation, but really we seem to have be^ switched on to a Gnmms* fairy tale. 
Make a long arm, Watson, and see what V has to say." 

I leaned back and took down the great index volume to which he referred. 
Holmes balanced it on his knee, and his eyes moved slowly and lovingly over the 
record of old cases, mixed with the accumulated information of a lifetime. 

"Voyage of the Gloria Scott," he read. "That was a bad business. I have some 
recollection that yon made a record of it, Watson, though I was unable to con- 
gratulate you upon the result. Victor Lynch, the forger. Venomous lizard or gila. 
Remarkable case, that! Vittoria, the circus belle. Vanderbilt and the Yeggman. 
Vipen. Vigor, the Hammersmith wonder. Hullol Hullol Good old index. You can't 
beat it. Listen to this, Watson. Vampirism in Hungary. And again, Vampires in 
Transylvania." He turned over the pages with eagerness, but after a short intent 
perusal he threw down the great book with a snarl of disappointment. 

"Rubbish, Watson, rubbishl What have we to do with walking corpses who can 
only be held in their grave by stakes driven through their hearts? It's pure lunacy.” 

"But ’Surely," said I, "the vampire was not necessarily a dead man? A living per- 
son might have the habit. I have read, for example, of the old sucking the blood 
of the young in order to retain their youth." 

"You arc right, Watson. It mentions the legend in one of these references. But 
are we to give serious attention to such things? This agency stands flat-footed upon 
the ground, and there it must remain. The world is big enough for us. No ghosts 
need apply. I fear that we cannot take Mr. Robert Ferguson very seriously. Possibly 
this note may be from him and may throw some light upon what is worrying 
him." 

He took up a second letter which had lain unnoticed upon the table while he 
had been absorbed with the first. This he began to read with a smile of amusement 
upon his face which gradually faded away into an expression of intense interest 
and concentration. When he had finished he sat for some little time lost in thought 
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wMi die letter daagling from his fingen. Finally, with a start, he aroused himself 
Min Ins reverie. 

*X3ieeaeman’s, Lamberley. Where is Lamberley, Watson?” 

‘It is in Sussex, south of Horsham.” 

“Wot very far, eh? And Cheeseman’s?” 

*1 know that country, Holmes. It is full of old houses which are named after 
the men who built them centuries ago. You get Odley's and Harvey's and Car- 
riton’s— die fcdk are forgotten but their names live in their houses. 

*Trecisdy,” said Holmes coldly. It was one of the peculiarities of his proud, self- 
contained nature that though he docketed any fresh information very quiedy and 
aocnratdy in his brain, he seldom made any acknowledgment to the giver. "I rather 
Micy we shall know a good deal more about Cheeseman’s, Lamberley, before we 
ate diroagh. The letter is, as I had hoped, from Robert Ferguson. By the way, 
he daims acquaintance with you.” 

“With mel” 

“You had better read it." 

He handed the letter across. It was headed with the address quoted. 

Dea« Mr. Holmbs [it said]: 

I have been recommended to you by my lawyen, but indeed the matter 
is so extraordinarily delicate that it is most difficult to discuss. It concerns 
a friend for whom I am acting. This gentleman married some five years ago 
a Peruvian lady, the daughter of a Peruvian merchant, whom he had met 
in connection with the importation of nitrates. The lady was very beautiful, 
but the fact of her foreign birth and of her alien religion always caused a 
separation of interests and of feelings between husband and wife, so that 
after a time his love may have cooled towards her and he may have come 
to regard their union as a mistake. He felt thae were sides of her character 
which he could never explore or understand. This was the more painful as 
she was as loving a wife as a man could have— to all appearance absolutely 
devoted. 

Now for the point which I will make more plain « hen we meet. Indeed, 
this note is merely to give you a general idea of the situation and to ascer- 
tain whether you would care to interest yourself in the matter. The lady 
began to show some curious traits quite alien to her ordinarily sweet and 
gentle disposition. The gentleman had been married twice and he had one 
son by the first wife. This boy was now fifteen, a very charming and affec- 
tionate youth, though unhappily injured through an accident in childhood. 
Twice the wife was caught in the act of assaulting this poor lad in the most 
unprovoked way. Once she struck him with a stick and left a great weal on 
his arm. 

This was a small matter, however, compared with her conduct to her own 
child, a dear boy just under one year of age. On one occasion about a month 
ago this child had been left by its nurse for a few minutes. A loud cry from 
the baby, as of pain, called the nurse back. As she ran into the room she 
saw her employer, the lady, leaning over the baby and apparently biring his 
neck. There was a small wound in the neck from which a stream of blood 
had escaped. The nurse was so horrified that she wished to call the husband, 
but the lady implored her not to do so and actually gave her five pounds 
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as a price for her sQence. No explaoation was ever given, and for the moment 
the matter was passed over. 

It left, however, a terrible impression upon the nurse's mind, and from 
that time she began to watch her mistress closely and to keep a closer guard 
upon the baby, whom she tenderly loved. It seemed to her that even as she 
watched the mother, so the mother watched her, and that every time she 
was compelled to leave the baby alone the mother was waiting to get at it. 
Day and night riie nurse covered the child, and day and night the silent, 
watchful mother seemed to be lying in wait as a wolf waits for a lamb. It 
must read most incredible to you, and yet I beg you to take it seriously, for 
a child's life and a man's sanity may depend upon it. 

At last there came one dreadful day when the facts could no longer be 
concealed from the husband. The nurse's nerve had given way; she could 
stand the strain no longer, and she made a clean breast of it all to the man. 
To him it seemed as wild a tale as it may now seem to you. He knew his 
wife to be a loving wife, and, save for the assaults upon her stepson, a lov- 
ing mother. Why, then, should she wound her own dw little baby? He told 
the nurse that she was dreaming, that her suspicions were those of a lunatic, 
and that such libels upon her mistress were not to be tolerated. While they 
were talking a sudden cry of pain was heard. Nurse and master rushed to- 
gether to the nursery. Imagine his feelings, Mr. Holmes, as he saw his wife 
rise from a kneeling position beside the cot and saw blood upon the child's 
exposed neck and upon the sheet. With a cry of horror, he turned his wife's 
face to the light and saw blood all round her lips. It was she— she beyond 
all question— who had drunk the poor baby's blood. 

So the matter stands. She is now confined to her room. There has been 
no explanation. The husband is half demented. He knows, and I know, little 
of vampirism beyond thq/ name. We had thought it was some wild tale of 
foreign parts. And yet here in the very heart of the English Sussex— well, 
all this can be discussed with you in the morning. Will you see me? Will 
you use your great powers in aiding a distracted man? If so, kindly wire 
to Ferguson, Cheeseman's, Lamberley, and I will be at your rooms by ten 
o'clock. 

Yours faithfully, 
Robert Ferguson. 

P. S. I believe your friend Watson played Rugby for Blackheath when I 
was three-quarter for Richmond. It is the only personal introduction which 
I can give. 

“Of course 1 remembered him,” said I as I laid dowi: the letter. “Big Bob Fergu- 
son, the finest three-quarter Richmond ever had. He was always a good natured 
chap. It's like him to be so concerned over a iriend's case.” 

Holmes looked at me thoughtfully and shook his head. 

“I never get your limits, Watson,” said he. “There are unexplored possibilities 
about you. Take a wire down, like a good fellow, 'Will examine your case with 
pleasure.' '* 

“Your easel” 

“We must not let him think that this agency is a home for the weak-minded 
Of course it is his case Send him that wire and let the matter rest till morning ” 
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Promptly at ten o'clock next morning Ferguson strode into our room. I had re- 
membered him as a long, slab-sided man with loose limbs and a fine turn of 
speed which had carried him round many an opposing back. There is surely noth- 
ing m life more painful than to meet the wreck of a fine athlete whom one has 
known in his prime. His great frame had fallen in, his flaxen hair was scanty, and 
his shoulders were bowed. I fear that I roused corresponding emotions in him. 

“Hullo, Watson," said he, and his voice was still deep and hearty. "You don't 
look quite the man you did when I threw you over the ropes into the crowd at the 
Old Deer Park. I expect I have changed a bit also. But it's this last day or two 
that has aged me. I see by your telegram, Mr. Holmes, that it is no use mv pre- 
tending to be anyone's deputy." 

"It is simpler to deal direct," said Holmes. 

"Of course it is. But you can imagine how difficult it is when you are speaking 
of the one woman whom you are bound to protect and help. What can I do? How 
am I to go to the police with such a story? And yet the kiddies have got to be pro- 
tected. Is it madness, Mr. Holmes? Is it something in the blood? Have you any 
similar case in your experience? For God's sake, give me some advice, for I am 
at my wit's end." 

"Very naturally, Mr. Ferguson. Now sit here and pull yourself together and give 
me a few clear answers. I can assure you that I am very far from being at my wit’s 
end, and that I am confident we shall find some solution. First of all, tell me what 
steps you have taken. Is your wife still near the children?" ' 

"We had a dreadful scene. She is a most loving woman, Mr. Holmes. If ever a 
woman loved a man with all her heart and soul, she loves me. She was cut to the 
heart that I should have discovered this horrible, this incredible, secret. She would 
not even speak. She gave no answer to my reproaches, save to gaze at me with a 
sort of wild, despairing look in her eyes. TTien she rushed to her room and locked 
herself in. Since then she has refused to see me. She has a maid who was with her 
before her mamage, Dolores by name— a friend rather than a servant. She takes 
her food to her." 

"Then the child is in no immediate danger?" 

“Mrs. Mason, the nurse, ha^ sworn that she will not leave it night or day. I can 
absolutely trust her, I am more uneasy about poor little Jack, for, as I told you 
in my note, he has twice been assaulted by her." 

"But never wounded?" 

"No, she struck him savagely. It is the more terrible as he is a poor little in- 
offensive cripple." Ferguson's gaunt features softened as he spoke of his boy. "You 
would think that the dear lad's condition would soften anyone's heart. A fall in 
childhood and a twisted spine, Mr. Holmes. But the dearest, most loving heart 
within." 

Holmes had picked up the letter of yesterday and was reading it over. "What 
other inmates are there in your house, Ferguson?” 

"Two servants who have not been long with us. One stable-hand, Mich, el, who 
sleeps in the house. My wife, myself, my boy Jack, baby, Dolores, and Mrs. Mason. 
That is all." 

“I gather that you did not know your wife well at the time of your maniage?" 

"I had only known her a few weeks." 

"How long had this maid Dolores been with ’her?" 

"Some years." 



^Then your wife's character would really be better known by Dolores than by 
you?" 

Tcs, you may say so.” 

Holmes made a note. 

"I fancy,” said he, ""that I may be of more use at Lamberley than here. It is 
eminently a case for personal investigation. If the lady remains in her room, our 
presence could not annoy or inconvenience her Of course, we would stay at the 
inn.” 

Ferguson gave a gesture of relief. 

""It is what I hoped, Mr. Holmes There is an excellent train at two from Vic- 
toria if you could come ” 

"Of course we could come. There is a lull at present I can give you my un- 
divided energies. Watson, of course, comes with us But there are one or two points 
upon which I wish to be very sure before I start. This unhappy lady, as I under- 
stand it, has appeared to assault both the children, her own baby and your little 
son?” 

“That is so ” 

“But the assaults take different forms, do they not? She has beaten your son ” 
“Once with a stick and once very savagely with her hands.” 

“Did she give no explanation why she struck him?” 

“None save that she hated him Again and again she said so ” 

“Well, that IS not unknown among stepmothers A posthumous jealousy, we wdi 
say Is the lady jealous by nature?” 

“Yes, she is very jealous-jealous with all the stiengih of her fiery tropical love ' 
“But the boy— he is fifteen, I understand, and piobably \e/y developed ji mind 
since his body has been cncumscnbcd in action Did he you no eypIaLation 
of these assaults?” 

“No, he declared theie was no reason 
“Were they good fnends at other t.rncs?” 

“No, there was never any love between tnem 
“Yet vou 5jy he is aftoctionatCK^ 

"Nci^er n the world couid there so dtsnt d a soi W) ’*i u hi m , !1 is 
absorbed in what I say oi do ” 

Once Q^din Holmes made i not^ o one iim^. li st ui tho* 

“No doubt you and the boy weic g err comn hu > ^ tni> scond ’'^jirngc 
You were thiown very close togetha, you rot?' 

' Very much so ” 

“And the ouy, having si iffectiou^c a Aa^ Jcv «ted no doubt, to tl i 

memory of u , mother? 

“Most devot d ” 

* He would cc’tamiv ^eem to be a moa mteieblmg lii Iliere u one other point 
about thoe as'jaults Were tlK stran?.' attacks upon the baby and the assaults 
upon youi son at the same period?” 

“In thw Sr^t ca»e it was 50 It was ns if some frenzy had seized her, and she had 
vented her rag^ upon both In the second cise it was only Jack who suffered Mrs 
Mason had no complaint to make about the baby ” 

“fliat certainly complicates matters ' 

“I don't quite follow voU, Mr Holmes ” 

“Possibly not One forms provisional theories and waits for time or fuller knowl- 



edge to explode them. A bad habits Mr. Ferguson, but human nature is weak. I 
fear that your old friend here has given an exaggerated view of my scienti&c meth- 
ods. However, I will only say at the present stage that your problem does not 
appear to me to be insoluble, and that you may expect to find us at Victoria at 
two o'clock.'' 

It was evening of a dull, foggy November day when, having left our bags at the 
Chequers, Lamberley, we drove through the Sussex clay of a long winding lane 
and finally reached the isolated and ancient farmhouse in which Ferguson dwelt 
It was a large, straggling building, very old in the centre, very new at the wings 
with towering Tudor chimneys; and a lichen-spotted, high-pitched roof of Horsham 
slabs The doorsteps were worn into curves, and the ancient tiles which lined the 
porch were marked with the rebus of a cheese and a man after the original builder. 
Within, the ceilings were conog^3ted with heavy oaken beams, and the uneven 
floors sagged into sharp curves Mi odour Oi age and decay pervaded the whole 
.'rumbling building. 

There was one very largi '.eiinal room into which Ferguson led us. Here, in a 
huge old-fashioned fireplace with in non scieen behind it dated 1670, there blazed 
and spluttered a splendid loi, b.* 

The room, as I gazed lonn i, v ^ most singular mixture of dates and of places. 
The half-panelled walls may well have belonged to the original yeoman fanner of 
the seventeenth century ^licy were O'TiaTTiented, however^on the lower part by a 
line of well-chosen modern wa^^er-rolours, while above, where yellow plaster took 
the place of oak, theie v\as bung a fine col)fH:tion of South Amencan utensils and 
weapons, which had been br^Hight. no doubt, by the Peruvian lady upstairs. Holmes 
rose, with that quick cunonK' x^hich sprang from his eager mmd, and examined 
them with some care. Ik rj;fumed with his eyes full of thought. 

“Hullo!" he cried. “Hullol" 

A spaniel had lain in a basket in fhe corner. It came sl(>wly fotward towards 
its master, walking with ts hind legs moved irregularlv and its tail was 

on the ground. It licked I crgn hand. 

“What IS it, Mr. Holmes^’' 

“The dog. What's the "n i^tcr uh 

“That’s what puzzled fht' vrt scTt of paralysis. Spinal mcnmgMis he thought- 
But it IS passing. He'll be ah right sooi. -won't you, Carlo?" 

A shiver of assent pav ed ^broagh ‘1 e drooping tail Fhe do];'s umfnS eyes 
passed from one of us to [he ether He knew that we ’were discussm^i his ir ve 

“Did it come on siidJenlv?” 

“In a single night." 

“How long ago?" 

“It may have been four months ago " 

“Very remarkable. Vc-ry sn^g^stive " 

“What do you see in it, .\ir Holmes?' 

“A confirmation of what I hiw! I’readv thought." 

“For God’s sake, what do you think, Mr, Holmes? It may be a mere inte’.leccual 
puzzle to you, but it is life and death to me! My wife a would-be m irde^er-my 
child in constant danged Don't play with me, Mr. Holmes. It is too terribly 
serious." 

The big Rugby three-quarter was trembling all over. Holmes put his hand sooth- 
ingly upon his arm 



T fear that there is pain for you, Mr. Ferguson, whatever the solution may be,” 
said he. ""I would spare you all 1 can. I cannot say more for the instant, but before 
I leave this house I hope I may have something definite." 

"Please God you may! If you will excuse me, gentlemen, I will go up to my 
wife’s room and see if there has been any change.” 

He was away some minutes, during which Holmes resumed his examination of 
the curiosities upon the wall. When our host returned it was clear from his down- 
cast face that he had made no progress. He brought with him a tall, slim, brown- 
faced girl. 

"The tea is ready, Dolores,” said Ferguson, “See that your mistress has every- 
thing she can wish.” 

“She verra ill,” cried the girl, looking with indignant eyes at her master. “She 
no ask for food. She vena ill. She need doctor. I frightened stay alone with her 
without doctor.” 

Ferguson looked at me with a question in his eyes. 

“I should be so glad if I could be of use.” 

“Would your mistress see Dr. Watson?” 

"I take him. I no ask leave. She needs doctor.” 

“Then I’ll come with you at once.” 

I followed the girl, who was quivering with strong emotion, up the staircase 
and down an ancient corridor. At the end was an iron-clamped and massive door. 
It struck me as I looked at it that if Ferguson tried to force his way to his wife he 
would find it no easy matter. The girl drew a key from her pocket, and the heavy 
oaken planks creaked upon their old hinges. I passed in and she swiftly followed, 
fastening the door behind her. 

On the bed a woman was lying who was clearly in a high tever. She was only half 
conscious, but as I entered she faised a pair of frightened but beautiful eyes and 
glared at me in apprehension. Seeing a stranger, she appeared to be relieved and 
sank back with a sigh upon the pillow. I stepped up to her with a few reassuring 
words, and she lay still while I took her pulse and temperature. Both were high, 
and yet my impression was that the condition was rather that of mental and nerv- 
ous excitement than of any actual seizure. 

“She lie like that one day, two day. I 'fraid she die,” said the girl. 

The woman turned her flushed and handsome face towards me. 

“Where is my husband?” 

"He is below and would wish to see you.” 

"I will not see him. I will not see him.” Then she seemed to wander off into 
delirium. “A fiend! A fiend! Oh, what shall I do with this devil?” 

“Can I help you in any way?” 

"No. No one can help. It is finished. All is destroyed. Do what I will, all is 
destroyed.*' 

The woman must have some strange delusion. I could not sec honest Bob Fergu- 
son in the character of fiend or devil. 

"Madame,” I said, "your husband loves you dearly. He is deeply grieved at this 
happening.” 

Again she turned on me those glorious eyes. 

“He loves me. Yes. But do I not love him? Do I not love him even to sacrifice 
myself rather than break his dear heart? That is how I love him. And yet he could 
think of me— he could speak of me so.” 
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‘He is full of giief, but he cannot understand.” 

‘Ho, he cannot understand. But he should trust.” 

“Will you not see him?” I suggested. 

“No, no, I cannot forget those terrible words nor the look upon his face. I will 
not see him. Go now. You can do nothing for me. Tell him only one thing. I want 
my child. I have a right to my child. That is the only message I can send him.” 
She turned her face to the wall and would say no more. 

I returned to the room downstairs, where Ferguson and Holmes still sat by the 
fire. Ferguson listened moodily to my account of the interview. 

“How can I send her the child?” he said. “How do I know what strange impulse 
niight come upon her? How can I ever forget how she rose from beside it wift its 
blood upon her lips?” He shuddered at the recoUection. “The child is safe with 
Mrs. Mason, and Aere he must remain.” 

A smart maid, the only modem thing which we had seen in the bouse, had 
brought in some tea. As she was serving it the door opened and a youth entered 
the room. He was a remarkable lad, pale-faced and fair-haired, with excitable light 
blue eyes which blazed into a sudden flame of emotion and joy as ttiey tested upon 
his father. He rushed forward and threw his arms round his neck with the id>andon 
of a loving girl. 

“Oh, daddy,” he cried, “I did not know that you were due yet. I should have 
been here to meet you. Oh, I am so glad to see youl” 

Ferguson gently disengaged himself from the embrace With some little show of 
embarrassment. 

“Dear old chap,” said he, patting the flaxen head with a very tender hand. “I 
came early because my friends, Mr. Holmes and Dr. Watson, have been persuaded 
to come down and spend an evening with us.” 

"Is that Mr. Holmes, the detective?” 

“Yes.” 

The youth looked at us with a very penetrating and, as it seemed to me, un- 
friendly gaze. 

“What about your other child, Mr. Ferguson?” asked Holmes. "Might we make 
the acquaintance of the babyt” 

“Ask Mrs. Mason to bring baby down," said Ferguson. The boy went off with 
a curious, shambling gait which told my surgical eyes that he was suffering from 
a weak spine. Presently he returned, and behind him came a tall, gaunt woman 
bearing in her arms a very beautiful child, dark-eyed, golden-haired, a wonderful 
mixture of the Saxon and the Latin. Ferguson was evidently devoted to it, for he 
took it into his arms and fondled it most tenderly. 

“Fancy anyone having the heart to hurt him,” he muttered as he glanced down 
at the small, angry red pucker upon the cherub throat. 

It was at this moment that I chanced to glance at Holmes and saw a most 
singular intentness in his expiession. His face was as set as if it had been carved 
out of old ivory, and his eyes, which had glanced for a moment at father and child, 
were now fixed with eager curiosity upon something at the other side of the room. 
Following his gaze I could only guess that he was looking out through the window 
at the melancholy, dripping garden. It is true that a shutter had half closed out- 
side and obstructed the view, but none the less it was certainly at the window that 
Holmes was fixing his concentrated attention. Then he smiled, and his eyes came 
back to the baby. On its chubby neck there was this small puckered mark. Without 
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speakings Holmes examined it with care. Finally he shook one of the dimpled 
fists which waved in front of him. 

“Good-bye, little man. You have made a strange start in life. Nurse, I should 
wish to have a word with you in private.” 

He took her aside and spoke earnestly for a few minutes. I only heard the last 
words, which were: “Your anxiety will soon, I hope, be set at rest.” The woman, 
who seemed to be a sour, silent kind of creature, withdrew with the child. 

•‘What is Mrs. Mason like?” asked Holmes. 

“Not very prepossessing externally, as you can see, but a heart of gold, and de- 
voted to the child.” 

“Do you like her. Jack?” Holmes turned suddenly upon the boy. His expressive 
mobile face shadowed over, and he shook his head. 

“Jacky has very strong likes and dislikes,” said Ferguson, putting his arm round 
the boy. “Luckily I am one of his likes.” 

The boy cooed and nestled his head upon his father’s breast. Ferguson gently 
disengaged him. 

“Run away, little Jacky," said he, and he watched his son with loving eyes until 
he disappeared. “Now, Mr. Holmes,” he continued when the boy was gone, “I 
really feel that I have brought you on a fool’s errand, for what can you possibly 
do save give me your sympathy? It must be an exceedingly delicate and complex 
affair from your point of view.” 

“It is certainly delicate,” said my friend with an amused smile, “but I have not 
been struck up to now with its complexity. It has been a case for intellectual de- 
duction, but when this original intellectual deduction is confirmed point by point 
by quite a number of independent incfdents, then the sub}ective becomes objec- 
tive and we can say confidently that we have reached our goal. I had, in fact, 
reached it before we left Baker Street, and the rest has merely been observation 
and confirmation.” 

Ferguson put his big hand to his furrowed forehead. 

“For heaven’s sake. Holmes,” he said hoarsely; “if you can see the truth in this 
matter, do not keep me in suspense. How do I stand? What shall 1 do? 1 care 
nothing as to how you have found your facts so long as you have really got them.” 

“Certainly I owe you an explanation, and you shall have it. But you will permit 
me to handle the matter in my own way? Is the lady capable of seeing us, Watson?” 

“She is ill, but she is quite rational.” 

“Very good. It is only in her presence that we can clear the matter up. Let us 
go up to her.” 

“She will not see me,” cried Ferguson. 

“Oh, yes, she will,” said Holmes. He scribbled a few lines upon a sheet of paper. 
“You at least have the entree, Watson. Will you have the goodness to give the 
lady this note?” 

I ascended again and handed the note to Dolores, who cautiously opened the 
door. A minute later I heard a cry from within, a cry in which joy and surprise 
seemed to be blended. Dolores looked out. 

"She will see them. She will leesten,” said she. 

At my summons Ferguson and Holmes came up. As we entered the room Fergu- 
son took a step or two towards his wife, who had raised herself in the bed, but she 
held out her hand to repulse him. He sank into an armchair, while Holmes seated 
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himself beside him, after bowing to the lady, who looked at him with wide-eyed 
amazement. 

think we can dispense with Dolores," said Holmes. "Oh, very well, madame, 
if you would rather she stayed i can see no obiection. Now, Mr. Ferguson, I am a 
busy man with many calls, and my methods have to be short and direct. The 
swiftest surgery is the least painful. Let me first say what will ease your mind. 
Your wife is a very good, a very loving, and a very ill-used woman.’* 

Ferguson sat up with a cry of joy. 

“Prove that, Mr. Holmes, and I am your debtor forever." 

“I will do so, but in doing so I must wound you deeply in another direction/’ 

“I care nothing so long as you clear my wife. Everything on earth is insignificant 
compared to that." 

“Let me tell you, then, the train of reasoning which passed through my mind 
in Baker Street. The idea of a vampire was to me absurd. Such things do not hap- 
pen in criminal practice in England. And yet your observation was precise. You 
had seen the lady rise from beside the child's cot with the blood upon her lips." 
“I did." 

“Did it not occur to you that a bleeding wound may be sucked for some other 
purpose than to draw the blood from it? Was there not a queen in English history 
who sucked such a wound to draw poison from it?" 

“Poisonl" 

“A South American household. My instinct felt the psesence of those weapons 
upon the wall before my eyes ever saw them. It might have been other poison, but 
that was what occuned to me. When I saw that little empty quiver beside the 
small bird-bow, it was just what I expected to see. If the child were pricked with 
one of those arrows dipped in curare or some other devilish drug, it would mean 
death if the venom were not sucked out. 

“And the dog! If one were to use such a poison, would one not try it first in order 
to sec that it had not lost its power? I did not foresee the dog, but at least I under- 
stand him and he fitted into my reconstruction. 

“Now do you understand? Your wife feared such an attack. She saw it made 
and saved the child’s life, and yer she shrank from telling you all the truth, for she 
knew how you loved the boy and feared lest it break your heart.’’ 

“Jacky!" 

“1 watched him as you fondled the child just now. His face was clearly reflected 
in the glass of the window where the shutter formed a background. I saw such 
jealousy, such cruel hatred, as I have seldom seen in a human face." 

“My Jacky!" 

“You have to face it, Mr. Ferguson. It is the more painful because it is a dis- 
torted love, a maniacal exaggerated love for you, and possibly for his dead mother, 
which has prompted his action. His very soul is consumed with hatred for this 
splendid child, whose health and beauty are a contrast to his own weakness." 

“Good God! It is incredible!" 

“Have I spoken the truth, madame?” 

The lady was sobbing, with her face buried in the pillows. Now she turned to 
her husband. 

“How could I tell you, Bob? I felt the blow it would be to you. It was better that 
I should wait and that it should come from some other lips than mine. When this 
gentleman, who seems to have powers of magic, wrote that he knew all, I was glad." 
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*I think « Tear 8t sea would be my prescription for Master Jacky,” said Holmes, 
wring from his chair. "Only one thing is still clouded, madame. We can quite 
understand your attacks upon Master Jacky. There is a limit to a mother's patience. 
But how did yon dare to leave tiie cl^ ^ese last two days?” 

”I had told Mrs. Mason. She knew.” 

''Eaactly. So I imagined.” 

Fetgnson was standing by the bed, choking, his hands outstretched and quivering. 

'This, I fancy, is the time for our exit, Watson,” said Holmes in a whisper. Tf 
you will take one elbow of die too faithful Dolores, I will take the other. There, 
now,” he saided as he closed tiie door behind him, T think we may leave tiiem to 
settle the rest among themselves.” 

1 have only one further note of this case. It is tiie letter which Holmes wrote m 
final answer to that with which the narrative begins. It ran thus: 


Bajxr StmBBT, 
Nov. aist. 


Rc Vampires 
Su: 

Referring to your letter of the 19th, I beg to state tiiat I have looked into 
tiw inquiry of your client, Mr. Robert Ferguson, of Ferguson and Muirhead, 
tea brokers, of Mincing Lane, and that the matter has been brought to a 
satisfactory conclusion. With thanks for your recommendation, I am, sir. 

Faithfully yonn, 
SasaijocK Holmes. 


THE ADVENTURE' OF THE THREE GARRIDEBS 

It may have been a comedy, or it may have been a tragedy. It cost one man his 
reason, it cost me a blood-letting, and it cost yet another man tiie penalties of 
the law. Yet there was certainly an dement of comedy. WeU, you shdl }udge for 
yoursdves. 

I remember the date very wdl, for it was in the same month that Holmes 
refused a knighthood for serrices which may perhaps some day be described. I only 
refer to the matter in passing, for in my position of partner and confidant I am 
obliged to be particularly careful to avoid any indiscretion. I repeat, however, tiiat 
this enables me to fix ^e date, which was the latter end of June, 190a, shortly 
after the conclusion of the South African War. Holmes had spent several days in 
bed, as was his habit from time to time, but he emerged that morning with a long 
foolscap document in his hand and a twinkle of amusement in his austere gray eyes. 

”TheTe is a chance for you to make some money, friend Watson,” said he. Tlave 
you ever heard the name of Camdeb?” 

I admitted that I had not 

”Well, if you can lay you** hand upon a Ganideb, there's money in it” 

“Why?” 

“Ah, that’s a long story— rather a whimsic&l one, too. I don't think in all our 
eaqilorations of human complexities we have ever come upon anything more singu- 

684 



lar. The fellow will be here pTcsently for cross-examination, so I won’t open the 
matter up till he comes. But, meanwhile, that’s the name we want.” 

The tdephone directory lay on the table beside me, and I turned over the pages 
in a rather hopeless quest. But to my amazement there was this strange name in 
its due place. I gave a cry of triumph. 

”Herc you arc, Holmesl Here it is!” 

Holmes took the book from my hand. 

“‘Garrideb, N.,’” he read, ’*’136 Little Ryder Street, W.' Sorry to disappoint 
you, my dear Watson, but this is the man himself. That is the address upon his 
letter. We want another to match him.” 

Mrs. Hudson had come in with a card upon a tray. I took it up and glanced at it. 

“Why, here it is!” I cried in amazement “This is a different initial. John 
Garrideb, Counsellor at Law, Moorville, Kansas, U. S. A.” 

Holmes smiled as he looked at the card. “I am afraid you must make yet another 
effort, Watson,” said he. “This gentleman is also in the plot already, thou^ I 
certainly did not expect to see him this morning. However, he is in a position to 
tell us a good deal which I want to know.” 

A moment later he was in the room. Mr. John Garrideb, Counsellor at Law, was 
a short, powerful man with the round, fresh, clean-shaven face characteristic of 
so many American men of affairs. The general effect was chubby and rather child- 
like, so that one received the impression of quite a young man with a broad set 
smile upon his face. His eyes, however, were arresting. Seldom in any human head 
have I seen a pair which bespoke a more intense inward life, so bright were they, 
so alert, so responsive to every change of thought. His accent was American, but 
was not accompanied by any eccentricity of speech. 

“Mr. Holmes?” he asked, glancing from one to the other. “Ah, yes! Your pic- 
tures are not unlike you, sir, if I may say so. 1 believe you have had a letter from 
my namesake, Mr. Nathan Garrideb, have you not?” 

“Pray sit down,” said Sherlock Holmes. “We shall, I fancy, have a good ddil to 
discuss.” He took up his sheets of foolscap. “You are, of course, the Mr. John 
Garrideb mentioned in this document. But surely you have been in England some 
time?” 

“Why do you say that, Mr. Holmes?” I seemed to read sudden suspicion in those 
expressive eyes. 

“Your whole outfit is English.” 

Mr. Garrideb forced a laugh. “I’ve read of your tricks, Mr. Holmes, but I never 
thought I would be the subject of them. Where do you read that?” 

“The shoulder cut of your coat, the toes of your boots-could anyone doubt it?” 

“Wdl, well, I had no idea I was so obvious a Britisher. But business brought me 
over here some time ago, and so, as you say, rny outfit is nearly all London. How- 
ever, I guess your time is of value, and we did not meet to talk about the cut of 
my socks. What about getting down to that paper you hold in your hand?” 

Holmes had in some way ruflSed our visitor, whose chubby face had assumed a 
far less amiable expression. 

“Patience! Patience, Mr. Garrideb!” said my friend in a soothing voice. “Dr. 
Watson would tell you that these little digressions of mine sometimes prove in 
the end to have some bearing on the matter. But why did Mr. Nathan Garrideb 
not come with you?” 

“Why did he ever drag you into it at all?” asked our visitor with a sudden out- 
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Same of anger. ‘'What in thunder had you to do with it? Here was a bit of profes- 
sional business between two gentlemen, and one of them must needs call in a 
detectivel I saw him this morning, and he told me this fool-trick he had played 
me, and that's why I am here. But I feel bad about it, all the same.” 

“Tbeie was no reflection upon you, Mr. Garrideb. It was simply zeal upon his 
part to gain your end— an end which is, I understand, equally vital for both of 
you. He knew that I had means of getting information, and, therefore, it was very 
natural that he should apply to me.” 

Our visitor's angry face gradually cleared. 

“Well, that puts it different,” said he. "When I went to sec him this morning 
and he told me he had sent to a detective, I just asked for your address and came 
right away. I don't want police butting into a private matter. But if you arc con- 
tent just to help us find the man, there can be no harm in that.” 

"Well, that is just how it stands,” said Holmes. "And now, sir, since you arc 
here, we had best have a clear account from your own lips. My friend hc^^: knows 
nothing of the details.” 

Mr. Garrideb surveyed me with not too friendly a gaze. 

‘"Need he know?” he asked. 

"We usually work together.” 

"Well, there’s no reason it should be kept a secret. I'll give you the facts as 
short as I can make them. If you came from Kansas I would not need to explain 
to you who Alexander Hamilton Garrideb was. He made his money in real estate, 
and afterwards in the wheat pit at Chicago, but he spent it in buying up as much 
land as would make one of your counties, lying along the Arkansas River, west of 
Fort Dodge. It's grazing-land and lumber-land and arable-land and mineralized- 
land, and just every sort of land that brings dollars to the man that owns it. , 

“He had no kith nor kin— or, it he had, I never heard of it. But he took a kind 
of pride in the queemess of his name. That was what brought us together. I was 
in the law at Topeka, and one day I had a visit from the old man, and he was 
tickled to death to meet another man with his own name. It was his pet fad, and 
he was dead set to find out if there were any more Garridebs in the world, 'Find 
me another!' said he. I told him I was a busy man and could not spend my life 
hiking round the world in search of Garridebs. ‘None the less,' said he, ‘that is just 
what you will do if things pan out as I planned them.' I thought he was joking, but 
there was a powerful lo^ of meaning in the words, as I was soon to discover. 

"For he died within a year of saying them, and he left a will behind him. It was 
the queerest will that has ever been filed in the State of Kansas. His property was 
divided into three parts, and I was to have one on condition that I found two 
Garridebs who would share the remainder. It's five million dollars for each if it is a 
cent, but we can't lay a finger on it until we all three stand in a row. 

"It was so big a chance that I just let my legal practice slide and I set fi ih 
looking for Garridebs. There is not one in the United States. I went through it, 
sir, with a fine-toothed comb and never a Garrideb could I catch. Then I tried 
the old country. Sure enough there was the name in the London telephone direc- 
tory. I went after him two days ago and explained the whole matter to him. But he 
is a lone man, like mysdf, with some women relations, but no men. It says thiee 
ad?ilt men in the will. So yOu sec we still have a vacancy, and if you ndp to 
fill it we will be very ready to pay your charges.” 
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*WcD, Watson,” said Holmes with a smile, "'I said it was rather whimsical, did 
I not? I should have thought, sir, that your obvious way was to advertise in the 
agony columns of the papers.” 

”I have done that, Mr. Holmes. No replies.” 

“Dear me! Well, it is certainly a most cunous little problem. I may take a 
glance at it in my leisure. By the way, it is curious that you should have come from 
Topeka. I used to have a conrespondent-hc is dead now-old Dr. Lysandex Stan, 
who was mayor in 1890 ” 

*X 5 ood old Dr. StarrI” said our visitor. ”His name is still honoured. Wdl, Mr. 
Holmes, I suppose all we c.an do is to report to you and let you know how we 
progress. I reckon you will hear within a day or two ” With this assurance our 
Amencan bowed and departed 

Holmes had lit his pipe, and he sat for lime with a cunous smile upon his 
face. 

"Well?” I asked at 

"I am wondenng, NVatson-just wondcnngr’ 

"At what?” 

Holmes took his pipe from his hp^ 

"I was wondering, Watson, what on earth cousd be the object of this man in 
telluy US such a rigmarole of lies. 1 nearly asked him so- for there aie times when 
a bniral hontai attack is the best policy- but I judged il better lo let him think he 
had roolco us fiere xs a man with an FngUsh coat hayed at the elbow and tiouseis 
bagged at ?be imet with a weai, and yet by this document and by his own 
auou.ii be is a piovmcial American lately lauded in London. Thcic have Decu no 
advemssTiTK us 1*1 the agonv columns. You know that I miss nothing theic. ITiey 
are my covert for putting up a bird, and 1 would never have overlooked 

f»noh a cr^k as Uia^ 1 ntvtr- knew a Dr Lyoander Starr, of Topeka. Touch 

hir/< vthnt y m would he wav false I think the fellow is leollv an Araeiitan, but 
»i>- iii:s ^ ^ V oth With yea^s of I ^ndou What is his ^aine, then, and 

o. jove f %ch.nj th > ch Mr Gamdtbs? ll> woith our 

:iti ' ibi ^ * nj, .r-u Uk- t an us . i iscal, u u weitaiu'y a complex an ; xu- 

gf" \< js . jii iSi .t z il othei wuncs»|xinderix ls a fraud aLo Jiut 

'ir. r, n lij , ' / 

I i .1 r >, -M ! .r 1 j 1 .cc r th^" end of ti.' bae. 

f I Mi N’idiai. GiJi»dcb Is Holmes there? I should vt^y 
hice ive r3 voij vm Mr Heroics” 

My t oc and I heard the usual syncopated dialogue. 

‘s, Lj h o 1 uniris^^and that you don't know him. . . Ho v lor»^? 

. joljr t vD . Yjs, yes, or couise, it is a most captiva^nj; prospect, wMl 
you t: 4t sfveamj? I sjppo^e your n3ni,.:3ke will not t; tft.ne? . . 

Very i :d, ,vj m*I co.ne th^n, for I w6uld rather have a chat vithoit him. . 

Dr. Mixson 4i!I vith me. ... I understand from youi note that you Jid 
not go out of 'en. . . . W ell, wc shall be round about six. You n. ed not men jo i at 
to the Anemn ii vyer. . . . Very goc^d Good-bycl” 

It was twihght of a lovely spnng evening, and even Little Ryder SUect, one of 
the smaller oish*x>ts from the Edgwarc Road, wrthm a stone^st of old T/bum 
Tree of evil memory, looked golden and wondeiful in the slantisig i-ays of the 
setting jun, 'fhe particular house to which wc were directed was a laige, o 5 d- 
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fashioned^ Eariy Georgian edifice, with a fiat brick face broken only by two deep 
bay windows* on the ground floor. It was on this ground floor that our client lived, 
and, indeed, the low windows proved to be the front of the huge room in which 
he spent his waking hours. Holmes pointed as we passed to the small brass plate 
which bore the curious name. 

“Up some years, Watson,” he remarked, indicating its discoloured surface. “It’s 
hi$ resd name, anyhow, and that is something to note.” 

The house had a common stair, and there were a number of names painted in 
the. hall, some indicating oflh:es and some private chambers. It was not a collection 
of residential flats, but rather the abode of Bohemian bachelors. Our client opened 
the door for us himself and apologized by saying that the woman in charge left at 
four o'clock. Mr. Nathan Garrideb proved to be a very tall, loose-jointed, round- 
backed person, gaunt and bald, some sixty-odd years of age- He had a cadaverous 
face, with the dull dead skin of a man to whom exercise was unknown. Large round 
spectacles and a small projecting goat's beard combined with his stooping attitude 
to give him an expression of peering curiosity. The general effect, however, was 
amiable, though eccentne. 

The room was as cunous as its occupant. It looked like a small museum. It was 
both broad and deep, with cupboards and cabinets all round, crowded with speci- 
mens, geological and anatomical. Cases of butterflies and moths flanked each side 
of the entrance. A large table in the centre was Uttered with all sorts of debris, 
while the tall brass tube of a powerful microscope bristled up among them. As I 
glanced round I was surprised at the universality of the man's interests. Here was 
a case of ancient coins. There was a cabinet of flint instruments. Behind his central 
table was a large cupboard of fossil bones. .Above was a line of plaster skulls with 
such names as “Neanderthal,” “Heidelberg,” “Cro-Magnon” printed beneath them. 
It was clear that he was a student of many subjects. As he stood in front of us now, 
he held a piece of chamois leather in his right hand with which he was polishing 
a com. 

“Syracusan— of the best period,” he explained, holding it up. “They degenerated 
greatly towards the end. At their best I hold them supreme, though some prefer 
the Alexandrian school. You will find a chair here, Mr, Holmes. Pray allow me 
to clear these bones. And you, sir— ah, yes. Dr. Watson— if you would have the 
goodness to put the Japanese vase to one side. You see round me my little interests 
in life. My doctor lectures me about never going out, but why should I go out 
when I have so much to hold me here? I can assure you that the adequate catalogu- 
ing of one of those cabinets would take me three good months.” 

Holmes looked round him with curiosity. 

“But do you teD me that you never go out?” he said. 

“Now and again I drive down to Sotheby's or Christie's. Otherwise I very seldom 
leave my room. I am not too strong, and my researches are very absorbing. But you 
can imagine, Mr. Holmes, what a terrific shock— pleasant but terrific-it was for 
me when I heard of this unparalleled good fortune. It only needs one more 
Garrideb to complete the matter, and surely we can find one. I had a brother, but 
he IS dead, and female relatives are disqualified. But there must surdy be others 
in the world. I had heard that you handled strange cases, and that was why I sent 
to you. Of course, this American gentleman is quite right, and I should have taken 
his advice first, but I acted for the best.” 
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“I think you scted my wisdy indeed,” said Hohnes. *But are yoo leally amdous 
to acquire an estate in America?” 

"Certainly not, sir. Nothing would induce me to leave my coBection. But tiiis 
gentleman has assured me that he will buy me out as soon as we have estahlished 
our claim. Five million dollars was the sum named. There are a dozen specimens 
in the market at the present moment which fill gaps in my collectioii, and whidi I 
am unable to purchase for want of a few hundred pounds. Just think what I could 
do with five million dollars. Why, 1 have the nucleus of a national coDection. I 
shall be the Hans Sloane of my age.” 

His eyes gleamed behind his great spectacles. It was very dear that '^0 potns 
would be spared by Mr. Nathan Garrideb in finding a namesake. 

“I merely called to make your acquaintance, and there is no reason why 1 should 
your studies,” said Holmes. **1 prefer to establish penonal touch with 
tr bom I do business. There are few questions I need ask, for I have your 

vei , . in my pocket, and I filled up the blanks when this American 

gentle. .lan ca-. ^ understand that up to this week you were unaware of his 
existence.” 

“That »s so. He cali'-d last Tuesday.” 

“Did he tell you of our intci^iew to-day?” 

“Yes, he came straight back to me. He had been very angry ” 

“Why should he be angry?” 

“He seemed to think it was some reflection on his honour. But he was quite 
cheerful again when he returned.” 

“Did he suggest any couise of action?” 

“No, sir, he did not.” 

"Has he had, or asked for, any money from you?” 

“No, sir, never!” 

“You see no possible object he has in view?” 

“None, except what he states.” 

“Did you tell him of our telephone appointment?” 

“Yes. sir, I did.” 

Holmes was lost in thought. I could sec that he was puzzled. 

“Have you any articles of great value in your collection?” 

“No, sir. 1 am not a rich man. It -s a good collection, but not a very valuable 
one.” 

“You have no fear of burglars?” 

“Not the least.” 

“How long have you been in these rooms?" 

“Nearly five years.” 

Holmes’s cross-examination was interrupted by an imperative knocking at the 
door. No sooner had our client unlatched it than the American lawyer burst ex- 
citedly into the room. 

“Here you are!” he cried, waving a paper over his head. “I thought I should be 
in time to get you. Mr. Nathan Gamdeb, my congratulations! You are a rich man, 
sir. Our business is happily finished and all is well. As to you, Mr. Holmes, we can 
only say we are sorry if we have given you any useless trouble.” 

He handed over tfie paper to our client, who stood staring at a marked advertise- 
ment. Holmes and I leaned forward and read it over his shoulder. This is how it 
ran: 
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HOWARD GARRIDEB 

COMSTBUCTOE OT AcuCULTVKAL MaCBIHEBY 
Binden, leopers, steam and hand plows, drills, hanows, fatmeR' carts, buck- 
boards, and all other appliances. 

Estimates for Artesian Wells 
Apply Grosvenor Buildings, Aston 

‘Oloriousl” gaqied our host. That makes our third man.” 

“I had opened up inquiries in Birmingham,” said the American, ”and my agent 
there has sent me this advertisement from a local paper. We must hustle and put 
the thing through- 1 have written to this man and told him that you will see him 
in his office to-morrow afternoon at four o’clock ” 

Tou want me to see him?” 

”What do you say, Mr. Holmes? Don’t you think it would be wiser? Here am I, 
a wandering American with a wonderful tale. Why should he believe what 1 tell 
him? But you are a Britisher with solid references, and he is bound to take notice 
of what you say. I would go with you if you wished, but 1 have a very busy day 
to-morrow, and I could always follow you if you are in any trouble.” 

”Well, I have not made such a journey for years.” 

”It is nothing, Mr. Garridd). I have figured out our connections. You leave at 
twelve and should be there soon after two. Then you can be back the same night. 
All you have to do is to see this man, explain the matter, and get an affidavit of his 
existence. By the Lord!" he added hotly, "considering I’ve come all the way from 
the centre of America, it is surely little enough if you go a hundred miles in order 
to put this matter through." 

"Quite so,” said Holmes. "I think whaLthis gentleman says is very true.” 

Mr. Nathan Garrideb shrugged his shoulden with a disconsolate air. "Well, if 
you insist I shall go," said he. "It is certainly hard for me to refuse you anything, 
considering the glory of hope that you have brought into my life.” 

“Then that is agreed,” said Holmes, “and no doubt you will let me have a report 
as soon as you can.” 

“I’ll see to that,” said the American. "Well,” he added, looking at his watch, 
“I’ll have to get on. I'll call to-morrow, Mr. Nathan, and see you off to Birmingham. 
Coming my way, Mr. Holmes? Well, then, good-bye, and we may have good news 
for you to-morrow night.” 

I noticed that my friend’s face cleared when the American left the room, and 
the look of thoughtful perplexity had vanished. 

“I wish I could look over your collection, Mr. Garrideb,” said he. “In my profes- 
sion all sorts of odd knowledge comes useful, and this room of yours is a storehouse 
of it." 

Our client shone with pleasure and his eyes gleamed from behind his big glasses. 

"I had always heard, sir, that you were a very intelligent man,” said he. “1 could 
take you round now if you have the time." 

"Unfortunately, I have not. But these specimens are so well labelled and classi- 
fied that they hardly need your personal explanation. If I should be able to look in 
to-morrow, I presume that there would be no objection to my glancing over them?” 

"None at all. You are most welcome. The place will, of course, be shut up, but 
Mrs. Saunders is in the basement up to four o’clock and would let you in with her 
key.” 
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I happen to be clear to-morrow aftemoon. If you would tay a word to 
Mn. Saunders it would be quite in order. By the way» who is yoivr bousMBait?** 

Our client was amazed at the sudden question. 

•'Holloway and Stcdc, in the Edgware Road. But why?" 

"I am a bit of an ardueologist myself when it comes to bouses,"' said Hohnes, 
laughing. ""I was wondering if this was Quean Anne or Ckorgian." 

"Georgian, beyond doubt." 

"Really. I should have thought a little earlier. However, it is easily ascertained. 
Well, good-bye, Mr. Garrideb, and may you have every success in your Birmingham 
journey.” 

The house-agent's was close by, but we found that it was closed for the day, so 
we made our way back to Baker Street. It was not till after dinner that Holmes 
reverted to the subject. 

“Our little problem draws to a close,” said he. “No doubt you have outlined the 
solution in your own mind.” 

“I can make neither head nor tail of it.” 

“The head is surely clear enough and the tail we should see to-morrow. Did you 
notice nothing curious about that advertisement?” 

“I saw that the word ‘plough' was misspelt.” 

“Oh, you did notice that, did you? Come, Watson, you improve all the time. 
Yes, it was bad English but good American. The printer i)ad set it up as received. 
Then the buckboards. That is American also. And artesian wells are commoner 
with them than with us. It was a typical American advertisement, but purporting 
to be from an English firm. What do you make of that?” 

“I can only suppose that this American lawyer put it in himself. What his ob- 
ject was I fail to understand.” 

“Well, there are alternative explanations. Anyhow, he wanted to get this good 
old fossil up to Birmingham. That is very clear. I might have told him that he 
was clearly going on a wild-goose chase, but, on second thoughts, it .seemed better 
to clear the stage by letting him go. To-morrow, Watson— well, to-morrow will speak 
for itself.” 

Holmes was up and out early. When he returned at lunchtime I noticed that his 
face was very grave. 

“This is a more serious matter than I had expected, Watson,” said he. “It is fair 
to tell you so, though I know it will only be an additional reason to you for running 
your head into danger. I should know my Watson by now. But there is danger, 
and you should know it.” 

“Well, it is not the 6rst we have shared, Holmes. I hope it may not be the last. 
What is the particular danger this time?” 

“We are up against a very hard case I have identtSed Mr. John Garrideb, Coun- 
sellor at Law. He is none other than Killer' Evans, of sinister and murderous 
reputation.” 

“I fear I am none the wiser.” 

“Ah, it is not part of your profession to carry about a portable Newgate Calendar 
in your memory. I have been down to sec friend Lestrade at the Yard, There may 
be an occasional want of imaginative intuition down there, but they lead the 
world for thoroughness and method. I had an idea that we might get on the track 
of our American friend in their records. Sure enough, I found his chubby face 
smiling up at me from the rogues' portrait gallery. 'James Winter, alias Morcooft, 
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altai Kilki Evaiu^' was tibe mscai^^ Holmes dzew aa. eovdope fix^ 

podmt scnbkMI down a few pcnnts from his dossicTi: Agf^ forty-four. Native of 
Chicaga. Known to have shot three men in the States. Escaped from penitentiary 
through pditical inSuence Came to London in 189^. Shot a man over cards in a 
night-duh in die Watedoo< Road in January, 1895. Man died» but hewas shown to 
have been the aggressor in the row. Dead man was identiSecL as Rodger Prescott, 
famous as forger and coiner in Chicago. Killer Evans released in 1901. Has been 
under police supervision since, but so far as known has led an honest life. Very 
dangerous man, usually carries arms and is prepared to use ^'.:eni. That is our 
bird, Watson— a sporting bird, as you must admit.'* 

“L jt what is his game?” 

**Well, it begins to define itself. I have been to the house-agent’s. Our client, as 
he told us, has been there five years. It was unlet for a year before then. The 
previous tenant was a gentleman at large named Waldron. Waldron's appearance 
was wdl remembered at the office. He had suddenly vanished and nothing more 
been heard of him. He was a tall, bearded man with very dark features. Now, 
Prescott, the man whom Killer Evans had shot, was, according to Scotland Yard, a 
tall, dark man with a beard. As a working hypothesis, I think we may take it that 
Prescott, the American criminal, used to live in the very room which our innocent 
friend now devotes to his museum. So at last we get a link, you see.” 

""And the next link?” 

"Well, we must go now and look for that.” 

He took a revolver from the drawer and handed it to me. 

*"I have my old favourite with me. If our Wild West friend tries to live up to his 
nickname, we must be ready for him. I'll give you an hour for a siesta, Watson, and 
then I think it will be time for our Ryder Street adventure.” 

It was just four o'clock when we reached the cunous apartment of Nathan 
Ganideb. Mrs. Saunders, the caretaker, was about to leave, but she had no hesita- 
tion in admitting us, for the door shut with a spnng lock, and Holmes promised 
to see that all was safe before we left. Shortly afterwards the outer door closed, 
her bonnet passed the bow window, and we knew that we were alone in the lower 
floor of the house. Holmes made a rapid examination of the premises. There was 
one cupboard in a dark comer which stood out a little from the wall. It was be- 
hind this that we eventually crouched while Holmes in a whisper outlined his 
intentions. 

*"He wanted to get our amiable fnend out of his room—that is very clear, and, 
as the collector never went out, it took some planning to do it. The whole of this 
Garrideb invention was apparently for no other end. I must say, Watson, that 
there is a certain devilish ingenuity about it, even if the queer name of the tenant 
did give him an opening which he could hardly have expiected. He wove his plot 
with remarkable cunnmg,” 

""But what did he want?” 

“Well, that is what we are here to find out. It has nothing whatever to do with 
our client, so far as I can read the situation. It is something connected with the man 
he murdered— the man who may have been his confederate in crime. 'There is some 
guilty secret in the room. That is how I read it. At first I thought our friend might 
have something in his collection more valuable than he knew— something worth the 
attention of a big criminal. But the fact that Rodger Prescott of evil memory in- 
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habited these rooms points to some deeper reason. Well, Watson, we^oah but 
possess our souls in patience and see what the hour may bring." 

That hour was not long in striking. We crouched closer in the shadow as we 
heard the outer door open and shut. Then came the sharp, metallic snap of a key, 
and the American was in the room. He closed the door softly behind him, took a 
sharp glance around him to see that all was safe, threw off his overcoat, and walked 
up to the central table with the brisk manner of one who knows exactly what he 
has to do and how to do it. He pushed the table to one side, tore up the square 
of carpet on which it rested, rolled it completely back, and then, drawing a jemmy 
from his inside pocket, he knelt down and worked vigorously upon the 'floor. Pres- 
ently we heard the sound of sliding boards, and an instant later a square had 
opened in the planks. Killer Evans struck a match, lit a stump of candle, and 
vanished from our view. 

Clearly our moment had come. Holmes touched my wrist as a signal, and to- 
gether we stole across to the open trap-door. Gently as we moved, however, the 
old floor must have creaked under our feet, for the head of our American, peering 
anxiously round, emerged suddenly from the open space. His face turned upon 
us with a glare of baffled r?ge, which gradually softened into a rather shamefaced 
grin as he realized that two pistols were pointed at his head. 

"Well, well!" said he coolly as he scrambled to the surface. "I guess you have 
been one too many for me, Mr. Holmes. Saw through my game, I suppose, and 
played me for a sucker from the first. Well, sir, I hand^ it to you; you have me 
beat and — " 

In an instant he had whisked out a revolver from his breast and had fired two 
shots, I felt a sudden hot sear as if a red-hot iron had been pressed to my thigh. 
There was a crash as Holmes’s pistol came down on the man's head. I had a vision 
of him sprawling upon the floor with blood ninning down his face while Holmes 
rummaged him for weapons. Then my friend's wiry arms were round me, and he 
was leading me to a chair. 

‘Tou're not hurt, Watson? For God's sake, say that you are not hurt!" 

It was worth a wound~it was worth many wounds— to know the depth of loyalty 
and love which lay behind mat cold mask. 'The clear, hard eyes were dimmed for 
a moment, and the firm lips were shaking. For the one and only time 1 caught 
a glimpse of a great heart as well as a great brain. All my years of humble but 
single-minded service culminated in Hiat moment of revelation. 

"It’s nothing. Holmes. It’s a mere scratch." 

He had ripped up my trousers with his pocket-knife. 

are right," he cried with an immense sigh of relief. “It is quite superficial.” 
His face set like flint as he glared at our prisoner, who was sitting up with a dazed 
face. “By the Lord, it is as well for you. If you had killed Watson, you would not 
have got out of this room alive. Now, sir. what have you Jo say for yourself?" 

He had nothing to say for him.self. He only sat and scowled. I leaned on Holmes's 
arm, and together we looked down into the small cellar which had been disclosed 
by the secret flap. It was still illuminated by the candle which Evans had taken 
down with him. Our eyes fell upon a mass of rusted machinery, great rolls of paper, 
a litter of bottles, and, neatly arranged upon a small table, a number of neat 
little bundles. 

"A printing press— a counterfeiter's outfit," said Holmes. 

“Yes, sir," said our prisoner, staggering slowly to his feet and then sinking into 
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tbe chaif . *The greatest counterfeiter London ever saw. That's Piescotf s machine* 
and those bundles on the table are two thousand of Prescott's notes worth a hun* 
died each and fit to pass anywhere. Help yoursdves* gentlemen. Call it a deal and 
let me beat it." 

Holmes laughed. 

''We don't do things like that* Mr. Evans. There is no bolt-hole for you in this 
country. You shot this man Prescott* did you not?" 

Tes* sir* and got five years for it* though it was he who pulled on me. Five 
years— when I should have had a medal the size of a soup plate. No living man 
could tell a Prescott from a Bank of England* and if I hadn't put him out he would 
have flooded London with them. I was the only one in the world who knew where 
be made them. Can you wonder that I wanted to get to the place? And can you 
wonder that when I found this crazy boob of a bug-hunter with the queer name 
squatting right on the top of it* and never quitting his room* I had to do the best 
I could to shift him? Maybe I would have been wiser if I had put him away. It 
would have been easy enough* but I'm a soft-hearted guy that can't begin shooting 
unless the other man has a gun also. But say, Mr. Holmes, what have I done 
wrong* anyhow? I’ve not used this plant. I've not hurt this old stiff. Where do you 
get me?" 

"Only attempted murder* so far as I can sec," said Holmes. “But that's not our 
job. They take that at the next stage. What we wanted at present was |ust your 
sweet self. Please give the Yard a call* Watson. It won't be entirely unexpected.” 

So those were the facts about Killer Evans and his remarkable invention of the 
three Canidebs. We heard later that our poor old friend never got over the shock 
of his dissipated dreams. Wlien his castle in the air fell down, it buried him be- 
neath the ruins. He was last heard of at a nunmg-home in Brixton. It was a glad 
day at the Yard when the Prescott outfit was discovered, for, though they knew 
that it existed, they had never been able, after the death of the man, to find out 
where it was. Evans had indeed done great service and caused several worthy 
C, I. D. men to sleep the sounder, for the counterfeiter stands in a class by himself 
as a public danger. They would willingly have subscribed to that soup-plate medal 
of which the aiminal had spoken, but an unappreciative bench took a less favour- 
able view, and the Killer returned to those shades from which he had just emerged. 


THE PROBLEM OF THOR BRIDGE 

SOMEWHERB in the vaults of the bank of Cox and Co.* at Charing Cross* there is 
a travel-worn and battered tin dispatch-box with my name* John H. Watson* M. D., 
Late Indian Army, painted upon the lid. It is crammed with papers, nearly all of 
which arc records of cases to illustrate the cunous problems which Mr. Sherlock 
Holmes had at various times to examine. Some* and not the least interesting* were 
aunplete failures* and as such will hardly bear narrating* since no final explanation 
is forthcoming. A problem without a solution may interest the student* but can 
hardly fail to annoy the casual reader. Among these unfinished tales is that of Mr. 
James Phillimorc, who, stepping back into his own house to get his umbrella, was 
never more seen in this world. No less remarkable is that of the cutter Alicia, 
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which sailed one qnring morning into a small patch of mist from where she newt 
again emerged, nor was anything furth^ ever heard of hersdf md her crew. A 
third case wordiy of note is that of Isadora Persano, the wdHmown jonmalist 
a^ dodlist, who was found stark staring mad with a match box in front of him 
which contained a remarkable worm said to be unknown to science. Apart from 
these unfathoxned there are some which involve the secrets of private fam* 
flics to an extent which would mean consternation in many f*pUfd quarters if it 
were thought possible that they might find their way into print. I need not say that 
such a breach of confidence is unthinkable^ ind that these records will be separated 
and destroyed now that my friend has time to turn his energies to the matter. 
There remain a coiisiderable residue of cases of greater or less interest which I 
might have edited before had I not feared to give the public a surfeit which might 
react upon the reputation of the man whom above all others I revere. In some I 
was myself concerned and can speak as an eye-witness, while in others I was either 
not present or played so small a part that they could only be told as by a third 
person The following narrative is drawn from my own cxpcnencc. 

It was a wild morning in October, and I observed as 1 was dressing how the 
last remaining leaves were being whirled from tlie solitai 7 plane tree which graces 
the yard behind our house. 1 descended to breakfa^it prepared to find my com- 
panion m depressed spirits, for, like all great artists, he was easily impressed by 
his surroundings. On the contrary, I found that he had nearly finished his meal, 
and that his mood was particularly bright and joyous, with that somewhat sinister 
cheerfulness which was characteristic of his lighter moments. 

*"¥00 have a case. Holmes?" I remarked 

mie faculty of deduction is certainly contagious, Watson," he answered. *‘It 
has enabled you to probe my secret. Yes, I have a case. After a month of trivialities 
and stagnation the wheels move once more." 

'‘Might I share it?" 

“There is little to share, but we may discuss it when you have consumed the 
two hard-boiled eggs with which our new cook has favoured us. Their condition 
may not be unconnected with the copy of the Family Herald which I observed 
yesterday upon the hail-table ^ven so trivial a matter as cooking an egg demands an 
attention which is conscious of the passage of time and incompatible with the love 
romance in that excellent periodical.” 

A quarter of an hour later the table :iad been cleared and we were face to face. 
He had drawn a letter from his pocket. 

“You have heard of Neil Gibson, the Gold King?" he said* 

“You mean the American Senator?” 

“Well, he was once Senator for some Western state, but is better known as the 
greatest gold-mining magnate in the world." 

“Yes, I know of him. He has surely lived in England for some time. His name 
is very familiar ” 

“Yes, he bought a considerable estate in Hampshire some five years ago. Possibly 
you have already heard of the tragic end of his wife?” 

“Of course. I remember it now. That is why the name is familiar. But 1 really 
know nothing of the details.” 

Holmes waved his hand towards some papen on a chair. “I had no idea that 
the case was coming my way or I should have had my extracts ready,” said he. 
“The fact is that the problem, though exceedingly sensational, appeared to present 
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no^difficulty* The interesting personality of the accused docs not obscure the clear- 
ness of the evidence. That was the view taken by the coroner's jury and also in 
the ^police-court, proceedings. It is now referred to the Assizes at Winchester, I 
fear it is a thankless business. I can discover facts, Watson, but I cannot change 
them. Unless some entirely new and unexpected ones come to light I do not see 
what my client can hope for." 

“Your client?” 

‘^Ah, I forgot I had not told you. I am getting into your involved habit, Watson, 
of telling a story backward. You had best read this first.” 

The letter which he handed to me, written in a bold, masterful hand, ran as 

follows. Claridge's Hotel, 

October 3rd. 


Dear Mr. Sherlock Holmes: 

I can't see the best woman God ever made go to her death without doing 
all that is possible to save her. I can’t explain thirgs~l can’t even try to 
explain them, but I know beyond all doubt that Miss Dunbar is innocent. 
You know the facts— who doesn't? It has been the gossip of the country. 
And never a voice raised for herl It's the damned injustice^ of it all that 
makes me crazy. That woman has a heart that wouldn't let her kill a fly. 
Well, I'll come at eleven to-morrow and see if you can get some ray of light 
in the dark. Maybe I have a clue and don’t know it. Anyhow, all I know and 
all 1 have and all I am are for your use if only you can save her. If ever in 
your life you showed your powers, put them now into this case. 

Yours faithfully, 

J. Neil Gibson. 


“There you have it,” said Sherlock Holmes, knocking out the ashes of his after- 
breakfast pipe and slowly refilMng it. "That is the gentleman I await. As to the 
story, you have hardly time to master all these papers, so I must give it to you 
in a nutshell if you are to take an intelligent interest m the proceedings. Tins 
man is the greatest financial power in the world, and a man, as I understand, of 
most violent and formidable character. He married a wife, the victim of this 
tragedy, of whom I know nothing save that she was past her pnme, which was the 
more unfortunate as a very attractive governess superintended the education of two 
young children. These are the three people concerned, and the scene is a grand old 
manor house, the centre of a historical English state. Then as to the tragedy. The 
wife was found in the grounds nearly half a mile from the house, late at night, 
clad in her dinner dress, with a shawl over her shoulders and a revolver bullet 
through her brain. No weapon was found near her and there was no local clue 
as to the murder. No weapon near her, Watson— mark that! The crime seems to 
have been committed late in the evening, and the body was found by a game- 
keeper about eleven o’clock, when it was examined by the police and by a 
doctor before being carried up to the house. Is this too condensed, or can you 
follow it clearly?” 

“It is all very clear. But why suspect the governess?” 

“Well, in the first place there is some very direct evidence. A revolver with one 
discharged chamber and a calibre which conesponded with the bullet was found on 
the floor of her wardrobe.’' Hts eyes fixed and be repeated in broken words, “On 
—the— floor— of— her— wardrobe.” Then he sank into silence, and I saw that some 
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train of thought had been set moving which I should be foolish to interrupt. 
Suddenly with a start he emerged into brisk life once more. *Tcs, Watson, it was 
found. I^tty damning, eh? So the two juries thought. Then the lead woman had 
a note upon her making an appointment at that very place and signed by the 
governess. How*s that? Finally there is the motive. Senator Gibson is an attractive 
person. If his wife dies, who more likely to succeed her than the young lady who 
had already by all accounts received pressing attentions from her employer? Love, 
fortune, power, all depending upon one middle-aged life. Ugly, Watson— very 
ugly!” 

•Tes, indeed, Holmes.” 

”Nor could she prove an alibi. On the contrary, she had to admit that she was 
down near Thor Bridge-that was the scene of the tragedy— about that hour. She 
couldn*t deny it, for some passing villager had seen her there.” 

‘That really seems final.” 

“And yet, Watson— and yet! This bridge— a single broad span of stone with 
balustraded sides— carries the drive over the narrowest part of a long, deep, reed- 
girt sheet of water. Thor Mere it is called. In the mouth of the bridge lay the 
dead woman. Such are the main facts. But here, if I mistake not, is our client, 
considerably before his time.” 

Billy had opened the door, but the name which he announced was an unexpected 
one. Mr. Marlow Bates was a stranger to both of us. Hc^was a thin, nervous wisp 
of a man with frightened eyes and a twitching, hesitating manner— a man whom 
my own professional eye would judge to be on the brink of an absolute nervous 
breakdown. 

“You seem agitated, Mr, Bates,” said Holmes. “Pray sit down. I fear I can only 
give you a short time, for I have an appointment at eleven.” 

“I know you have,” our visitor gasp^, shooting out short sentences like a man 
who is out of breath. “Mr. Gibson is coming. Mr. Gibson is my employer. I am 
manager of his estate. Mr. Holmes, he is a villain— an infernal villain.” 

“Strong language, Mr. Bates,” 

“I have to be emphatic, Mr. Holmes, for the time is so limited. I would not 
have him find me here for the world. He is almost due now. But I was so situated 
that I could not come earlier. His secretary, Mr. Ferguson, only told me this 
morning of his appointment with you.” 

“And you are his manager?” 

“1 have given him notice. In a couple of weeks I shall have shaken off his accursed 
slavery. A hard man, Mr, Holmes, hard to all about him. Those public charities 
arc a screen to cover his private iniquities. But his wife was his chief victim. He 
was brutal to her— yes, sir, brutal! How she came by her death I do not know, but 
I am sure that he had made her life a misery to her. She was a creature of the 
tropics, a Brazilian by birth, as no doubt you know.” 

“No, it had escaped me.” 

“Tropical by birth and tropical by nature. A child of the sun and of passion. 
She had loved him as such women can love, but when her own physical charms had 
faded-1 am told that they once were great— there was nothing to hold him. We all 
liked her and felt for her and hated him for the way that he treated her. But he 
is plausible and cunning. That is all I have to say to you. Don’t take him at his 
face value. There is more behind. Now I’ll go. No, no, don’t detain me! He is 
almost due.” 
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With a frightened look at the clock our strange visitor literally ran to the door 
and disappeared. 

“Wdll Wdll*^ said Holmes after an interval of silence, "*Mr, Gibson seems to 
have a nice loyal household. But the warning is a useful one, and now we can only 
wait till the man himself appears,'* 

Sharp at the hour we heard a heavy step upon the stairs, and the famous million- 
aire was shown into the room. As I looked upon him I understood not only the 
fears and dislike of his manager but also the execrations which so many business 
rivals have heaped upon his head. If I were a sculptor and desired to idealize the 
successful man of affairs, iron of nerve and leathery of conscience, I should choose 
Mr. Neil Gibson aa my model. His tall, gaunt, craggy figure had a suggestion of 
hunger and rapacity. An Abraham Lincoln keyed to base uses instead of high ones 
would give some idea of the man. His face might have been chiselled in granite, 
hard-set, craggy, remorseless, with deep lines upon it, the scars of many a crisis 
Cold gray eyes, looking shrewdly out from under bristling brows, surveyed us each 
in turn. He bowed in perfunctory fashion as Holmes mentioned my name, and then 
with a masterful air of possession he d^'^w a chair up to my companion and 
seated himself with his bony knees almost touching him. 

‘‘Let me say right here, Mr. Holmes,** he began, "that money is nothing to me in 
this case. You can burn it if it*s any use in lighting you to the truth. This woman 
is innocent and this woman has to be cleared, and it*s up to you to do it. Name 
your figure!** 

"My professional charges are upon a fixed scale/* said Holmes coldly. "1 do not 
vary them, save when 1 remit them altogether.** 

"Well, if dollars make no difference to you, think of the reputation. If you pull 
this off every paper in England and America will be booming you. You*ll be the 
talk of two continents.** ^ 

"Thank you, Mr. Gibson, I do not think that I am in need of booming. It may 
surprise you to know that I prefer to work anonymously, and that it is the problem 
itself which attracts me. But we arc wasting bme. Let us get down to the facts.*’ 

"I think that you will find all the main ones in the press reports. 1 don’t know 
that I can add anything which will help you. But if there is anything you would 
wish more light upon— well, I am here to give it/* 

"Well, there is )ust one point/* 

"What is it?” 

“What were the exact relations between you and Miss Dunbar?” 

Tlie Gold King gave a violent start and half rose from his chair. Then his 
massive calm came back to him. 

"I suppose you are within your rights— and maybe doing your duty-in asking 
such a question, Mr. Holmes,** 

"We will agree to suppose so,” said Holmes. 

"Then I can assure you that our relations were entirely and always those of an 
employer towards a young lady whom he never conversed with, or ever saw, save 
when she was in the company of his children.*' 

Holmes rose from his chair. 

“I am a rather busy man, Mr. Gibson,” said he, "and I have no time or taste 
for aimless conversations. I wish you good-morning.” 

Our visitor had risen also, and his great loose figure towered above Holmes. 
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There was an angry gleam from under those bristling brows and a tinge of colour 
in the sallow cheeks. 

“What the devil do you mean by this, Mr. Holmes? Do you dismiss roy casc?^’ 

“WeU, Mr. Gibson, at least I dismiss you. I should have thought my words were 
plain.” 

“Plain enough, but what's at the back of it? Raising the price on me, or afraid 
to tackle it, or what? I've a right to a plain answer." 

“Well, perhaps you have,” said Holmes. “Pll give you one. This case is quite 
sufficiently complicated to start with without the further difficulty of false in* 
formation.” 

“Meaning that I lie." 

“Well, I was trying to express it as delicately as I could, but if you insist upon 
the word I will not contradict you.” 

I sprang to my feet, for the expression upon the millionaire's face was fiendish 
in its intensity, and he had raised his great knotted fist. Holmes smiled languidly 
and reached his hand out for his pipe. 

“Don't be noisy, Mr, Gibson. I find that after breakfast even the smallest argu- 
ment is unsettling. I suggest that a stroll in the morning air and a little quiet 
tliought will be greatly to your advantage.” 

With an effort the Gold King mastered his fury. I could not but admire him, 
for by a supreme self-command he had turned in a minute from a hot flame of 
anger tc a frigid and contemptuous indifference. 

“Well, it's your choice. 1 guess you know how to run your own business, I can't 
make you touch the case against youi will. You've done yourself no good this 
morning, Mr Holmes, for I have broken stronger men than you. No man ever 
crossed me and was the better foi it,” 

“So many have said so, and yet here I am,” said Holmes, smiling. “Well, good- 
morning, Mr. Gibson, You have a good deal yet to learn.” 

Our visitor made a noisy exit, but Holmes smoked in imperturbable silence with 
dreamy eyes fixed upon the ceiling. 

“Any views, Watson?” he arked at last, 

“Well, Holmes, I must confess that when I consider that this is a man who 
would certainly brush any obstacle from his path, and when 1 remember that 
his wife may have been an obstacle an ‘ an object of dislike, as that man Bates 
plainly told us, it seems to me — ” 

“Exactly And to me also,” 

“But what were his relations with the governess, and how did you discover them?” 

"Bluff, Watson, bUtffl When I considered the passionate, unconventional, un- 
businesslike tone of his letter and contrasted it with his self-contained manner and 
appearance, it was pretty clear that there was some deep emotion which centred 
upon the accused woman rather than upon the victim. We've got to understand 
the exact relations of those three people if we arc to reach the truth. You saw the 
frontal attack which I made upon him, and how imperturbably he received it. 
Then I bluffed him by giving him the impression that I was absolutely certain, 
when in reality I was only extremely suspicious.” 

“Perhaps he will come back?” 

“He is sure to come back. He must come back. He can't leave it where it is. 
Hal isn't that a ring? Yes, there is his footstep. Well, Mr. Gibson, I was just saying 
to Dr. Watson that you were somewhat overdue.” 
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Hie Gold King had reentered the room in a more chastened mood than he had 
left it. His wounded pride still showed in his resentful eyes, but his common sense 
had shown him that he must yield if he would attain his end. 

^Fve been thinking it over, Mr. Holmes, and 1 feel that I have been hasty in 
taking your remarks amiss You are lusbfied m getbng down to the facts, whatever 
they may be, and 1 think the more of you for it. I can assure you, however, that 
the relations between Miss Dunbar and me don’t really touch this case " 

"That IS for me to decide, is it not?” 

"Yes, I guess that is so. You’re like a surgeon who wants every symptom before 
he can give his diagnosis.” 

"Exactly. That expresses it. And it is only a patient who has an object in de- 
ceiving his surgeon who would conceal the facts of his case.” 

"That may be so, but you will admit, Mr. Holmes, that most men would shy 
off a bit when they are asked point-blank what their relations with a woman mav 
be— if there is really some senous feeling in the case I guess most men have a 
little pnvate reserve of their own m some comer of their souls where they don t 
welcome intruders And you burst suddenly into it But the ol)ect excuses you. 
since it was to try and save her. Well, the stakes are down and the reserve open, 
and you can explore where you will What is it you want?” 

"The tnith.” 

The Gold King paused for a moment as Oae who marshals his thoughts His 
grim, deep-lined face had liecome even sadder and niort grave 

"I can give it to you in a very few words, Mr Holmes/' said he at last “Fhere arc 
some things that are painful as well as difBcalt to say, so 1 won’t go deeper than 
IS needful 1 met mv wife w'hen 1 w'as gold-hunting in Brazil Maria Pinto was the 
daughter ot a government official at Manaos, and she was \ery beautiful. I was 
young and ardent m those days, but even now, as I look back with colder blood 
and a more critical eye, I c^m see that she w'as rare and wonderful in her beauty' 
It was a deep rich nature, loo, passionate, whole-hearted, tropical, ill-balanccd, 
vers different horn the American women whom I had known Well, to make a 
long wtoiy bhoit, 1 iovrd her and I married her It was only when the romance Lad 
passed— and it lingered tor years that I realized that we had nothing— absolutely 
nothing— in common My love faded If he^s had faded also it might have been 
easier But you know the wonderful way of wunen’ I>o what I might, nothing 
could turn her from me If I have been harsh to her, e\en brutal as some have 
said. It has been beciuse 1 knew that if I couh^ kill hei love, or if it turned to hate, 
it would be easier for both of us But nothing changed her She adored me in 
those English woods is she had adored me twenty vears ago on the banks of the 
Ama-ron Do what I might, she was as devoted as ever 

‘Then came Miss C:ace Dunbar She amwered our adveitisement and became 
governess to our two children Perhaps you have seen her portrait in the papers 
TTie whole w'orld has proclaimed that she also is a very beautiful woman Now, I 
make no pretence to be more moral than mv neighbours, and I will admit to you 
that I could not live under the same roof with such a woman and m daily contact 
with her without feeling a passionate regard for her Du you blame me, Mr 
Holmes?” 

"I do not blame you for feeling it I should blame you if you expressed it, since 
this young lady was in a sense under your protection ” 

"Well, maybe so,” said the millionaire, though for a moment the reproof had 
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brought the old angry gleam into his eyes. ‘^I'm not pretending to be any better 
than I am. I guess all my life I’ve been a man that reached out his hand for what 
he wanted, and I never wanted anything more than the love and possession of 
that woman. I told her so.” 

“Oh, you did, did you?” 

Holmes could look very formidable when he was moved. 

“I said to her that if I could marry her I would, but that it was out of my power 
1 said that money was no object and that all I could do to make her happy and 
comfortable would be done,” 

'Very generous, I am sure,” said Holmes with a sneer. 

"See here, Mr. Holmes. I came to you on a question of evidence, not on a 
question of morals. I’m not asking for yoi^r criticism.” 

"it IS only for the young lady’s sake that I touch your case at all,” said Holmes 
stenilv “1 don’t know that anything she is accused of is really worse than what 
vou liave yourself admitted, that you have tried to rum a defenceless girl who was 
.iiider your root. Some of you neb men have to be taught that all the world cannot 

bnbul into condoning your oScnccs.”' 

'Fo niy surprise the Gold King took the reproct with equanimity. 

"That’s how I feel myself about it now. I thank God that my plans did not 
work out as I intended. She would have none of it, and she wanted to leave the 
house instantly.” 

"Why did she not?” 

"Weli, in the first place, othm weic dependent upon her, and it was no tight 
nr, tier for her to let fhem all down by sacrificing her living. Wiien I had swoin 
-as I did ‘that should never be molested again, she conseni'ed to remain But 
there was aov^ther lea.son She knt w the influence '>he had over me, and that it was 
stronger than any othei mfiuenre in tlK world. She wanted to u.se it for good.” 

"How^” 

she knew something of my aftairs. ITiey are large, Mr. Holmes- i.irgc 
beyond the boicf of an oiduiary onn. i can make or break -and it 15 usually btrak. 

wasn’t individuvs cniv If was ''o.iimunities, cities, even nnti<»ns ljusmes% r a 
h-rd game and the wf‘^k go o tJ'C wall. I played tlit gam» k»r all it was worth 
1 never squealed myself, and I ne^'er car^d if the other fellow squealed. Cut she 
>av. it different 1 rmess she wa^ nc'ht believed and said that 3 fortune foi one 
mau lhai WdS moie tiian he ne^^d^’d should not be built on ten thousand luincd 
men wlic w'ere left without the means of hfe. ’1 hat was how she saw it and I 
juess she could see past the dollar^, to something that was more lastin,; She 
t 'uud that i listened to what sht said, and she t^dievi.'d she was ‘.Civmg the world 
bv hiflucncmg my actions. Sr- she staved— and then this came along ” 

"C an you th.ow anv light upon that?” 

The Go] i Kmg paused for a minute or rnoie, his head sunk m bis hands, lost 
in deep tbonghi. 

"It s ;ery black agaiu.st her I can’t deny that. And women lead an inward life 
and may dc things beyond the judgment of a man. At first i was so railed and 
taken aback th?^ I was a*ady to think she had been led away in some extraordinary 
fashion that was chan apairst her u'^uaS nature. One explanation came into my 
head. 1 give it to you, Mr. Holmes, for what it is worth. There is no doubt that 
rny wife v/as bitterly jealous. There is a soul-jealousy that can be as frantic as any 
body-iealousy, and though my wife had no cause—and 1 think she understood this- 
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for the latter, the was aware that this English girl eaerted an inBoeooe upon my 
miiut uid my acts that ^e herself never had. It was an iniuenoe fm good, 
but that did not mend the matter. She was craay with hatred, and the heat of 
the Amazon was always m her blood. She might have planned to murdm Miss 
Dunbar-or we will say to threaten her with a gun and so frighten her mto leaving 
us. Then there might have been a scuffle and the gun gone off and shot the woman 
who held it." 

"That possibility had already occurred to me," said Holmes. "Indeed, it is the 
only obvious alternative to deliberate murder." 

“But she utterly denies it.” 

"Well, that is not final->is it? One can understand that a woman placed in so 
awful a posibon might hurry home still in her bewilderment holding the revolver 
She might even throw it down among her clothes, hardly knowing what she was 
doing, and when it was found she might try to he her way out by a total denial, 
since all explanation was impossible. What is against such a supposibon?" 

“Miss Dunbar herself.” 

"Well, perhaps.” 

Holmes looked at his watch. "I have no doubt we can get the necessary permits 
this morning and reach Winchester by the evening tram. When 1 have seen tins 
young lady it is veiy possible that I may be of more use to you in the matter, 
though I cannot promise that my conclusions will ,)>..c'»ssarily be such as you desire." 

There was some delay in the official pass, and instead of reaching Winchester that 
day we went down to Thor Place, the Hampshire estate of Mr Neil Gibson He 
did not accompany us himself, but we had the address of Sergeant Coventry, of 
the local police, who had first examined into the affair He was a tall, thin, cadaver- 
ous man, with a secretive and mysterious manner which conveyed the idea that he 
knew or suspected a very great deal more than he dared say He had a trick, too, 
of suddenly sinking his voice to a whisper as if he had come upon something of 
vital importance, though the tnformabon was usually commonplace enough Be- 
hind these tncks of manner he soon showed himself to be a decent, honest fellow 
who was not too proud to admit that he was out of his depth and would welcome 
any help. 

“Anyhow, I’d rather have you than Scotland Yard, Mr. Holmes,” said he. "If the 
Yard gets called into a case, then the local loses all credit for success and may be 
blamed for failure. Now, you play straight, so I’ve heard.” 

"I need not appear in the matter at all,” said Holmes to the evident relief 
of our melancholy acquaintance, "If I can clear it up I don’t ask to have my name 
menboned.” 

“Well, it’s very handsome of you, I am sure. And your fnend, Dr. Watson, can 
be trusted, I know. Now, Mr. Holmes, as we walk down to the place there is one 
quesbon I should Uke to ask you. I’d breathe it to no soul but you.” He looked 
round as though he hardly dare utter the words “Don’t you think there might be 
a case agamst Mr. Neil Gibson himself?” 

*1 have been considering that.” 

"You’ve not seen Miss Dunbar. She is a wonderful fine woman in every way. 
He may well have wished his wife out of tiie road. And these Americans ate readier 
with pistols than our folk are. It was hi$ pisttd, you know." 

"Was that clearly made out?" 

“Yes, sir. It was one of a pair that be had." 



“One of a pair? Where is the other?" 

“Well, the gentleman has a lot of firearms of one sort and another. We never 
quite matched that particular pistol— but the box was made for two " 

“If it was one of a pair you should surely be able to match it." 

“Well, we have them all laid out at the house if you would care to look them 
over.” 

“Later, perhaps. I think we will walk down together and have a look at the 
scene of the tragedy.” 

This conversation had taken place in the little front room of Sergeant Coventry's 
humble cottage which served as the local police-station. A walk of half a mile or 
so across a wind-swept heath, all gold and bronze with the fading ferns, brought 
us to a side-gate opening into the grounds of the Thor Place estate. A path led 
us through the pheasant preserves, and tlien from a clearing we saw the widespread, 
half-timbered house, half Tudor and half Georgian, upon the crest of the hill. 
Beside us there was a long, reedy pool, constricted in the centre where the main 
carnage drive passed over a stone bridge, but swelling into small lakes on cither 
side. Our guide paused at the mouth of this bridge, and he pointed to the ground. 

‘That was where Mrs. Gibson's body lay. I marked it by that stone.” 

“I understand that you were there before it was moved?” 

“Yes, they sent for me at once.” 

“Who did?” 

“Mr. Gibson himself. 'Hic moment the alarm was given and he had rushed 
down with others from the house, he insisted that nothing should be moved until 
the police should arrive.” 

“That was sensible. I gathered from the newspaper report that the shot was fired 
from close quarters.” 

“Yes, sir, very close.” 

“Near the right temple?” 

“Just behind it, sir.” 

“How did the body lie*'" 

“On the back, sir. No trace of a struggle. No marks. No weapon. The short note 
from Mi.ss Dunbar was clutched in her left hand.” 

“Clutched, you say?” 

“Yes, sir, we could hardly open the fingers.” 

‘That IS of great importance. It excludes the idea that anyone could have placed 
the note there after death in order to furnish a false clue. Dear me! The note, as 
I remember, was quite short: 

"I ♦vill be at Thor Bridge ?t nine o'clock. 

“G. Dunbajr. 


Was that not so?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Did Miss Dunbar admit writing it?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“What was her explanation?" 

“Her defence was reserved for the Assizes. She would say nothing " 

“The problem is certainly a very interesting one. The point of the letter is very 
obscure, is it not?” 
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"Well, sir,” said the guide, "it seemed, if I may be so bold as to say so. the onH 
really clear point in the whole case." 

Holmes shook his head 

"Granting that the letter is genuine and was really written, it was certainly 
received some bme before— say one hour or two. Why, then, ^^as this lady still 
clasping it in her left hand^ Why should she carry it so carefully? She did not 
need to refer to it in the interview. Does it not seem remarkable?” 

"Well, sir, as you put it, perhaps it does ” 

"I think I should like to sit quietly for a few minutes and think it out ” He seated 
himself upon the stone ledge of the bridge, and I could see his quick gray eyes 
darting their questioning glances m every direction Suddenly he sprang up again 
and ran across to the opposite parapet, whipped hr lens from his pocket, and began 
to examine the stonework 
"This IS curious,” said ht 

"Yes, sir, we saw the rhip on the ledge I expect it's been done by some passer-by ” 
The stonework was grav, but at this one point it showed white for a space not 
larger than a sixpence When examined closely one could see that the surface was 
chipped as by a sharp blow 

‘It took some violence to do that,' said Holmes thoughtfully With his cane 
he struck the ledge several tunes without leaving a mark "Yes, it was a hard 
knock In a curious place, too It was not from above but from below, for you see 
that it IS on the lower edge of the parapet 
"But it IS at least fifteen feet from the body." 

"Yes, it IS fifteen feet from tht body It may have nothing to do wnth the matter, 
but it IS a point worth noting I do not think that wt have anything more to leani 
here There were no footsteps, vou sa\’” 

"Tlie ground was iron hard, sir Flieru were no traces at all 
"Then we can go We will go to the iiouse first and look over these weapons 
of which you speak Then we shall get on to Winchester, for I should desire to sec 
Miss Dunbar before we go farther ” 

Mr Neil Gibson had not le turned frein town, but we saw in the house the 
neuiotie Mr Bates who had called uoon us in the morning He showed o'- with 
a sinister relish the fonnidable arrav ot brearms of various snapts and size> which 
his einplover had accumulated ni the rourse of an adventurou'J life 

"Mr. Gibson has his entniics, as anyone would exp‘=‘ct who knew hiin and hr 
methods," said he "He sleeps with a loaded revolvei in the drawer beside bis 
bed He is a man of violence, sit, and there are times when all of us are afraid of 
him I am sure that the ixioi ladv who tias passed w'as often tonified ” 

"Did you ever witness physical violence towards her’” 

"No, I cannot say that But I have heard words which were nearly as bad- words 
of cold, cutting contempt, even before the sersants 

"Our millionaire docs not seem to in private life,” remarked Holmes as we 
made our way to tl>c station "Well, Wat^'on, we have come on a good many facts, 
some of them new ones, and yet I seem some wav fi^m my conclusion In spite 
of the very evident dislike whicli Mi Bates has to his employei, I gather from 
him that when the alarm came he was undoubtedly in his library Dinner was 
over at 8 30 and all was normal up to then It is true that the alarm was some- 
w'hat late in the evening, but the tragedy ceitainly occurred about the hour named 
in the note. There is no evidence at all that Mr Gibson had been out of doors 
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since his return from town at five o'clock. On the other hand» Miss Dunbar, as 
I understand it, admits that she had made an appointment to meet Mrs. Gibson 
at the bridge. Beyond this she would say noting, as her lawyer had advised 
her to reserve her defence- We have several very vital questions to ask that young 
lady, and my mind will not be easy until we have seen her. I must confess that the 
case would seem to me to be very black against her if it were not for one thing." 

'"And what is that. Holmes?" 

‘The finding of the pistol in her wardrobe." 

"Dear me, HolmesI" I cried, "that seemed to me to be the most damning 
incident of all." 

"Not so, Watson. It had struck me even at my first perfunctory reading as very 
strange, and now that 1 am in closer touch with the case it is my only firm ground 
for hope. We must look for consistency. Where there is a want of it we must sus- 
pect deception.” 

"I hardly follow you.” 

"Well now, Watson, suppose for a moment that we visualize you in the character 
of a woman who, in a cold, premeditated fashion, is about to get rid of a rival. 
You have planned it. A note has been written. Hie victim has come. You have 
your weapon. ITie crime is done. It has been workmanlike and complete. Do you 
tell me that after carrying out so crafty a crime you would now ruin your reputation 
as a criminal by forgetting to fling your weapon into those adjacent reed-beds which 
would forever cover it, but you must needs carry it carefully home and put it in 
your own wardrobe, the very first place that would be searched? Your best friends 
would hardly call you a schemer, Watson, and yet I could not picture you doing 
anything so cnide a.s that.” 

"In the excitement of the moment — " 

"No, no, Watson, I will not admit that it is possible. Where a crime is coolly 
premeditated, then the means of covering it are coolly premeditated also I hope, 
therefore, that we are in the presence of a serious misconception.” 

"But there is so much to explain.” 

"Well, we shall set about explaining it. When once your point of view is changed, 
the very thing which was so damning becomes a clue to the truth. For example, 
there is this revolver. Miss Dunbar disclaims all knowledge of it. On our new 
theory she is speaking truth when she says so. Therefore, it was placed in her 
wardrobe. Who placed it there? Someone who wished to incriminate her. Was not 
that person the actual criminal? You see how we come at once upon a most fruitful 
line of inquiry." 

We were compelled to spend the night at Winchester, as the formalities had not 
yet been completed, but next morning, in the company of Mr. Joyce Cummings, 
the rising barrister who was entrusted with the defence, we were allowed to see 
the young lady in her cell. I had eacpected from all that we had heard to see a 
beautiful woman, but 1 can never forget the efiFect which Miss Dunbar produced 
upon me. It was no wonder that even the masterful millionaire had found in her 
something more powerful than himself— something which could control and guide 
him. One felt, too, as one looked at the strong, clear-cut, and yet sensitive face, 
that even should she be capable of some impetuous deed, none tlic less there was 
an innate nobility of character which would make her influence always for the 
good. She was a brunette, tall, with a noble figure and commanding presence, but 
her dark eyes had in them the appealing, helpless expression of the hunted creature 
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who feels the nets around it, but can see no way out from the toils. Now, as she 
realized the presence and the help of my famous friend, there came a touch of 
colour in her wan cheeks and a light of hope began to glimmer in the glance which 
she turned upon us. 

“Perhaps Mr. Neil Gibson has told you something of what occurred between 
us?"' she asked in a low, agitated voice. 

“Yes," Holmes answered, “you need not pain yourself by entering into that part 
of the story. After seeing you, I am prepared to accept Mr. Gibson's statement 
both as to the influence which you had over him and as to the innocence of your 
relations with him. But why was the whole situation not brought out in court?" 

“It seemed to me incredible that such a charge could be sustained. I thought 
that if we waited the whole thing must clear itself up without our being com- 
pelled to enter into painful details of the inner life of the family. But I understand 
that far from clearing it has become even more serious." 

“My dear young lady," cried Holmes e^inestly, "I beg you to have no illusions 
upon the point. Mr. Cummings here would assure you that all the cards are at 
present against us, and that we must do everything that is possible if we are to win 
clear. It would be a cruel deception to pretend that you are not in very great 
danger. Give me all the help you can, then, to get at the truth." 

“I will conceal nothing." 

“Tell us, then, of your true relations with Mr. Gibson’s wife." 

“She hated me, Mr. Holmes. She hated me with all the fervour of her tropical 
nature. She was a w'oman who would do nothing by halves, and the measure of 
her love for her husband was the measure also of her hatred for me. It is probable 
that she misunderstood our relations. 1 would not wish to wrong her, but she loved 
so vividly in a physical sense that she could hardly understand the mental, and 
even spiritual, tie which held her husband to me, or imagine that it was only my 
desire to influence his power to good ends which kept me under his roof. 1 can 
sec now that I was wrong. Nothing could justify me in remaining where I was 
a cause of unhappiness, and yet it is certain that the unhappine,ss would have 
remained even if I had left the house." 

“Now, Miss Dunbar," said Holmes, “I beg you to tell us exactly what occurred 
that evening." 

“I can tell you the truth so far as I know it, Mr. Holmes, but I am in a position 
to prove nothing, and there are points— the most vital points— which 1 can neither 
explain nor can I imagine any explanation." 

“If you will find the facts, perhaps others may find the explanation.” 

“With regard, then, to my presence at Thor Bridge that night, I received a note 
from Mrs. Gibson in the morning. It lay on the table of the schoolroom, and it 
may have been left there by her own hand. It implored me to sec her there after 
dinner, said she had something important to say to me, and asked me to leave 
an answer on the sundial in the garden, as she desired no one to be in our confi- 
dence. I saw no reason for such secrecy, but I did as she asked, accepting the 
appointment. She asked me to destroy her note and I burned it in the schoolroom 
grate. She was very much afraid of her husband, who treated her with a harshness 
for which 1 frequently reproached him, and I could only imagine that she acted 
in this way because she did not wish him to know of our interview.” 

“Yet she kept your reply very carefully?" 

“Yes. I was surprised to bear that she had it in her hand when she died.” 
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"Well, what happened then?'* 

*i went down as I had promised. When I reached the bridge she was waiting 
for me. Never did I realize till that moment how this poor creature hated me. 
She was like a mad woman— indeed* I think she was a mad woman, subtly mad 
with the deep power of deception which insane people may have. How else could 
she have met me with unconcern every day and yet had so raging a hatred of me 
in her heart? I will not say what she said. She poured her whole wild fury out in 
burning and horrible words. I did not even answer-I could not. It was dreadful 
to see her. I put my hands to my ears and rushed away. When I left her she was 
standing, still shrieking out her curses at me, in the mouth of the bridge.” 

"Where she was afterwards found?** 

"Within a few yards from the spot.” 

“And yet, presuming that she met her death shortly after you left her, you 
heard no shot?’* 

"No, I heard nothing. But, indeed, Mr. Holmes, I was so agitated and horrified 
by this terrible outbreak that I rushed to get back to the peace of my own room, 
and I was incapable of noticing anything which happened.** 

"You say that you letumed to your room. Did you leave it again before next 
morning?" 

"Yes, when the alarm came that the poor creature had met her death I ran out 
with the others." 

"Did you see Mr. Gibson?” 

"Yes, he had just returned from the bridge when I saw him. He had sent for 
tlie doctor and the police.’* 

"Did he seem to you much perturbed?" 

"Mr. Gibson is a very strong, self-contained man. I do not think that he would 
ever show his emotions on the surface. But I, who knew him so well, could see that 
he was deeply concerned.’* 

"Then we come to the all-important point. This pistol that was found in your 
room. Had you ever seen it before?” 

"Never, I swear it." 

"When was it found?” 

"Next morning, when the police maM^ their search.” 

"Among your clothes?** 

"Yes, on the floor of my wardrobe under my dresses.” 

"You could not guess how long it had been there?*’ 

"It had not been there the morning before.** 

"How do you know?** 

"Because I tidied out the wardrobe.** 

"That is final. Then someone came mto your room and placed the pistol there 
in order to inculpate you.** 

"It must have been so.*' 

"And when?" 

"It could only have been at meal-time, or else at the hours when I would be in 
the schoolroom with the children." 

"As you were when you got the note?” 

"Yes, from that time onward for the whole morning.” 

“TTiank you, Miss Dunbar. Is there any other point which could help me in the 
investigation?” 
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^ can think of none.*" 

There was some sign of violence on the stonework of the bzidg^Hi perfectly 
fiesh dup just opposite the body. Could you suggest any possible explanation 
of that?** 

"'Surely it must be a mere coincidence/" 

""Curious^ Miss Dunbar, very curious. Why should it appear at the very time 
of the txag^, and why at the very place?"" 

""But what could have caused it? Only great violence could have such an effect."" 

Holmes did not answer. His pale, eager face had suddenly assumed that tense, 
far-away expression which I had learned to associate with the surpeme manifesta- 
tions of his genius. So evident was the crisis in his mind that none of us dared 
to speak, and we sat, barrister, prisoner, and myself, watching him in a concentrated 
and absorbed silence. Suddenly he sprang from his chair, vibrating with nervous 
energy and the pressing need for action. 

“Come, Watson, cornel"* he cried. 

"What is it, Mr, Holmes?"" 

“Never mind, my dear lady. You will hear from me, Mr. Cummings. With the 
help of the god of justice I will give you a case which will make England ring. You 
will get news by to-morrow. Miss Dunbar, and meanwhile take my assurance that 
the clouds are lifting and that I have every hope that the light of truth is breaking 
through.’* 

It was not a long journey from Winchester to Thor Place, but it was long to me 
in my impatience, while for Holmes it was evident that it seemed endless; for, m 
his nervous restlessness, he could not sit still, but paced the carriage or drummed 
with his long, sensitive fingers upon the cushions beside him. Suddenly, however, as 
we neared our destination he seated himself opposite to me— we had a first-class 
carriage to ourselves— and laying a hand upon each of my knees he looked into my 
eyes with the peculiarly mischievous gaze which was charactensbc of his more 
imp-like moods. 

“Watson,” said he, “I have some recollection that you go armed upon these 
excursions of ours,” 

It was as well for him that I did so, for he took little care for his own safety 
when his uind was once absorbed by a problem, so that more than once my 
revolver had been a good friend in need. I reminded him of the fact. 

“Yes, yes, I am a little absent-minded in such matters. But have you your revolver 
on you?” 

I produced it from my hip-pocket, a short, handy, but very serviceable little 
weapon. He undid the catch, shook out the cartridges, and examined it with care. 

“It’s heav7— remarkably heavy,*" said he. 

“Yes, it is a solid bit of work,” 

He mused over it for a minute. 

“Do you know, Watson,” said he, “I believe your revolver is going to have a 
very intimate connection with the mystery which we a^e investigating.” 

“My dear Holmes, you are joking.” 

“No, Watson, I am very seiious. There is a test before us. If the test comes 
off, all will be clear. And the test will depend upon the conduct of this little 
weapon. One cartridge out. Now we will replace the other five and put on the safety- 
catch. Sol That increases tfie weight and makes it a better reproduction.” 

I had no glimmer of what was in his mind, nor did he enlighten me, but sat 
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lost in thought until we pulled up in the little Hampshire station. We secured 
a ramshackle trap, and in a quarter of an hour were at the house of our confidential 
friend, the sergeant. 

“A clue, Mr. Holmes? What is it?” 

”It all depends upon the behaviour of Dr. Watson's revolver,” said my friend. 
"Here it is. Now, officer, can you give me ten yards of string?” 

The village shop provided a ball of stout twine. 

“I think that this is all we will need,” said Holmes. "Now, if you please, we 
will get off on what 1 hope is the last stage of our journey. ' 

The sun was setting and turning the rolling Hampshire moor into a wonderful 
autumnal panorama. The sergeant, with many critical and incredulous glances, 
which showed his deep doubts of the sanity of my companion, lurched along be- 
side us. As we approached the scene of the crime 1 could see that my friend under 
all his habitual coolness was in truth deeply agitated. 

"Yes,” he said in answer to my remark, "you have seen me miss my mark before, 
Watson. I have an instinct for such things, and yet it has sometimes played me 
false. It seemed a certainty when first it flashed across my mind in the cell at 
Winchester, but one drawback of an active mind is that one can always conceive 
alternative explanations which would make our scent a false one. And yet— and 
yet — Well, Watson, we can but tr>'.” 

As he walked he had firmly tied one end of the String to the handle of the 
revolver. We had now reached the scene of the tragedy. With great care he marked 
out under the guidance of the policeman the exact spot where the body had been 
stretched. He then hunted among the heather and the ferns until he found a 
considerable stone. This be secured to the other end of his line of string, and he 
hurg it over the parapet of the bridge so that it swung clear above the water. He 
then stood on the fatal spot, some distance from the edge of the bridge,, with my 
revolver in his hand, the string being taut between the weapon and the heavy 
stone on the farther side 

"Now for it!” he cried. 

At the w'ords he raisL, the pistol to his head, and then let go his grip. In an 
instant it had been whisked away by the weight of the sto.ie, had struck with a 
sharp crack against the parapet, and had vanished over the side into the water. 
It had hardly gone before Holnii^s was kneeling beside the stonework, and 0 
joyous cry showed that he had found what he expected. 

"Was there ever a more exact demonstration?” he cried. "See, Watson, your 
revolver has solved the problem I” As he spoke he pointed to a second chip of the 
exact size and shape of the first which had appeared on the under edge of the 
stone balustrade. 

“We’ll stay at the inn to-night,” he continued as he rose and faced the astonished 
sergeant. “You will, of course, get « grappling-hook and you will easily restore my 
friend's revolver. You will also find beside it the revolver, string and we.ght with 
which this vindictive woman attempted to disguise her own crime and to fasten 
a charge of murder upon an innocent victim. You can let Mr. Gibson know that 
I will see him in the morning, when steps can be taken for Miss Dunbar's vindica- 
tion.” 

Late that evening, as we sat together smoking our pipes in the village inn, 
Holmes gave me a brief review of what had passed. 

“I (ear, Watson,” said he, "that you will not improve any imputation which 1 
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miy have acquixed by adding the ca$e of the Thor Bridge mystery to your annals. 
I have been doggish in mind and wanting in that mixture of imagination and 
reality which is the basis of my art. I confess that the chip in the stonework was 
a sufficient clue to suggest the true solution, and that I blame myself for not 
having attained it sooner. 

^t must be admitted that the workings of this unhappy woman's mind were deep 
and subtle, so that it was no very simple matter to unravel her plot. I do not 
think that in our adventures we have ever come across a stranger example of what 
perverted love can bring about. Whether Miss Dunbar was her rival in a physical 
or in a merely mental sense seems to have been equally unforgivable in her eyes. 
No doubt she blamed this innocent lady for all those harsh dealings and unkind 
words with which her husband tried to repef her too demonstrative affection. 
Her first resolution was to end her own life. Her second was to do it in such a 
way as to involve her victim in a fate which was worse far than any sudden death 
could be. 

**We can follow the various steps quite clearly, and they show a remarkable 
subtlety of mind. A note was extracted very cleverly from Miss Dunbar which 
would make it appear that she had chosen the scene of the crime. In her anxiety 
that it should be discovered she somewhat overdid it by holding it in her hand 
to the last. This alone should have excited my suspicions earlier than it did. 

“Then she took one of her husband's revolvers— there was, as you saw, an 
arsenal in the house— and kept it for her own use. A similar one she concealed 
that morning in Miss Dunbar^s wardrobe after discharging one barrel, which she 
could easily do in the woods without attracting attention. She then went down 
to the bridge where she had contrived this exceedingly ingenious method for get- 
ting rid of her weapon. When Miss Dunbar appeared she used her last breath in 
pouring out her hatred, and then, when she was out of hearing, earned out her 
terrible purpose. Every link is nOw in its place and the chain is complete. The 
papers may ask why the mere was not dragged in the first instance, but it is eas}^ 
to be wise after the event, and in any case tlie expanse of a reed-filled lake is 
no easy matter to drag unless you have a clear perception of what you are looking 
for and where. Well, Watson, we have helped a remarkable woman, and also a 
formidable man. Should they in the future join their forces, as seems not unlikely, 
the financial world may find that Mr. Neil Gibson has learned something in that 
schoolroom of sorrow where our earthly lessons are taught." 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE CREEPING MAN 

Mr. Sherlock Holmes was always of opinion that I should publish the singular 
facts connected with Professor Presbury, if only to dispel once for all the ugly 
rumours which some twenty years ago agitated the university and were echoed in the 
learned societies of London. There were, however, certain obstacles in the way, and 
the true history of this curious case remained entombed in the tin box which 
contains so many records of my friend's adventures. Now we have at last obtained 
permission to ventilate the facts which formed one of the very last cases handled 
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by Holmes befora his retirement from practice. Even now a certain reticence and 
discretion have to be observed in laying the matter before the public. 

It was one Sunday evening early in September of the year 1903 that I received 
one of Holmes’s laconic messages; 

Come at once if convenient— if inconvenient come all the same. 

s. H. 

The rdations between us in those latter days were peculiar. He was a man of 
habits, narrow and concentrated habits, and 1 had become one of them. .\s an 
institution 1 was like the violin, the shag tobacco, the old black pipe, the index 
books, and others perhaps less excusable. When it was a case of active work and 
a comrade was needed upon whose ner/c he could place some reliance, my r51c 
was obvious. But apart from this I had uses. I was a whetstone for his mind. 1 
stimulated him. He liked to thtiik aloud in my presence. His remarks could hardly 
ue said to be made to me— irany of them wou^d have been as appropriately ad- 
dressed to his bedstead— but none the less, having formed the habit, it had become 
in some way helpful that I should register and interject. If I irritated him by a 
certain methodical slowness in my mentality, that irritation served only to make 
his own flame-like intuitions and impressions flash up the more vividly and swiftly. 
Such was my humble idle in our alliance. 

When I arrived at Baker Street I found him luiddled up in his armchair with 
updrawn knees, his pipe in his mouth and his hrow furrowed with thought. It 
was clear that he was in the throes of some vexatious problem. With a wave of 
his hand he indicated my old armchair, but otherwise for half an hour he gave 
no sign that he was aware of my presence. Then with a start he seemed to come 
from his reverie, and wdth his usual whirasicai smile he greeted me back to what 
had once been my home. 

'"You will excuse a certain abstraction of mind, my dear Watson/* said he. 
""Seme curious facts have been submitted to me within the last twenty-four hours, 
and they in turn have given r ? tc some speculations of a more general character 
1 have serious thoughts of writing a small monograph upon the uses of dogs in 
the work of the detective.” 

“But surely. Holmes, this has been xplored/* said I. '"Bloodhounds— sleuth- 
hounds — ** 

"No, no, Watson, that side of the matter is, of course, obvious. But there is 
another which is far more subtle. You may recollect that in the case which you, 
in your sensational way, coupled with the Copper Beeches, I was able, by watching 
the mind of the child, to form a deduction as to the criminal habits of the very 
smug and respectable father.” 

"Yes, I remember it well,” 

“My line of thoughts about dogs is analogous. A dog reflects the family life. 
Whoever saw a frisky dog in a gloomy family, or a sad dog in a happy one? Snarling 
people have snarling dogs, dangerous people have dangerous ones. And their passing 
moods may reflect the passing moods of others.” 

I shook my head. “Surely, Holmes, this is a little far-fetched,” said I. 

He had refilled his pipe and resumed his seat, taking no notice of my comment. 

'The practical application of what I have said is very close to the problem which 
1 am investigating. It is a tangled skejn, you understand, and I am looking for a 
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loose eiid« One possible loose end lies in the question: Why does Professor Pres 
bur/s wolfhound, Roy, endeavour to bite him?” 

1 sank back in my chair iis some disappointment. Was it for so trivial a questior 
as this that I had been summoned from my work? Holmes glanced across at me. 

*The same old WatsonI” said^ he. *Tou never learn that the gravest issues 
depend upon the smallest things. But is it not on the face of it strange that a staid 
elderly philosopher— you’ve heard of Presbury, of course, tlie famoud Camforc 
physiologist?— that such a man, whose friend has been his devoted wolfhound, 
should now have been twice attacked by his own dog? What do you make of it?" 

mie dog is ill " 

"^ell, that has to be considered. But he attacks no one else, nor does he ap- 
parently molest his master, save on very special occasions. Curious, Watson— very 
curious. But young Mr. Bennett is before his time if that is his ring. I had hopec 
to have a longer chat with you before he came." 

There was a quick step on the stairs, a sharp tap at the door, and a moment 
later the new client presented himself. He was a Ull, handsome youth about thirty, 
well dressed and elegant, but with something in his beanng which suggested the 
shyness of the student rather than the self-possession ot the man of the woild 
He shook hands with Holmes, and then looked with some surprise at me. 

"Tliis matter is very delicate, Mr. Holmes," he said. “Consider the relation ir. 
which I stand to Professor Presbuiy both pnvately and publicly. 1 really can hardl) 
justify myself if I speak before any third person." 

“Have no fear, Mr. Bennett. Dr. Watson is the very soul of discretion, and I car 
assure you that this is a matter in which I am very likely to need an assistant.’ 

“As you like, Mr, Holmes. You will, I am sure, understand my having some 
reserves in the matter." 

“You will appreciate it, Watson, when I tell you that this gentleman, Mr. Trevo 
Bennett, is professional assistant to the great scientist, lives under his roof, and i 
engaged to his only daughter. Certainly we must agree that the professor has ever> 
claim upon his loyalty and devotion. But it may best be shown by taking thf 
necessary steps to clear up tliis strange mystery." 

“I hope so, Mr, Holmes. That is my one object. Does Dr. Watson know Uic 
situation?" 

“I have not had time to explain it.” 

“Then perhaps 1 had better go over the ground again before explaining som 
fresh developments." 

“I will do so myself," said Holmes, “ra order to show that I have the events ir 
their due order. TTie professor, Watson, is a man of Europea'i reputation. His life 
has been academic. There has never been a breath of scandal. He is a widowe 
with one daughter, Edith. He is, I gather, a man of very virile and positive, one 
might almost say combative, character. So the matter stood until a very few months 
ago. 

“Then the current of his life was broken. He is sixty-one years of age, but he 
became engaged to the daughter of Professor Morphy, his colleague in the chair of 
comparative anatomy. It was not, as I understand, the reasoned courting of an 
elderly man but rather the passionate frenzy of youth, for no one could have shown 
himself a more devoted lover. The lady, Alice Morphy, was a very perfect girl 
both in mind and body, so that there was every excuse for the prof^sso/s infatua- 
tion. None the less, it did not meet with full approval in his own family.” 
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“We thought it rather excessive," said our visitor, 

"Exactly. Excessive and a Idt’e violent and unnatural. Professor Presbuty was 
rich, however, and there was no objection upon the part of the father. The daughter 
however, had other views, and there were already several candidates for her hand 
who, if they were less eligible from a worldly point of view, were at least more 
of an age. The girl seemed to like the professor in spite of his eccentricities. It was 
only a^e which stood in the way. 

"About this time a little mystery suddenly clouded the normal routine of tl 
professor's life. He did what he had never done before. He left home and ^ 
no indication where he was going. He was away a fortnight and returned loo 
rather travel-worn. He made no allusion to where he had been, although h 
usually the frankest of men. It chanced, however, that our client here, Mr. P 
received a letter from a fellow-student in Prague, who said that he war 
have seen Professor Preshuv)' there, although he had not been able to ta' 

Only m this way did hi.s own household learn \\here he had been. 

"Now comes the pomt I jorn tliat tiaie o/iwiud a curious change c 

I --f lessor. He became tuiuvi, vdiu biy. Those afOiind him had alwr 
riiat he was not the man that they had bown hut ^^hat be was und 
which had darkened his hirher quahtle^- His ijitdlect was not alie 
were as brilliant as ever, but always there wai soin^ thing new, 

hid unexpected His d..i’.»ghter win was devokd to him, tned 
resume the old relatK.ns and tc pcTictrik' thii. mask which ' 
have put on. You, sir, a' 1 understavG. cod rhe same- -but all 
Mr. Bennett, tell m y<'t>r wii vvord.> hnc Ui^ icicnt of Iht h' 

“You must underst:»"Ki, Dr. Watson, llic protesso’ 

II J were his son or Ins \ l>rothtT 1 i -nld not ha^ 

Ins confidence. As his ,.ec>Tt^iy I hamh pape 

opened and subdivided In.s letters, Shoiiis afrci hi5 
He told me that certain letters might come to him 
marked by a cross unde; the stamp The.^/' were 

:mly. I may say that sevwai of these do thr 
E. C, mark, and were in an iihteratc Iv^nt 

inswers did not pass through my nor 

:orrespondence was collected/' 

‘‘And the box," said Holmes. 

“Ah, yes, the box. The professoi bro’ 
travels. It was the one thing which sugg 
; those quaint carved things which one 
’his instrument cupboard. One dar, r 
.rijy surprise he was very angry, and 
for my curiosity'. It was the hist tr 
hurt. I endeavoured to explain 
box, but all the evening I was c 
ncident was rankling in his r 
Docket. “That was on July 2 
“You are certainly an 3' 
these dates w'hich you ha* 

“I learned method ar 
that 1 observed abnonr 



case. Thus I have it here that it was on that very day, July ad, that Roy attacked 
the professor as he came from his study into the hall. Again, on July i ith, there was 
a scene of the same sort, and then I have a note of yet another upon July aoth. After 
that we had to banish Roy to the stables. He was a dear, affectionate animal— but 
I fear I weary you." 

Mr. Bennett spoke in a tone of reproach, for it was very clear that Holmes was not 
listening. His face was rigid and his eyes gazed abstractedly at the ceiling. With 
an effort he recovered himself. 

‘'Singularl Most singularl" he murmured. "These details were new to me, Mr. 
Bennett. I think we have now fairly gone over the old ground, have we not? But 
you spoke of some fresh developments " 

The pleasant, open face of our visitor clouded over, shadowed by some grim 
remembrance. "What 1 speak of occurred the night before last," said he. "I was 
lying awake about two m the morning, when I was aware of a dull muffled sound 
coming from the passage. I opened my door and peeped out. I should explain that 
the professor sleeps at the end of the passage — " 

"TTie date being — ?" asked Holmes. 

Our visitor was clearly annoyed at so inelevant an intemipbon. 

"I have said, sir, that it was the night before last— that is, September 4 th." 

Holmes nodded and smiled. 

^ "Pray continue," said he. 

^ "He sleeps at the end of the passage and would have to pass my door in order to 
r^ach the staircase. It was a redly terrifying experience, Mr. Holmes. I think that 
as strong-nerved as my neighbours, but I was shaken by what I saw. The 
passage was dark save that one window halfway along it threw a patch of light. I 


oot 4 d^ see that something was coming along the passage, something dark and 
lSmu$rJling. Then suddenly it emerged into the light, and I saw that it was he. He 
gfdwling, Mr. Holmes-craw^ngl He was not quite on his hands and knees. I 
j|IR&||jf^tother say on his hands and feet, with his face sunk between his hands. Yet 
to move with ease. I was so paralyzed by the sight that it was not until 
ta^nM^ched my door that I was able to step forward and ask if I could assist 
mjift. n^nswer was extraordinary. He sprang up, spat out some atrocious word at 
|mefm(|<i}Arried on past me, and down the staircase. I waited about for an hour, but 
back. It must have been daylight before he regained his room." 

Watson, what make you of that?" asked Holmes with the air of the 
^mologist who presents a rare specimen. 

"Lumb^*^ possibly. I have known a severe attack make a man walk in just 
suc^%cmK ahd nothing would be more trying to the temper.” 

You always keep us flat-footed on the ground. But we can 
||2Mw"49^mflkmbago, since he was able to stand erect in a moment." 

better in health," said Bennett. "In fact, he is stronger than I 
i for years. But there are the facts, Mr. Holmes. It is not a case in 


the police, and yet we are utterly at our wit’s end as to what 
in some strange way that we are drifting towards disaster, 
feels as I do, that we cannot wait passively any longer.” 

^ a very curious and suggestive case. What do you think, Watson?" 

^^eWDg as 8 .^^{jlitdical man,” said I, "it appears to be a case for an alienist. The 
^^^tlelIttab cetdiral processes were disturbed by the love affair. He made a 



loum^difitbad in.^jigfe-hope of breaking himself of the passion. His letters and the 
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box may be connected with some other private transaction— a loan, perhaps, or 
share certihcates, which are in the box.” 

'And the w'olfhound no doubt disapproved of the financial bargain. No, no, 
Watson, there is more in it than this. Now, I can only suggest — " 

WT'iat Sherlock Holmes was about to suggest will never be known, for at this 
moment the door opened and a young lady was shown into the room. As she 
appeared Mr. Bennett sprang up with a cry and ran forward with his hruids out 
to meet those which she had herself outstretched. 

‘‘Edith, dear! Nothing the matter, I hope?" 

I felt I must follow you. Oh, Jack, 1 have been so dreadfully frightened I It is 
aw'ful to be there alone." 

Mr. Holmes, this is the young lady I spoke of. This is my fiancee." 

“We were gradually coming to that conclusion, were we not, Watson?" Holmes 
answered with a smile. "I take it. Miss Presbuiy, that there is some fresh develop- 
ment in the case, and that you thought w^e should know?" 

Our new visitor, a bright, handsome girl of a conventional English type, smiled 
back at Holmes as she seated herself beside Mr. Bennett. 

“When I found Mr. Bennett had left his hotel I thought I should probably find 
him here. Of course, he had told me that he wouid coivuit you. But, oh, Mr. 
Holmes, can you do nothing for my poor father?" 

“1 have hopes, Miss Presburv, hut the ease is s!;ll obstine Perhaps what you have 
to say may throw some hesh liglit upon it.’ 

"It was last night, Mr. H(/hnes. He had been very strange all day. I am sure 
that there are tirneo when he hao no recollection of what he does. He lives as in 
a strange dream Y'esterday was such a dav. It was not my father with whom I 
lived His outw'ard shell was theic, but it was not really he." 

"Tell me what }'aj)pcned " 

"I was awakened in the night ly the dog barking most furioiislv. Poor Roy, he 
IS chimed now neai the stable i may say that i always sleep with my door locked; 
for as Jack— as Mr. Bennett ‘ill tell you, we ail have a feeling of impending 
danger. My rooiit is on tlic second fiucT It liappciied that the blind w'as up in my 
window, and there vas bright moonlight nitside. As 1 lay with my eyes fixed upon 
the square of light, listening to the frcnaicd baikings of the deg, I was amazed 
to see my fathePs face looking in at me. Mr. Holmes, 1 neaily died of surprise 
and horror. There it was pressed against the window pane, and one hand seemed 
to be raised as if to push up the window. If that window had opened, I think 
I should have gone mad. It was no delusion, Mr Holmes. Don't deceive yourself 
by thinking so. 1 dare say it was twenty seconds or so that I lay paralyzed and 
watched the face. Then it vanished, but ! could not-I could not spiing out of 
bed and look out after it. I lay cold and s*uvering till morning. At breakfast he 
was sharp and fierce in manner, and made no allusion to the adventure of the 
night. Neither did I, but I gave an excuse for coming to town-and here I am." 

Holmes looked thoroughly surprised at Miss Presbury's narrative. 

“My dear young lady, you say that your room is on the ^i^econd floor. Is there a 
long ladder in the garden?" 

“No, Mr. Holmes, that is the amazing part of it. I'here is no possible way of 
reaching the window-and yet he was there." 

“The date being September 5 th," said Holmes. “That certainly complicates 
matters " 



It was the young lady’s turn to look surprised. "This is the second time tliat yon 
have alluded to the date, Mr. Holmes/’ said Bennett. ""Is it possible that it has 
any bearing upon the case?” 

“It is possible— very possible— and yet I have not my full material at present.” 

""Possibly you are thinking of the connection between insanity and phases of the 
moon?” 

""No, I assure you. It was quite a diflEerent line of thought. Possibly you can leave 
your notebook with me, and I will check the dates. Now I think, Watson, that 
our line of action is perfectly clear. This young lady has informed us— and i have 
the greatest confidence in her intuition— that her father remembers little or nothing 
which occurs upon certain dates. We will therefore call upon him as if he had 
given us an appointment upon such a date. He will put it down to his own lack 
of memory. Thus we will open our campaign by having a good close view of him.” 

"That IS excellent,” said Mr, Bennett. ‘"I warn you, however, that the professor 
is irascible and violent at times.” 

Holmes smiled. ""There are reasons why we should come at once— very cogent 
reasons if my theories hold good. To-morrow, Mr. Bennett, will certainly see us in 
Camford. There is. if I remember right, an inn called the Chequers where the port 
used to be above mediocrity and the linen was above reproach. I think, Watson, 
that our lot for the next few days might lie in less pleasant places.” 

Monday morning found us on our way to the famous university town— an easy 
effort on the part of Holmes, who had no roots to pull up, but one which involved 
frantic planning and hurrying on my part, as my practice was by this time not 
inconsiderable. Holmes made no allusion to the case until after we had deposited 
our suitcases at the ancient hostel of which he had spoken. 

‘"I think, Watson, that we can catch the professor just before lunch. He lectures 
at eleven and should have an interval at home.” 

""What possible excuse have we for calling?” 

Holmes glanced at his notebook. 

""There was a period of excitement upon August 26th. We will assume that he 
is a little hazy as to what he does at such times. If we insist that we are there by 
appointment I think he will hardly venture to contradict us. Have you the effrontery 
necessary to put it through?” 

"We can but try.” 

""Excellent, Watson I Compound of the Busy Bee and Excelsior. We can but 
try— the motto of the firm. A friendly native will surely guide us.” 

Such a one on the back of a smart hansom swept us past a row of ancient colleges 
and, finally turning mto a tree-lined drive, pulled up at the door of a charming 
house, girt round with lawns and covered with purple wistaria. Professor Presbury 
was certainly sunounded with every sign not only of comfoii but of luxury. Even 
as we pulled up, a grizzled head appeared at the hont window, and we were aware 
of a pair of keen eyes from under shaggy brows which surveyed us through large 
horn glasses. A moment later we were actually in his sanctum, and the mysterious 
scientist, whose vagaries had brought us from London, was standing before us. 
There was certainly no sign of eccentricity either in his manner or appearance, for 
he was a portly, large-featured man, grave, tall, and frock<oated, with the dignity 
of bearing which a lecturer needs. His eyes were his most remarkable feature, keen, 
observant, and clever to the verge of cunning. 

He iQpked nt our cards. ""Pray sit down, gentlemen. What can I do for you?” 
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Mr. Holmes smiled amiably. 

‘‘It was the question which I was about to put to you, Professor.” 

‘To me, sirl” 

“Possibly there is some mistake. I heard through a second person that Professor 
Presbury of Camford had need of iny ser\'ices.” 

“Oh, indeed’” It seemed to me that there was a malicious sparkle in the intense 
gray eyes. “You heard that, did you? May I ask the name of your informant?” 

“I am sorry, Professor, but the matter was rather confidential. If I have made a 
mistake there is no harm done. I can only express my regret.” 

"Not at all I should wish to go further into this matter. It interests me. Have 
you any scrap of writing, any letter or telegram, to bear out your assertion?” 

“No, I have not ” 

“I presume that you do not go so far as to assert that I summoned you?” 

“I would rather answer no questions,” said Holmes. 

“No, I dare say not,” said the professor with asperity “However, that particular 
one can be answered very easily without your aid.” 

He walked across the room to the bell. Our London fnend, Mr. Bennett, an- 
swered the call. 

“Come in, Mr. Bennett. These two gentlemen have come from London under 
the impression that they have been summoned. You handle all my correspondence. 
Have you a note of anything going to a per'^on named Holrvcs?” 

“No, sir,” Bennett an^^wered with a flush. 

“Tliat IS conclusive,” said the professor, glaring angrily my companion. "Now, 
sir”— he leaned forward with his two hands upon the table— “it seems to me that 
your position is a very questionable one ” 

Holmes, shrugged his shoulders 

"I can only repeat ’’hat I am sorry that w^e have made a needless intrusion.” 

"Hardly enough Mr. Holmes’” the old man cried in a high screaming voice, 
with extraordiuar} malignancy upon his face. He got between us and the door as 
he spoke, and he sliook his two hands at us with furious pasnon. 'You can hardly 
get out of it so easily as that ’ Mis Cce was convulsed, and he grinned and gibbered 
at us in his senseless rage. I am convinced that we should have had to fight our 
way out of the room if Mr. Bennett nad not intervened 

“My dear Professor,” he cried, “cons, er your positionl Consider the scandal at 
the university’ Mr Holmes is a welhki mn man You cannot possibly treat him 
with such discourtesy.” 

Sulkily our host -if I may call him so-cleared the path to the door. We were 
glad to find ourselves outside the house and in the quiet of the tree-lined drive 
Llolmes seemed greatly amused by the episode 

"Our learned friend’s nerves are somewhat out of order,” said he. "Perhaps our 
intrusion was a little crude, and yet Lave gained that personal contact which 
I desired. But, dear me, Watson, he is surely at our heels. The villain still pursues 
us.” 

Theie were the sounds of running feet behind, but it was, to my relief, not the 
formidable professor but his assistant who appeared round the curve of the drive. 
He came panting up to Ui. 

"I am so sorry, Mr Holmes. I wished to apologize ” 

"My dear sir, there is no need. It is all in the way of professional experience ” 

“I have n» \ct seen him in a more dangerous mood. But he grows more sinister. 
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You can understand now why his daughter and 1 are alarmed. And yet his mind 
is perfectly clear" 

*Too clearl" said Holmes. "That was my miscalculation. It is evident that his 
memory is much more reliable than I had bought. By the way, can we, before we 
go, sec the window of Miss Presbury's room?" 

Mr. Bennett pushed his way through some shrubs, and we had a view of the 
side of the house. 

“It is there. The second on the left.” 

“Dear me, it seems hardly accessible. And yet you will observe that there is a 
creeper below and a water-pipe above which give some foothold.” 

‘i could not climb it myself,” said Mr. Bennett. 

“Very likely. It would certainly be a dangerous exploit for any normal man.” 

"There was one other thing I wish to tell you, Mr. Holmes. I have the address 
of the man in London to whom the professor writes. He seems to have written 
this morning, and I got it from his blotting-paper. It is an ignoble position for a 
trusted secretary, but what else can I do?” 

Holmes glanced at the paper and put it into his pocket. 

"Dorak~a curious name. Slavonic, I imagine. Well, it is an important link in 
the chain. We return to London this afternoon, Mr. Bennett. 1 see no good purpose 
to be served by our remaining. We cannot arrest the professor because he has 
done no crime, nor can we place him under constraint, for he cannot be proved 
to be mad. No action is as yet possible.” 

"Then what on earth are we to do?” 

"A little patience, Mr. Bennett. Things will soon develop. Unless I am mistaken, 
next Tuesday may mark a crisis. Certainly we shall be in Camford on that day. 
Meanwhile, the general position is undeniably unpleasant, and if Miss Presbury 
can prolong her visit — ” 

"That is easy.” 

Then let her stay till we can assure her that all danger is past. Meanwhile, 
let him have his way and do not cross him. So long as he is in a good humour all is 
well.” 

"There he isl” said Bennett in a startled whisper. Looking between the branches 
we saw the tall, erect figure emerge from the hall door and look around him. 
He stood leaning forward, his hands swinging straight before him, his head turning 
from side to side. The secretary with a last wave slipped off among the trees, and 
we saw him presently rejoin his employer, the two entering the house together in 
what seemed to be animated and even excited conversation. 

"I expect the old gentleman has been putting two and two together,” said Holmes 
as we walked hotelward. "He struck me as having a particularly clear and logical 
brain from the little I saw of him. Explosive, no doubt, but then from his point 
of view he has something to explode about if detectives are put on his track and 
he suspects his own household of doing it. I rather fancy that friend Bennett is in 
for an uncomfortable time.” 

Holmes stopped at a post-office and sent off a telegram on our way. The answer 
reached us in the evening, and he tossed it across to me. 

Have visited the Commercial Road and seen Dorak. Suave person, Bohe- 
mian, elderly. Keeps large general store. 
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“Mercer is since your time/' said Holmes. “He is my general utility man who 
looks up routine business. It was important to know something of the man with 
whom our professor was so secretly corresponding. His nationality connects up 
with the Prague visit/' 

“Thank goodness that something connects with something/' said I. "At present 
we seem to be faced by a long series of inexplicable incidents with no bearing 
upon each other. For exaniple, what possible connection can there be between 
an angry wolfhound and a visit to Bohemia, or either of them with a man crawling 
down a passage at night? As to your dates, that is the biggest mystification of all.” 

Holmes smiled and rubbed his hands. We were, I may say, seated in the old 
sitting-room of the ancient hotel, with a bottle of the famous vintage of which 
Holmes had spoken on the table between us. 

"Well, now, let us take the dates first,” said he, his finger-tips together and 
his manner as if he v^eie addressing a class. “'Phis excellent young man's diary 
shows that there was trouble upon /uly 2d, and from then onward it seems to have 
been at nine-day intervals, with, so fai as 1 remember, only one exception. Thus 
the last outbreak upon Friday was on September 3d, which also falls into the 
senes, as did August 26th, which preceded it. Tbe thing is beyond coincidence.” 

I was forced to agree, 

“Let us, then, form the provisional theory that every nine days the professor 
takes some strong dnig which has a passing but highly -^poisonous effect. His 
naturally violent nature is intensified by it. He learned to take this diug while 
he was in Prague, and snpphea with it by a Bohemian intermediary in 

Ixindon This all hangs together, Watson!” 

“But the dog, the iace at the window, the creeping man in the passage?” 

"Well, well, we have made a beginning. I should not expect any fresh develop- 
ments until next Tuesday. In the meantime we can only keep in touch with friend 
Bennett and enjoy the amenities ot this charming town.” 

In the morning Mr. Bennett slipped lound to bring us the latest report. As 
Holmes had imagined, times bad not been easy with him. Without exactly accusing 
him of being responsible for o^r presence, the professor had been very rough and 
rude in his speech, and evidently felt some strong grievance. This morning he was 
quite himself again, however, and had delivered his usual bnlliant lecture to a 
crowded class. "Apart from his queer las,” said Bennett, “he has actually more 
energy and vitality than I can ever remember, nor was his brain ever clearer. But 
it's not he— it's never the man whom we have known ” 

“I don't think you have anything to fear now for a week at least,” Holmes an- 
swered. "I am a busy man, and Dr. Watson has his patients to attend to. Let us 
agree that we meet here at this hour next Tuesday, and I shall be surprised if 
before we leave you again we are not able to explain, even if we cannot perhaps 
put an end to, your troubles. Meanwhile, keep us posted in what occurs.” 

I saw nothing of my friend for the next few days, but on the following Monday 
evening I had a short note asking me to meet him next day at the train. From 
what he told me as we travdled up to Camford all was well, the peace of the 
professor's house had been unruffled, and his own conduct perfectly normal. This 
also was the report which was given us by Mr. Bennett himself when he called 
upon us that evening at our old quarters in the Chequers. “He heard from his 
London correspondent to-day. There was a letter and there was a small packet, 
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each with the cross under the stamp which warned me not to touch them. There 
has been nothing else " 

“That may prove quite enough,” said Holmes grimly "Now, Mr Bennett, we 
shall, I think, come to some conclusion to-night. If my deductions are correct we 
should have an opportunity of bnnging matters to a head. In order to do so it is 
necessary to hold the professor under observation I would suggest, therefore, that 
you remain awake and on the lookout Should you hear him pass your door, do 
not interrupt him, but follow him as discreetly as you can Dr Watson and 1 will 
not be far off By the way, where is the key of that little box of which you spoke?” 

"Upon his watch-chain ” 

“I fancy our researches must he in that direction At the worst the lock should 
not be very form’dable Have you any other able-bodied man on the premises^” 

‘There is the coachman, Macphail ” 

“Where does he sleep’" 

“Over the stables " 

“We might possibly want him Well, we can do no more unbl we see how 
things develop Good-bye~but I expect that we shall see you before morning " 

It was nearly midnight before we took our station among some bushes immedi- 
ately opposite the hall door of the professor It was a fine night, but chilly, and 
we were glad of our warm overcoats There was a breeze, and clouds were scudding 
across the sky, obscuring from time to time the half-moon It would have been 
a dismal vigil were it not for the expectation and excitement which carried us 
along, and the assurance of my comrade that we had probably reached the end 
of the strange sequence of events which had engaged our attention 

"If the cycle of nine days holds good then we shall have the professor at his 
worst to-night,” said Holmes. ‘The fact that these strange symptoms began after 
his visit to Prague, that he is in secret correspondence with a Bohemian dealer in 
London, who presumably reptesents someone in Prague, and that he received a 
packet from him this very day, all point in one diiection What he takes and s hy 
he takes it are still beyond our ken, but that it emanates in some way from Pragi e 
is clear enough He takes it under definite directions which regulate this ninth-day 
system, which was the first point which attracted my attention But his symptoms 
are most remarkable Did you observe his knuckles?" 

I had to confess that I did not 

“Tliick and homy in a way which is quite new in my experience Always look 
at the hands first, Watson, Then cuffs, trouser-knees, and boots. Very curious 
knuckles which can only be explained by the mode of progression ob. :rved by — " 
Holmes paused and suddenly clapped his hand to his forehead “Oh, Watson, 
Watson, what a fool I have beeni It seems incredible, and yet it must be true All 
points in one direction How could I miss seeing the connection of ideas? Those 
knuckles— how could I have passed those knuckles? And the dog! And the ivyl 
It's surely time that I disappeared into that little farm of my dreams. Look out, 
Watson! Here he is! We shall have the chance of seeing for ourselves.” 

The hall door had slowly opened, and against the lamplit background we saw 
the tall figure of Professor Presbury. He was clad in his dressing-gown. As he stood 
outlined m the doorway he was erect but leaning forward with dangling arms, as 
when we saw him last. 

Now he stepped forwaW into the drive, and an extraordinary change came over 
him He sank down into a crouching position and moved along upon his hands 
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and feet, skipping every now and then as if he were overflowing with energy and 
vitahty. He moved along the face of the house and then round the corner As he 
disappeared Bennett slipped through the hall door and softly followed him 

“Come, Watson, cornel” cned Holmes, and we stole as softly as we could 
through the bushes until we had gained a spot whence we could see the other side 
of the house, which was bathed in the light of the half-moon The professor was 
clearly visible crouching at the foot of the ivy-covcred wall As we watched him 
he suddenly began with incredible agility to ascend it. From branch to branch he 
sprang, sure of foot and firm of grasp, climbing apparently in mere joy at his own 
powers, wth no definite object in view With his dressmg-gown flapping on each 
side of him, he looked like some huge bat glued against the side of bis own house, 
a great squate dark patch upon the moonlit wall Presently he bred of this amuse- 
ment, and, dropping from branch to branch, he squatted down into the old atbtude 
and moved towards the stables, creeping along in the same sbange way as before 
rhe wolfhound was out now, barking furiously, and more excited Uian ever when 
It actually caught sight of its master It was straining on its chain and quivering 
with eagerness and rage The prr lessor squatted down very deliberately just out of 
reach of the hound and began to provoke it in every possible way He took handfuls 
of pebbles from the drive and threw them in the dog’s face, prodded him with a 
stick which he had picked up, flicked hiv hands about onlv a few inches from the 
gaping mouth, and endeavoured in every wav to increase the animal’s fury, which 
was already beyond all control In all our adventures 1 do not know that I have 
ever seen a mere sbange sight than this impassn e and still dignified figure crouch- 
ing frog-like upon the ground and goading to a wilder exhibition of passion the 
maddened hound, which ramped and raged in front of him by all manner of 
ingenious and calculated cruelty 

And then in a .rAoment it happened I It was not the chain that broke, but it 
was the collar that si pped, for it 1 ad been made for a thick necked Newfoundland 
We heard the rattle of falling metal, and the next instant dog and man were 
rolling on the ground together, the one roanng in rage, the other screaming m a 
strange shnll falsetto of ter r I* was a very narrow thing for the professor’s life 
The savage creature had him fairly by the throat, its fangs had bitten deep, and 
he was senseless before we could reach them and drag the two apart It might 
have been a dangerous task for us, li Bennett’s voice and presence brought the 
great wolfhound instantly to reason Tie uproar had brought the sleepy and as- 
tonished coachman from his room above the stables T’m not surprised,” said he, 
shaking his head "I’ve seen him at it before I knew the dog would get him sooner 
or later ” 

'The hound was secured, and together we earned the professor up to his room, 
where Bennett, who had a medical degree, helped me to dress his tom throat. The 
sharp teeth had passed dangerously t ea the carotid artery, and the haemonhage 
was serious. In half an hour the danger was past, I had given the pabent an m- 
jeebon of morphia, and he had sunk mto deep sleep. Then, and only then, were 
we able to look at each other and to take stock of the abiabmi 

“1 vhinV a first-class surgeon should see him," said I. 

“For God’s sake, no*" tried Bennett “At present the scandal u confined to on* 
own household. It is safe with us. If it gets beyond these walls it will never stop 
Con sid rv his jxisibon at the univenity, his European reputabon, the feehngs of 
hts daughter.” 
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'"Quite so/* said Holmes. "I think it may be quite possible to keep the matter 
to ourselves, and also to prevent its recurrence now that we have a free hand. 
The key from the watch-chain, Mr. Bennett. Macphail will guard the patient and 
let us Imow if there is any change. Let us sec what we can find in the professor's 
mysterious box.** 

There was not much, but there was enough-an empty phial, another nearly 
full, a hypodermic syringe, several letters in a crabbed, foreign hand. The marks on 
the envelopes showed that they were those which had disturbed the routine of 
the secretary, and each was dated from the Commercial Road and signed "A. 
Dorak." They were mere invoices to say that a fresh bottle was being sent to Pro- 
fessor Presbury, or receipt to acknowledge money. There was one other envelope, 
however, in a more educated hand and bearing the Austrian stamp with the post- 
mark of Prague. "Here we have our matenair* cried Holmes as he tore out the 
enclosure. 

Honoured Colleague [it ran] : 

Since your esteemed visit I have thought much of your case, and though 
ill your circumstances there are some special reasons for the treatment, I 
would none the less enjoin caution, as my results have shown that it is not 
without danger of a kind. 

It is possible that the serum of anthropoid would have been better. I 
have, as I explained to you, used black-faced langur because a specimen 
was accessible. Langur is, of course, a crawler and climber, while anthropoid 
walks erect and is in all ways nearer. 

I beg you to take every possible precaution that there be no premature 
revelation of the process. I have one other client in England, and Dorak is 
my agent for both. 

Weekly reports will oblige. 

Yours with high esteem, 

H. Lowenstein. 

Lowensteinl The name brought back to me the memory of some snippet from a 
newspaper which spoke of an obscure scientist who was striving in some unknown 
way for the secret of rejuvenescence and the elixir of life, Lowenstein of Praguel 
Low'enstein with the wondrous strength-giving serum, tabooed by the profession 
because he refused to reveal its source. In a few words I said what I remembered. 
Bennett had taken a manual of zoology from the shelves. “‘Langur,*** he read, 
“ ‘the great black-faced monkey of the Himalayan slopes, biggest and most human 
of climbing monkeys.' Many details are added. Well, thanks to you, Mr. Holmes, 
it is very clear that we have traced the evil to its source.’* 

“The real source,” said Holmes, “lies, of course, in that untimely love affair 
which gave our impetuous professor the idea that he could only gain his wish 
by turning himself into a younger man. When one tries to rise above Nature one is 
liable to fall below it. The highest type of man may revert to the animal if he 
leaves the straight road of destiny.” He sat musing for a little with the phial in 
his hand, looking at the clear liquid within. “When I have written to this man 
and told him that I hold him criminally responsible for the poisons which he cir- 
culates, we will have no more trouble. But it may recur. Others may find a better 
way. There is danger there-a^very real danger to humanity. Consider, Watson, 
that the material, the sensual, the worldly would all prolong their worthless lives^ 
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The spiritual would not avoid the call to something higher. It would be the survival 
of the least fit. What sort of cesspool may not our poor world become?** Suddenly 
the dreamer disappeared, and Holmes, the man of action, sprang from his chair. 
“I think there is nothing more to be said, Mr. Bennett. The various incidents 
will now fit themselves easily into the general scheme. The dog, of course, was 
awaie of the change far more quickly than you. His smell would insure that. It 
was the monkey, not the professor, whom Roy attacked, just as it was the monkey 
who teased Roy. Climbing was a joy to the creature, and it was a mere chance, 
I take it, that the pastime brought him to the young lady's window. There is an 
early train to town, Watson, but I think we shall just have time for a ^,ap of tea 
at the Chequers before we catch it." 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE LION^S MANE 

Ir IS a most singular thing that a problem which was certainly as abstruse and un- 
usual as any which I have faced in my long professional career should have come 
to me aiter my retirement, and be brought, as it were, to my very door. It occurred 
after my withdrawal to my little Sussex home, when I had given myself up entirely 
to that soothing life of Nature for v^hich I had so often yearned during the long 
years spent amid the gloom of London At this period of my life the good Watson 
had passed almost beyond mv ken. An occasional week-end visit was the most that 
I evei saw of him llius 1 must act as mv own chronicler. Ahl had he but been with 
me, how much he might have made of so wonderful a happening and of my 
eventual triumph against e^'ay difficulty! As it is, however. I must needs tell my 
tale in my own plain way, showing by my words each step upon the difficult road 
w^hich lay before me as I searched tor the mystery of the Lion's Mane. 

My villa is situated upon the southern slope of the downs, commanding a great 
view of the Channel. At this point the coast-iinc is enhiely of chalk cliffs, which 
can only be descended by 'ingle, long, tortuous path, which is steep and slippeiy. 
At the bottom of the path lie a hundred yards of pebbles and shin^c, even when 
the tide is at full. Here and there, however, there arc curves and hollows which 
make splendid swimming-pools filled afresh with each flow. ITiis admirable beach 
extends for some miles in each dircccion, save only at one point where the little 
cove and village of Fulworth break the line. 

My house is lonely. I, my old housekeeper, and my bees have the estate all to 
ourselves. Half a mile off, however, is Harold Stackhunt's well-known coaching 
establishment, The Gables, quite a large place which contains some score of young 
fellows prepaniig for various professions, with a staff of several masters. Stackhurst 
himself was a well-known rowing < in his day, and an excellent all-round 
scholar. He and I were always friendly from the day I came to the coast, and he 
was the one man who was on such terms with me that we could drop in on each 
other in the evenings without an invitation. 

Towards the end of July, 1907, there was a severe gale, the wind blowing up- 
channel, heaping the seas to the base of the cliffs and leaving a lagoon at the turn 
of the tide. On the morning of which I speak the wind had abated, and all Nature 
was newly washed and fresh. It was impossible to work upon so delightful a day, 
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and 1 strolled out before breakfast to enjoy the exquisite an I walked along the 
cliflf path which led to the steep descent to the beach As I walked I heard a shout 
behind me, and there was Harold Stackhurst waving his hand in cheery greeting 
‘‘What a morning, Mr Holmes! 1 thought I should see you out” 

“Going for a swim, 1 see ” 

"At your old tricks again,” he laughed, patting his bulging pocket “Yes Mc- 
Pherson started early, and I expect I may find him there ” 

Fitzroy McPherson was the science master, a fine upstanding young fellow whose 
life had been cnppled by heart trouble following rheumatic fever He was a natural 
athlete, however, and excelled in every game which did not throw too great a strain 
upon him Summer and wmter he went fo his swim, and, as 1 am a swimmer 
myself, I ha\e ofttn joined him 

At this moment we saw the man himself His head showed above the edge of the 
cliff where the path ends Ihen his whole figure appeared at the top staggering 
like a drunken man Tlie next instant he threw up his hands and, with a terrible 
cry, fell upon hzs face Stackhuist and 1 rushed forward—it may have been fifty 
yards—and turned him on his back He was obviously dying Those glazed sunken 
eyes and dreadful livid cheeks could mean nothing else One glimmer of life came 
into lus face for an instant, and he uttered two or three words with an eager air of 
warning The> were slurred and indistinct, but to my ear the last of them, which 
burst in a shnek from las lips, weie “the Lion s Mane ” It was utterly irrelevant 
and unintelligible, and yet I could twist the sound into no other sense Then he 
half raised himself trom the ground, threw his arms into the air, and fell forward 
on his side He was dead 

My companion was paralyzed by the sudden horror of it, but 1, as may well be 
imagined, had every sense on the alert And 1 had need, for it was speedily evident 
that we were in the presence of an extraordinary case The man was dressed onlv 
in his Burberry overcoat, his trousers, and an unlaced pair of canvas shoes As he 
fell over, his Burberry, which had been simply thrown round his shoulders, slipped 
off, exposing his trunk We stared at it m amazement His back was covered with 
dark red lines as though he had been terribly flogged by a thin wire scourge The 
instrument with which this punishment had been inflicted was clearly flexible, 
for the long, angry weals curved round his shoulders and ribs "^rhere was blood 
diipping down his chin, for he had bitten through his lower lip in the paroxysm 
of his agony His drawn and distorted face told how tenible that agony had been 
I was kneeling and Stackhurst standing by the body when a shadow fell across 
us, and we found that Ian Murdoch was by our side Murdoch was the mathemati 
cal coach at the establishment, a tali dark, thin man, so taciturn and aloof that 
none can be said to have been his fnexid He seemed to live in some high, abstract 
region of surds and conic sections, with little to connect him with ordinary life 
He was looked upon as an odditv by the students, and would have been their butt, 
but there was some strange outlandish blood in the man, which showed itself not 
only in his coal black eyes and swarthy face but also in occasional outbreaks of 
temper, which could only be described as ferocious On one occasion, being 
plagued by a little dog belonging to McPherson, he had caught the creature up 
and hurled it thiough the plate-glass window, an action for which Stackhurst would 
certainly have given him his dismissal had he not been a very valuable teacher 
Such was the strange complex man who now appeared beside us He seemed to be 
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honestly shocked at the sight before him, though the incident of the dog may 
show that there was no great sympathy between the dead man and himself. 

"Poor fellow! Poor fellow! What can I do? How can I help?” 

“Were you with him? Can you tell us what has happened?” 

“No, no, I was late this morning. I was not on the beach at all. I have come 
straight from The Gables. What can I do?" 

“You can hurry to the police-station at Fulworth. Report the matter at once." 

Without a word he made off at top speed and I proceeded to take the matter 
m hand, while Stackhurst, dazed at this tragedy, remained by the body. My first 
task naturally was to note who was on the beach. From the top of the path 1 could 
see the whole sweep of it, and it was absolutely deserted save that two or three 
dark figures could be seen fai away ra3\irg towards the yiDage of Fulworth. Having 
satisfied myself upon this point, 1 walked slowly down the path. 'Fhere was clay 
or soft marl mixed with the chalk, and every here and there I saw the same foot- 
' i^ep, both ascending and descending Nc one else had gone down to the beach by 
tills track that morning At one place I observed the print of an open hand with 
the fingers towards the incline This could only mean that pooi McPherson had 
fallen as he ascended There were rounded depressions, t'X', which suggested that 
he had come down upon his knees more than once. At the bottom of the path was 
the considerable lagoon left by the retreating tide At the side of it McPherson 
had undressed, for there lay his towel on a rock. It was foided and dry, so that it 
would seem that, after all, he had never entered the water Once or twice as I 
hunted round amid the hard shmgle 1 c?nic on little patches of sand where the 
pnnt of his canv'is shoe, and also of he naked toot, could be seen. The latter fact 
proved that he had made al! ready to b«»the, thiongh the towel indicated that he 
had not actually done so 

And hero was the problem clearly dthned-as strange a oric as had ever con- 
fronted me Tlie man had not been on the beach more than a quarter cf an hour 
at the most Stackhurst had followed him from The Gables, so tnerr could be no 
doubt about that He had gone to bathe and had stnpped, as the naked footsteps 
showed Then he had sudde-' / huddled on his clothes again -they were all dishev- 
elled and unfastened -and he bad returned without bathing, or at any rate without 
drying himself And the reason tot hn change ot parpiise had beni that he had 
been scouigeu in some savage, mhu. n fashion, tortuied until he bit his hp 
through 111 his agony, and was left wit . only strength i nouglt to crawl away and 
to die V/ho had done this barbarous deed? There were, it is true, small grottos 
and caves in the base of hs cliffs, but the low sun shone directly into them, and 
there was no place for concealment ^Fheu, again, there were those distant figures 
on the beach 'Iliev seemed too ht aw as to 1 avc been connected with the crime, 
and the b«oad lagoon in which McPherson had intended to bathe lay bebvc'm 
him and them lapping op to the ro Ov the sea two or three fishmg-boa'i 
were at no great distance Their occupants might be examined at our letsuie I here 
were several roads for inquiry, but none which led to any very obvious goal 

When I at last retmned to body I found that a litde group of wondenng folk 
had gathered round it Stackhurst was, of course, still there, and Ian Murdoch hid 
)ust amved with Ander-^on, the village constable, a big, ginger-moustacbed man 
of the slow, solid Sussex brecd-a breed which covers much good aensc under a 
heavy, silent extenor. He listened to everything, took note of all we said, and 
finally drew me aside. 
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^rd be glad of your advice, Mr. Holmes. This is a big thing for me to handle, 
and ni hear of it from Lewes if 1 go wrong/' 

I advised him to send for his immediate superior, and for a doctor; also to allow 
nothing to be moved, and as few fresh footmarks as possible to be made, until 
they came. In the meantime I searched the dead man's pockets. There were his 
handkerchief, a large knife, and a small folding card-case. From this projected a 
slip of paper, which I unfolded and handed to the constable. There was written on 
it in a scrawling, feminine hand: 

I will be there, you may be sure. 

Maudie. 


It read like a love affair, an assignation, though when and where were a blank. The 
constable replaced it m the card-case and returned it with the other things to the 
pockets of the Burberry. Then, as nothing more suggested itself, I walked back to 
my house for breakfast having 6ist arranged that the base of the cliffs should be 
thoroughly searched. 

Stackhurst was round m an hour or two to tell me that the body had been re- 
moved to The Gables, where the inquest would be held. He brought with him 
some serious and definite news. As I expected, nothing had been found in the 
small caves below the cliff, but he had examined the papers in McPherson's desk, 
and there were several which showed an intimate correspondence with a certain 
Miss Maud Bellamy, of Fulworth. We had then established the identity of the 
writer of the note. 

mie police have the letters,'' he explained, ‘i could not bring them. But there 
IS no doubt that it was a serious love affair. I see no reason, however, to connect it 
with that homble happening save, indeed, that the lady had made an appointment 
with him.” 

”But hardly at a bathing-pool which all of you were in the habit of using,” I 
remarked. 

**It IS mere chance/' said he, “that several of the students were not with Mc- 
Pherson/' 

it mere chance?” 

Stackhurst knit his brows in thought 

“Ian Murdoch held them back.” said he. “He would insist upon some algebraic 
demonstration before breakfast. Poor chap, he is dreadfully cut up about it all/' 

“And yet I gather that they were not friends.” 

“At one time they were not. But for a year or more Murdoch has been as near 
to McPherson as he ever could be to anyone. He is not of a very sympathetic dis- 
position by nature.” 


“So I understand. I seem to remember your telling me once about a quanel over 
the ill-usage of a dog.” 

“That blew over all right.” 

“But left some vindictive feeling, perhaps/' 

“No, no, I am sure they were real fnends.” 

^Well, then, we must explore the matter of the girl. Do you know her?” 
“Everyone knows her. She is the beauty of the neighbourhood— a real beauty, 
Holmes, who would draw attention everywhere. I knew that McPherson was at- 


trac^ by her, but I had no notion that it had 
SCOT to indicate.” 


gone so far as these letters would 



TBut who is she?" 

^She is the daughter of old Tom Bellamy, who owns all the boats and bathing* 
cots at Fulworth. He was a fisherman to start with, but is now a man of some 
substance. He and his son William run the business." 

"Shall we walk into Fulworth and see them?" 

"On what pretext?" 

"Oh, we can easily find a pretext. After all, this poor man did not fli-use himself 
in this outrageous way. Some human hand was on the handle of that scourge, if 
indeed it was a scourge which inflicted the injuries. His circle of acquaintances 
in this lonely place was surely limited, let us follow it up in every direction 
and we can hardly fail to come upon the motive, which in turn should lead us to 
the criminal." 

It would have been a pleasant walk across the thyme-scented downs had our 
minds not been poisoned by the tragedy we had witnessed The village of Fulworth 
lies in a hollow curving iii a semicircle round the boy. Behind the old-fashioned 
hamlet several modem houses have been built upon the rising ground. It was to 
one of these that Stackhurst guided me. 

"That's The Haven, as Bellamy called it. The one with the comer tower and 
slate roof. Not bad for a man who started with nothing but— Bv Jove, look at 
that!" 

The garden gate of The Haven had opened and a man had emerged. There was 
no mistaking that tall, angular, straggling figure. It was Ian Murdoch, the mathe- 
matician. A moment later we confronted him upon the road. 

"Hullo!" said Stackhurst. I’he man nodded, gave us a sidnvays glance from his 
curious dark eyes, and would have passed us, but his pnncipal pulled him up. 

“What were you doing tliere?" he asked. 

Murdoch's face flushed with anger. "I am youi subordinate, sir, under your roof. 
I am not aware that I owe you any account of my private actions." 

Stackhurst's nerves were near the surface after all he had endured. Otherwise, 
perhaps, he would have waited. Now he lost his temper completely. 

"In the circumstances your answer is pure impertinence, Mr. Murdoch." 

"Your own question might perhaps come under the same heading ” 

“This is not the first time that I have had to overlook your insubordinate ways. 
It will certainly be the last. You will kindly make fresh arrangements for your 
future as speedily as you can," 

"I had intended to do so, I have lost to^lay the only person who made The 
Gables habitable." 

He strode off upon his way, while Stackhurst, with angry eyes, stood glaring 
after him, "Is he not an impossible, intolerable man?" he cried. 

The one thing that impressed itself forcibly upon my mind was that Mr. Ian 
Murdoch was taking the first chance to open a path of escape from the scene of 
the crime. Suspicion, vague and nebulous, was now beginning to take outline in 
my mind. Perhaps the visit to the Bellamys might throw some further light upon 
the matter. Stackhurst pulled himself together, and we went forward to the house. 

Mr. Bellamy proved to be a middle-aged man with a flaming red beard. He 
seemed to be in a very angry mood, and his face was soon as florid as his hair. 

"No, sir, I do not desire any particulars. My son here"— indicating a powerful 
young man, with a heavy, sullen face, in the comer of the sitting-room— "is of one 
mind with me that Mr. McPherson’s attentions to Maud were insulting. Yes, sir, 
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the word "marriage* was never mentioned, and yet there were letters and meeting 
and a great deal more of which neither of us could approve. She has no moth( 
and we are her only guardians. We are deteimined — ” 

But the words were taken from his mouth by the appearance of the lady herse 
There was no gainsaying that she would have graced any assembly in the worl 
Who could have imagined that so rare a flower would giow from such a root and 
such an atmosphere^ Women have seldom been an attraction to me, for my bra 
has always governed mv heart, but I could not look upon her peifect cleai-cut fac 
with all the soft freshness ot the downlands in her delicate colouring, witho 
realizing that no young man would cross, her path unscatiied. Such was the g 
who had pushed open the door and scood now, wide-eyed and intense, m fio 
of Harold Stackhurst. 

"I know already that Fitzroy is dead/' she said “Do not be alra^u to tel! n 
the particulars/* 

“Tins other gentJeman of yours let us know the ntm/* explained the fatlix 
“There is no leason why my sister Uiould be brought into the growl 

the younger man 

ITie sister turned a diarp, fierce iu k upon him “t hib u my busine^'' Willm 
Kindly leave me to manage it m mv own way. By all accounts thert Lis been 
crime committed. If I can help lo sh* w who did it, is flu If ^ t 1 can do for hi 
who IS gone.** 

She listenefi to a shon account from my compamon, w /i’n ci mposed c 'i« on j 
tion which showed me thal she p(A>ess*=*d strong (liancte. a' ^ i as ocaui 
Maud Bellamy will always remain in n y memoiv i inu^. . opletc and rema 
able woman. It seems that she arc idv 1 new me bv f kn . ’ *^urned to n’c 
the end 

“Bring them to justice, Mr Holmes You hrivf rn> >yTnp,itf‘ nad mv Iselp. w; 
evei they may be" It seemed to that she dtiuio,' jt h.u father a- 

brother as she ^poke 

“'I'hank you/* said I “I value a wouian’s instinct m such milter'- Vou use t 
vvoul ‘they/ You think that mote than tme was roruciiif dt’* 

“I kiKw Mr. MePheisfm wcil enough to be that t br-wc .mcl 

strong man No single pctsou could ever have n Hi? ted suet * » oti hin 

“Might I have one word wudi you alone^'* 

“i tell vou, M<md. itia yunself u[ m thv ^ntd Lm 

angnly. 

She looked me lu Iphssly can I do’" 

“The whole wodd will know the fetch's present]^ so t^eic c<iu be no narm li 
discusb them here/* said 1 “i ^hou)d have preferred piivav”"v, out if yoiir tather w 
not allow it he must sliarc the delilaerations ” Then 1 spoke ot the note whi 
had been found m the dead man pox.kct “It su't it jt produced 3 t the : 
quest May I ask you to tmow any light upon it that you 
“I see no reason tor mystery/* site answered *We were engaged to be man^t 
and we only kept it secret because Fibsroy's uncle, who is very old and said to 
dying, might have disinherited him if he had married against his wish T\^^ 
was no other reason/* 

“You could have told us,** growled Mr. Bellamy 
“So I would, father, if you had ever thown sympathy ** 

“I object to my girl picking up with men outside her own station ** 



“It was prejudice against him which prevented us from telling you. As 
to this appointment”— she fumbled in her dress and produced a crumpled note— 
“it was in answer to this 


Deaaest [ran the message]: 

The old place on the beach just after sunset on Tuesday. It is the only 
time I can get away. 

F. M. 


“Tuesday was tcnlay, and I had meant to meet him to-night." 

1 turned over the paper. “This never came by post. How did you get it?" 

“I would rather not answer that question It has really nothing to do with the 
matter winch you are investigating. But anything which bears upon that I will 
most freely answer.” 

She was as good as her word, but there was nothing which was helpful in our 
investigation. She had no reason to think that her fiance had any hidden enemy, 
but she admitted tliat sht hid had several warm adnurm 

“May I ask if Mr. Ian Murdoch was one of thenn 

She blushed and seemed confused. 

“There was a time when I thought he was. But th.d was ai' changed when he 
understood the relations between Fitzroy and myself,” 

Again the shadow round this strange man seemed to me to be taking more 
definite shape. His record must be examined. His rooms must be privately 
searched, Stackhurst was a willing collabtvator, for in his mind also suspicions 
were forming. We returned horn our visit to Ibc Haven w'ith the hope that one 
free end of this tangled skein wa.s already in our hands. 

A week pa,ssecl. The inquest had thrown no light upon the matter and had been 
adjourned for further evidence Stackhurst had made discreet inquiry about his 
subordinate, and there had been a superficial search of his room, but without 
result. Personally, 1 had gone over the whole ground again, both physically and 
mentally, but with no new conclusions. In all mv chronicles tlie reader will find no 
case which brought me so completely to the limit of my powers. Even my imagina- 
tion could conceive no sOi-jtioji to the mystery. And then there came the incident 
of the dog. 

It was my oid housekeeper who heard of it fiist by that stiaage wireless by which 
such people college t the news of the countryside, 

“Sad story this, sir, about Mr. McPherson’s dog,” said she one evening. 

I do not encourage such conversations, but the words arrested my attention. 

“WTiat of Mr. McPherson’s dog?" 

“Dead, sir. Died of gnef for its master." 

“Who told vou this?” 

“Why, sir, everyone is talking of It took on terrible, and has eaten nothing 
for a week, Tlien to-day two of the young gentlemen from The Gables found it 
dead— down on the beach, sir, at the very place where its master met his end." 

“At the very place.” The words stood out dear in my memory. Some dim percep- 
tion that the matter was vital rose in my mind. That the dog should die was 
after the beautiful, faithful nature of dogs. But “m the very place”! Why should 
this lonely beach be fatal to it? Was it possible that it also had been sacrificed to 
some revengeful feud? Was it possible — ? Yes, the perception was dim, but al- 
ready something was building up in my mind In a few minutes I was on my way 
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to The Cables^ where 1 found Stackhurst m his study. At my request he sent for 
Sudbury and Blount, the two students who had found the dog. 

“Yes, it lay on the very edge of the pool/' said one of them "It must have fol- 
lowed the trail of its dead master." 

I saw the faithful little creature, an Airedale terrier, laid out upon the mat in 
the hall The body was stiff and ngid, the eyes projecting, and the limbs contorted 
There was agony in every line of it 

From The Gables I walked down to the bathing-pool The sun had sunk and 
the shadow of the great cliff lay black across the water, which glimmered dully 
like a sheet of lead The place was deserted and there was no sign of life save for 
two sea-birds circling and screaming overhead In the fading light I could dimly 
make out the little dog's spoor upon the sand round the very rock on which his 
masters towel had been laid For a long time I stood in deep meditation while 
the shadows grew darker around me Mv mind was filled with racing thoughts You 
have known what it was to be in a nightmare in which vou feel that there is some 
all important thing for which you search and which you know is thcie, though it 
remains forever just beyond your reach Ihat was how I felt that evening as 1 
stood alone by thr’t place of death Then at last I turned and walked j^louly 
homeward 

I had just reached the top of the path when it came to me I ike a Hash, I re 
membered the thing foi which I had so eagerly and Yainl> grasped You will know 
or Watson has wntten m vain, ihat i bold a vast store oi out-or the way knowledge 
without scientific system, but very available foi the reeds oJ n ^ work Mv mind 
IS like a crowded box-room with packets of all soits stowed 3Aa\ therein— so man' 
that I may well have but a vague puccption of what w^as ther#^ ( had known that 
there was something which might bt.ar upon thi^ matter It w . ',all vague but at 
least I knew how I could make it clear It was monstrous inrr dibie, and vet it 
was always a possibility I would test it to the full 

There is a great garret in my little house which is stuffed with b)oks It was 
into this that I plunged and ruinmaged for an hour \i t^ c -^iid of that time 1 
emerged with a little chocolate and silver volume Eagerly I tu m a up the chapter 
of which I had a dim remembrance Yts, it was indeed a fa^ hi led and uuhkJ 
proposibon, and yet I could not be at rest until 1 had made sui^ if it might, in 
deed, be so It was late when I rehre*d with my minJ eagcih awaiting the worl 
of the morrow 

But that work met with an annoying interruption I had hirdlv swallowed mv 
early cup of tea and was starting for the beach w’hen I had a call from Inspector 
Bardie of the Sussex Constabulars^ a steady, solid bovine nun with thoughtful 
eyes, which looked at me now with a vew troubled expression 

*'1 know your immense experience, sir," said he “This is quite unofficial, of 
coune, and need go no farther But I am fairly up against it in this Mf'Phcrson 
case The question li, shall I make an arrest, or shall I not?" 

“Meaning Mr. Ian Murdoch?" 

“Yes, sir There is really no one else when you come to think of it That's the 
advantage of this solitude. We nanow it down to a very small compass. If he did 
not do it, then who did?" 

"What have you against him?” 

He had gleaned along the same furrows as I had There was Murdoch's character 
and the mystery which seeftied to hang round the man. His funous bursts of temper. 



as shown in the incident of the dog. The hict that he had qimnreBed with McPher- 
son in the past, and that there was some reason to think that he might have re- 
sented his attentions to Miss BeQamy, He had all my points, but no fresh ones, 
save that Murdoch seemed to be making every preparation for departure. 

"What would my position be if I let him slip away with all this evidence against 
him?*’ The burly, phlegmatic man was sorely troubM in his mind. 

"Consider,” I said, “all the essential gaps in your case. On the morning of the 
crime he can surely prove an alibi. He had been with his scholars till the lasrt mo- 
ment, and within a few minutes of McPherson's appearance he came upon us 
from behind. Then bear in mind the absolute impossibility that he could single- 
handed have inflicted this outrage upon a man quite as strong as himself. Finally, 
there is this question of the instrument with which these injuries were inflicted.” 

"What could it be but a scourge or flexible whip of some sort?” 

"Have you examined the marks?” 1 asked. 

"I have seen them. So has the doctor ” 

"But I have examined them very carefully with a lens. They have peculiarities,” 

**What are they, Mr. Holmes?” 

1 stepped to my bureau and brought out an enlarged photograph, 'This is my 
method in such cases, 1 explained. 

"You certainly do things thoroughly, Mr. Holmes.” 

"I should hardly be what I am if I did not Now let us consider this weal which 
extends round the right shoulder. Do you observe nothing remarkable?” 

"I c.an't say 1 do.” 

"Surely it is evident that it is unequal m its intensity. Tnere is a dot of cx- 
travasa^ed blood here, and another there, 'fherc are similar indi^'ations in this other 
weal down here. What can that mean?” 

"I have no idea. Have you?” 

“Perhaps I have. Perhaps I haven’t, f may be able to say more soon. Anything 
which will define what made that mark will bnng us a long way towards the 
cniTiinal.” 

“It is. of course, an absc' I idea/’ said the policeman, "but if a red-hot net of 
wire had been laid across the back, then these better marked points would repre 
sent where the meshes crossed each oHier ” 

"A most iiigeniou*' comparison. Oi ' "lall we say a very stiff cat-o’-nine-tails with 
small i^ard knots upon it?” 

"By Jove, Mr. Holmes, I think you have hit it ” 

"Or there may be some very different cause, Mr. Bardie. But your case is far 
too weak for an arrest. Besides, we have those last words— the ‘Lion's Mane.* ” 

"I have wondered whether Ian — ” 

"Yes, I have considered that. If the second word had borne any resemblance 
to Murdoch~hut it did not. He gave Omost in a shriek. I am sure that it 
*Manc.*” 

"Have you no alternative, Mr, Holmes?” 

"Perhaps I have. But I do not care to discuss it until there is something more 
solid to discuss.** 

"And when will that be?” 

"In an hour-possibly less.” 

The inspector rubbed his chin and looked at me with dubious eyes. 
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‘I iriA 1 could see wbet was in yonr mind, Mr. Holmes. Perhaps it’s those 
*No, no, thqr were too far out” 

"WA, then, is it Bdknijr and tint big son of his7 They were not too sweet 
upon Mr. McnienoB. Could they have dm him a misdik^ 

"No, DO, you won’t draw me unt3 I am ready,” said I with a smile. "Now, In' 
spectw, we each have our own wotic to do. Ferh^ if you were to meet me here 
at midday — ” 

So far we had got when there came the tremendous interruption which was the 
beginning of the end. 

My outer door was fluirg open, there were blundering footsteps in the passage, 
and Ian Murdoch staggered into the room, pallid, dishevdled, his clothes in wild 
disorder, clawing with his bony hands at the fnmitute to hold himself erect. 
"Brandy! Brandy!” he gasped, and fell groaning upon the sofa. 

He was not adoiM. Behind him came Stackhurst, hatless ard panhng, almost as 
distrait as his compenion. 

"Yes, yes, brandy!” he cried. "The man is at his last gasp, (t was all I could do 
to bring him here. He fainted twice upon the way.” 

Half a tumUa of the raw spirit brou^t ibout a wondrous change. He pushed 
himself up on one arm and swung his coat from his shoulders. "For Cod’s sake, 
oil, opium, morphia!” he cried. "Anything to ease this infernal agony!” 

The inspector and I cried out at the sight There, cnsscrossrti upon the man’s 
naked shoulder, was the same strange reticulated pattern of red, inflamed lines 
which had bem the death^nark of Fitzroy McPherson. 

The pain was evidently temble and was more than local, for the sufEcrer’s breath* 
iiig would stop for a time, his face would turn black, and then with loud gasps 
he would clap his hand to his heart, while his brow dropped beads of sweat At 
any moment he might die. More and more brandy was poured down his throat, 
each freA dose bringing him bade to life. Pads of cottmiAvool soaked in salad-oil 
seemed to take the agony from the strange wounds. At last his head fell heavily 
upon the cushion. Exhausted Nature had taken refuge in its last storehouse of 
vitality. It was half a sleep and half a faint but at least it was ease from pain. 

To questimi hun had been impossible, but the moment we were assured of his 
condition Stackhurst turned upon me. 

“My God!” he cried, "what is it. Holmes? ^Vhat is it?” 

"Where did you find him?" 

"Down on the beach. Eiwactly where poor McPherson met his end. If this man’s 
heart had been weak as McPherson’s was, he would nut be here now. More than 
once 1 thought he was gone as I brought him up. It was too far to The Gables, so 
1 made for you.” 

"Did you see him on tiie beach?” 

"I was walking on the diff when I heard his cry. He was it the edge of the water, 
reeling about like a drunken man. I ran down, threw some clothes about him, and 
brought him up. For heaven’s sake. Holmes, use all the powers you have and spare 
no pains to lift the curse from this place, for life is beaming unendurable. Can 
you, with all your world-wide reputation, do nothing for us?” 

"1 think I can, Stackhurst. Come with me now! And you. Inspector, come along! 
We wdl see if we cannot deliver this murderer into your hands.” 

Leaving the unconscious man in the charge of my housekeepet, we all three 
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went down to the deadly lagoon. On die shingle theie was piled a little heap of 
towels and clothes left by the stricken man. Slowly I walked round die edge of 
the water, my comrades in Indian file behind me. Most of the pool was quite 
shallow, but under die cliff where the beach was hollowed out it was four or five 
feet deep. It was to this part that a swimmer would naturally go, for it formed a 
beautiful pdludd green pool as clear as crystal. A line of rocks lay above it at the 
base of the cliff, and along this I led the way, peering eagerly into the depths be- 
neath me. I had reached the deepest and stillest pool when my eyes caught that 
for which they were searching, and I burst into a shout of triumph. 

**Cyaneal" I cried. Xyaneal Behold the Lion’s Mane!” 

The strange object at which I pointed did indeed look like a tangled mass tom 
from the mane of a lion. It lay upon a rocky shelf some three feet under the water, 
a curious waving, vibrating, hairy creature with streaks of silver among its yellow 
tresses. It pulsated with a slow, heavy dilation and contraction. 

""It has done mischief enough. Its day is over!” I cried. '‘Help me, Stackhuist! 
Let us end the murderer forever,” 

There was a big boulder just above the ledge, and we pushed it until it fell 
with a tremendous splash into the water. When the ripples had cleared we saw 
that it had settled upon the ledge below. One flapping of yellow membrane 
showed that our victim was beneath it. A thick oily scum^ oozed out from below 
the stone and stained the water round, rising slowly to the surface. 

‘‘Well, this gets me!” cried the inspector. “What was it. Mi. Holmes? Tm bom 
and bred in these parts, but I never saw such a thing. It don’t belong to Sussex.” 

“Just as well for Sussex,” I remarked. “It may have been the southwest gale that 
brought it up. Come back to my house, both of you, and I will give you the terrible 
experience of one who has good reason to remember his own meeting with the 
same peril of the seas.” 

When we reached my study we found that Murdoch was so far recovered that 
he could sit up. He was dazed in mind, and es^ery now and then was shaken by a 
paroxysm of pain. In broken words he explained that he had no notion what had 
occurred to him, save that terrific pangs had suddenly shot through him, and that 
it had taken all his fortitude to reach the bank. 

“Here is a book,” I said, taking up ^ >e little volume, “which first brought light 
into what might have been forever da k. It is Out of Doors, by the famous ob- 
server, J. G. Wood. Wood himself very nearly perished from contact wtth this 
vile creature, so he wrote with a very full knowledge. Cyanea capiUata is the mis- 
creant's full name, and he can be as dangerous to life as, and far more painful 
than, the bite of the cobra. Let me briefly give this extract. 

“If the bather should sec a loose roundish mass of tawny membranes and 
fibres, something like very large aandfuls of lion’s mane and silver paper, 
let him beware, for this is the fearful stinger, Cyanea capSIata. 

Could our sinister acquaintance be more clearly described? 

“He goes on to tell of his owm encounter with one when swimming off the coast 
of Kent. He found that the creature radiated almost invisible filaments to the dis- 
tance of fifty feet, and that anyone within that circumference from the deadly 
centre was in danger of death. Even at a distance the effect upon Wood was almost 
fatal. 



^'The multitudinous threads caused light scarlet lines upon the skin which 
on closer examinabon resolved into minute dots or pustules, each dot charged 
as It were with a red-hot needle making its way through the nerves. 

‘The local pain was, as he explains, the least part of the exquisite torment. 

*Tang$ shot through the chest, causmg me to fall as if struck by a bullet. 
The pulsabon would cease, and then the heart would give six or seven leaps 
as if it would force its way through the chest. 

‘'It nearly killed him, although he had only been exposed to it in the disturbed 
ocean and not in the narrow calm waters of a bathing pool. He says that he could 
hardly recognize himself afterwards, so white, wrinkled and shovelled was his face. 
He gulped down brandy, a whole bottlcful, and it seems to have saved his life. 
There is the book. Inspector. I leave it with you, and you cannot doubt that it 
contains a full explanabon of the tragedy of poor McPhenon 

"And incidentally exonerates me,” remarked Ian Murdoch with a wry smile. “I 
do not blame you, Inspector, nor you, Mr. Holmes, for your suspicions were natural. 

I fed that on the very eve of my arrest I have only cleared myself by sharing the 
fate of my poor friend.” 

"No, Mr, Murdoch, I was already upon the track, and ha 1 been out as early 
as I intended 1 might well have saved you from this ♦^ernhe experience.” 

"But how did you know, Mr. Holmes?” 

"I am an omnivorous reader with a strangely retenbve memory for trifles. That 
phrase *tlie Lion's Mane' haunted my mind. I knew that I had seen it somewhere 
m an unexpected context You have seen that it does describe the creature. I have 
no doubt that it was floating on the water when McPherson saw it, and that this 
phrase was the only one by which he could convey to us a warning as to the creature 
which had been his death.” 

'Then 1, at least, am cleared,” said Murdoch, rising slowly to his feet. TTiere 
are one or two words of explanation which I should give, for I know the direction 
in which your inquines have run. It is true that I loved this lady, but from the 
day when she chose my friend McPherson my one desire was to help her to happi- 
ness I w'as well content to stand aside and act as their go-between. Often I earned 
their messages, and it was because I was in their confidence and because she was 
so dear to me that I hastened to tell her of my friend's death, lest someone should 
forestall me in a more sudden and heartless manner. She would not tell you, sir, 
of oui relations lest you should disapprove and I might suffer. But with your leave 
I must try to get back to The Gables, for my bed will be very welcome.” 

Stackhurst held out his hand. “Our nerves have all been at concert-pitch,” said 
he. “Forgive what is past, Murdoch. We shall understand each odicr better in the 
future.” They passed out together with their arms linked in friendly fashion. The 
inspector remained, stanng at me in silence with his ox-like eyes. 

“Well, you've done itl" he cried at last “I had read of you, bet I never bdieved 
it It's wonderful!” 

I was forced to shake my bead. To accept such praise was to lower one's own 
standards. 

“I was slow at the outset^ulpably slow. Had the body been found in die water 
1 could hardly have missed it. It was the towel which misled me. The poor fellow 
had never thought to dry himself, and so I in turn was led to believe that he had 
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never been in the water. Why, then, should the attack of any water creature sug- 
gest itself to mc 7 That was where I went astray. Wdl, well. Inspector, 1 often 
ventured to cha6E you gentlemen of the police force, but Cyarua capUlata very 
nearly avenged Scotland Yard.” 


THE ADVENTURE OF THE VEILED LODGER 

When one considers that Mr. Sherlock Holmes was in active practice for twenty- 
three years, and that during seventeen of these I was allowed to codperate with 
him and to keep notes of his doings, it will be clear that 1 have a mass of material 
at my command. The problem has always been not to find but to choose. There 
IS the long row of year-books which fill a shelf, and there are the dispatch-cases 
filled with documents, a perfect quarry for the student not only of crime but of 
the social and official scandals of the late Victonan era. Concerning these latter, 
I may say that the writers of agonized letters, who beg that the honour of their 
families or the reputation of famous forebears may not be touched, have nothing 
to fear. The discretion and high sense of professional honour which have always 
distinguished my fnend are still at work in the choice of these memoirs, and no 
confidence will be abused. I deprecate, however, in the strongest way the attempts 
which have been made lately to get at and to destroy these papers. The source of 
these outrages is known, and if they are repeated I have Mr. Holmes's authority 
for saying that the whole story concerning the politician, the lightliouse, and the 
trained cormorant will be given to the public. There is at least one reader who 
will understand. 

It is not reasonable to suppose diat every one of these cases gave Holmes the 
opportunity of showing those curious gifts of instinct and observation which 1 have 
endeavoured to set forth in these memoirs. Sometimes he had with much effort to 
pick the fruit, sometimes it f''!' easily into his lap. But the most tcmble human 
tragedies were often involved in those cases which brought him the fewest per- 
sonal opportunities, and it is one of these which I now desire to record. In telling 
it, 1 have made a sliglit change of name md place, but otherwise the facts are as 
stated. 

One forenoon— it was late in 1896— I received a hurried note from Holmes ask- 
ing for my attendance. When I arrived I found him seated in a smoke-laden at- 
mosphere, with an elderly, motherly woman of the buxom landlady type in the 
corresponding chair in front of him. 

“This is Mrs. Meirilow, of South Brixton,” said my friend with a wave of the 
hand. “Mre. Mertilow does not object to tobacco, Watson, if you wish to indulge 
your filthy habits. Mrs. Merrilow has an interesting story to tell which may well 
lead to further developments in which your presence may be useful.” 

“Anything I can do—” 

“You will understand, Mrs. Metrflow, that if 1 come to Mrs. Render I should 
prefer to have a witness. You will make her understand that before we arrive," 

“Lord bless you, Mr, Holmes,” said our visitor, “she is tiiat anxious to see you 
that you might brfog the whole parish at your hedsi” 

“Tlien we shall come early in the afternoon. Let os see that we have our facb 

7S5 



correct before wc start. If we go over them it wfll hdp Dr. Watson to understand 
the situation. You say that Mrs. Render has been your lodger for seven yean and 
that you have only once seen her face.” 

**Aiid I wish to God I had notl” said Mn. Merrilow. 

”It was» I understand, terribly mutilated.” 

‘Well, Mr. Holmes, you would hardly say it was a face at all. That's how it 
looked. Our milkman got a glimpse of her once peeping out of the upper window, 
and he dropped his tin and the milk all over the front garden. That is the kmd of 
face it is. When I saw her— I happened on her unawares— she covered up quick, 
and then she said, ‘Now, Mn. Merrilow, you know at last why it is that I never 
raise my vefl.' ” 

“Do you know anything about her history?” 

“Nothing at aU.” 

“Did she give references when she came?” 

“No, sir, but she gave hard cash, and plenty of it. A quarter's rent right down 
on the table in advance and no arguing about terms. In these times a poor woman 
like me can’t afford to turn down a chance like that.'' 

“Did she give any reason for choosing your house?” 

“Mine stands well back from the road and is more private than most. Then, 
again, I only take the one, and I have no family of my own. I reckon she had tried 
others and found that mine suited her best. It’s pnvacy she is after, and she is 
ready to pay for it.” 

“You say that she never showed her face from first to last save on the one acci- 
dental occasion. Well, it is a very remarkable story, most remarkable, and I don’t 
wonder that you want it examined.” 

“I don't, Mr Holmes. I am quite sabsfied so long as I get my rent. You could 
not have a quieter lodger, or one who gives less trouble.” 

“Then what has brought ihatters to a head?” 

“Her health, Mr Holmes. She seems to be wasbng away. And there's somethmg 
tenible on her mind 'Murdcrl' she cries. ‘Murder!’ And once I heard her* ‘You 
cruel beast! You monster!’ she cned. It was in the night, and it fair rang through 
the house and sent the shivers through me. So I went to her in the morning ‘Mrs. 
Ronder,' I says, ‘if you have anything that is troubling your soul, there's the clergy,' 
I says, ‘and there's the police. Between them you should get some help.' ‘For God's 
sake, not the police!' says she, ‘and the clergy can't change what is past. And yet,' 
she says, ‘it would ease my mind if someone knew the truth before I died.' ‘Well,’ 
says I, ‘if you won't have the regulars, there is this detccbve man what we read 
about'— beggin' your pardon, Mr. Holmes And she, she fair jumped at it. ‘That's 
the man,’ says she ‘I wonder I never thought of it before. Bnng him here, Mrs. 
Menilow, and if he won't come, tell him I am the wife of Render’s wild beast 
show. Say that, and give him the name Abbas Parva Here it is as she wrote it, 
Abbas Parva. ‘TTiat will bnng him if he's the man I think he is ’ ” 

“And it will, too,” remarked Holmes. “Very good, Mrs. Mcmlow. I should like 
to have a little chat with Dr. Watson. That will cany us bll lunch-timc. About 
three o’clock you may expect to sec us at your house in Brixton.” 

Our visitor had no sooner waddled out of the room— no other verb can describe 
Mrs. Merrilow’s method of progression— than Sherlock Holmes threw himself with 
fierce energy upon the pile of commonplace books in the comer. For a few minutes 
there was a constant swish of the leaves, and then with a grunt of sabsfaction he 
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came upoa what he sought. So exated was he that he did not risc> but sat upon 
the flow like some strange Buddha, with crossed legs, the huge books all round 
him, and one open upon his knees. 

•The case worried me at the time, Watson. Here arc my marginal notes to prove 
it. I confess that I could make nothing of it. And yet I was convinced that the 
coroner was wrong. Have you no recollection of the Abbas Parva tragedy?” 

“None, Holmes.” 

‘'And yet you were with me then. But certainly my own impression was very 
superficial. For there was nothing to go by, and none of the parties had engaged 
my services. Perhaps you would care to read the papers?” 

"Could you not give me the points?” 

“That is very easily done. It will probably come back to your memory as I talk. 
Ronder, of course, was a household word. He was the rival of Wombwcll, and of 
Sanger, one of the greatest showmen of his day. There is evidence, however, that 
he took to drink, and that both he and his show were on the down grade at the 
time of the great tragedy. The caravan had halted for the night at Abbas Parva, 
which is a small village in Berkshire, when this horror occurred. They were on 
their way to Wimbledon, travelling by road, and they were simply camping and 
not exhibiting, as the place is so small a one that it would not have paid them 
to open. 

"They had among their exhibits a very fine North African lion. Sahara King 
was its name, and it was the habit, both of Ronder and his wite, to give exhibitions 
inside its cage. Here, you see, is a photograph of the performance by which you 
will perceive that Ronder was a huge porcine person and that his wife was a very 
magnificent woman. It was deposed at the inquest that there had been some signs 
that the lion was dangerous, but, as usual, familiarity begat contempt, and no no- 
tice was taken of the fact. 

"It was usual for either Ronder or his wife to feed the lion at night. Sometimes 
one went, sometimes both, but they never allowed anyone else to do it, for they 
believed that so long as they were the food-carriers he would regard them as bene- 
factors and would never molest them. On this particular night, seven years ago, 
they both went, and a very tcii ble happening followed, the details of which have 
ncvei been made clear. 

"It seems that the whole camp was roused near midnight by the roars of the 
animal and the screams of the woman. The different grooms and employees rushed 
from their tents, carrying lanterns, and by their light an awful sight was revealed. 
Ronder lay, with the back of his head crushed in and deep claw-marks across his 
scalp, some ten yards from the cage, which was open. Close to the door of the cage 
lay Mrs. Ronder upon her back, with the creature squatting and snarling above 
her. It had tom her face in such a fashion that it was never thought that she could 
live. Several of the circus men, headed bv Leonardo, the strong man, and Griggs, 
the clown, drove the creature off with poxs, upon which it spiang back into the 
cage and was at once locked in. How it had got loose was a mystery. It was con- 
jectured that the pair intended to enter the cage, but that when the door was 
loosed the creature bounded out upon them. There was no other point of interest 
in the evidence save that the woman in a delirium of agony kept screaming, ‘Cow- 
ardl Cowardr as she was carried back to the van in which they lived. It was six 
months before she was fit to give evidence, but the inquest was duly held, with 
the obvious verdict of death from misadventure.” 
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*"What alternative could be conceived?*' said I. 

“You may well say so. And yet there were one or two points which worried 
young Edmunds, of the Berkshire Constabulary. A smart lad thatl He was sent 
later to Allahabad. That was how I came into the matter, for he dropped in and 
smoked a pipe or two over it." 

“A thin, yellow-haired man?" 

“Exactly, I was sure you would pick up the trail presently." 

“But what worried him?” 

“Well, we were both worried. It was so deucedly difiBcult to reconstruct the 
affair. Look at it from the lion's point of view. He is liberated. What does he do? 
He takes half a dozen bounds forward, which brings him to Render, Render turns 
to fly— the claw-marks were on the back of his head— but the lion strikes him down. 
Then, instead of bounding on and escaping, he returns to the woman, who was 
close to the cage, and he knocks her ove*- and chews her face up. Then, again, those 
cries of hers would seem to imply that her husband had in some way failed her. 
What could the poor devil have done to help her? You see the difficulty?” 

“Quite.” 

“And then there was another thing. It comes back to me now as I think it over. 
There was some evidence that just at the time the lion roared and the woman 
screamed, a man began shouting in terror.” 

“This man Ronder, no doubt.” 

“Well, if his skull was smashed in you would hardly expect to hear from him 
again. There were at least two witnesses who spoke of the cries of a man being 
mingled with those of a woman ” 

“I should think the whole camp was crying out by then. As to the other points, 
I think I could suggest a solution.” 

“I should be glad to consider it.” 

“The two were together, tin yards from the cage, when the lion got loose. The 
man turned and was struck down. The woman conceived the idea of getting into 
the cage and shutting the door. It was her only refuge. She made for it, and just 
as she reached it the beast bounded after her and knocked her over. She was angry 
with her husband for having encouraged the beast's rage by turning. If they had 
faced it they might have cowed it. Hence her cries of ‘Coward I"' 

“Brilliant, WatsonI Only one flaw in your diamond.” 

“What is the flaw. Holmes?” 

“If they were both ten paces from the cage, how came the beast to get loose?” 

“Is it possible that they had some enemy who loosed it?” 

“And why should it attack them savagely when it was in the habit of playing 
with them, and doing tricks with them inside the cage?” 

“Possibly the same enemy had done something to enrage it.” 

Holmes looked thoughtful and remained in silence for some moments. 

“Well, Watson, there is this to be said for your theory. Ronder was a man of 
many enemies. Edmunds told me that m his cups he was horrible. A huge bully 
of a man, he cursed and slashed at everyone who came in his way. I expect those 
cries about a monster, of which our visitor has spoken, were nocturnal reminiscences 
of the dear departed. However, our speculations are futile until we have all the 
facts. There is a cold partridge on the sideboard, Watson, and a bottle of Mon- 
trachet. Let us renew our energies before we make a fresh call upon them.” 

When our hansom deposited us at the house of Mrs. Merrilow, we found that 
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plump lady blocking up the open door of her humble but retired abode. It was 
very clear that her chief preoccupation was lest she should lose a valuable lodger, 
and she implored us, before showing us up^ to say and do nothing which could 
lead to so undesirable an end. Then, having reassured her, we followed her up the 
straight, badly carpeted staircase and were shown into the room of the mysterious 
lodger. 

It was a close, musty, ill-ventilated place, as might be expected, since its inmate 
seldom left it. From keeping beasts in a cage, the woman seemed, by some retribu- 
tion of fate, to have become herself a beast in a cage. She sat now in a broken arm- 
chair in the shadowy comer of the room. Long years of inaction had coaisened 
the lines of her figure, but at some period it must have been beautiful, and was 
still full and voluptuous. A thick dark veil covered her face, but it was cut off 
close at her upper lip and disclosed a perfectly shaped mouth and a delicately 
rounded chin. I could well conceive that she had indeed been a very remarkable 
woman. Her voice, too, was well modulated and pleasing. 

‘*My name is not unfamiliar to you, Mr. Holmes/' said she. “I thought that it 
would bring you.” 

‘'That is so, madam, though 1 do not know how you are aware that I was inter- 
ested in your case.” 

learned it when I had recovered my health and was examined by Mr. Ed- 
munds, the county detective. I fear I lied to him. Perhaps it would have been 
wiser had I told the truth.” 

”It IS usually wiser to tell the truth. But why did you lie to him?” 

"Because the fate of someone else depended upon it. I know that he was a very 
worthless being, and yet I would not have his destruction upon my conscience. Wc 
had been so close— so close!” 

"But has this impediment been removed?” 

"Yes, sir. The person that I allude to is dead.” 

"Then why should you not now tell the police anything you know?" 

“Because there is another person to be considered. That other person is myself. 
I could not stand the scandal and publicity which would come from a police ex- 
amination. I have not long to live, but I wish to die undistur'ied. And yet I wanted 
to find one man of judgment to whom I could tell my teixil le story, so that when 
I am gone all might be understood.” 

"You compliment me, madam. At the same time, I am a responsible person. I 
do not promise you that when you have spoken I may not myself think it my diity 
to refer the case to the police.” 

"I think not, Mr. Holmes. I know your character and methods too well, for 1 
have followed your work for some years. Reading is the only pleasure which fate 
has left me, and I miss little which passes in the world. But in any case, I will take 
my chance of the use which you may make of my tragedy. It will ease my mind to 
tell it.” 

"My friend and I would be glad to bear it.” 

The woman rose and took from a drawer the photograph of a man. He was 
clearly a professional acrobat, a man of magnificent physique, taken with his huge 
arms folded across his swollen chest and a smile breaking from under his heavy 
moustache-thc self-satisfied smile of the man of many conquests. 

"That is Leonardo,” she said. 

“Leonardo, the strong man, who gave evidence?” 

739 



The same. And tbis-this is my husband.” 

It was a dreadful fiioe-a human pig, or rather a human wild boar, for it was 
formidable in its bestiality. One could imagine that vile mouth diamping and 
foaming in its rage, and one could conceive tiiose small, vicious eyes darting pure 
malignancy as they looked forth upon foe world. Ruffian, bully, beast— it was all 
written on that heavy-jowled foce. 

Those two pictures will bdp you, gentlemen, to understand foe story. 1 was a 
poor cncus girl brought up on foe sawdust, and doing springs through foe hoop 
before 1 was ten. When I became a woman this man lov^ me, if such lust as his 
can be called love, and in an evil moment I became his wife. From that day I was 
in hell, and he foe devil who to r me n t e d me. There was no one in the show who 
did not know of his treatment. He deserted me for others. He tied me down and 
lashed me with his riding-whip when I complained. They all pitied me and they 
all loathed him, but what could they do? lliey feared him, one and all. For he 
was terrible at all times, and murderous when he was drunk. Again and again he 
was had up for assault, and for cruelty to the beasts, but he had plenty of money 
and foe fines were nofoing to him. The best men all left us, and the show began 
to go downhill. It was only Leonardo and I who kept it up-with little Jimmy 
Griggs, foe clown. Poor devil, he had not much to be funny about, but he did 
what he could to hold things together. 

Trhen Leonardo came more and more into my life. You see what he was like. 
I know now foe poor spirit that was hidden in that splendid body, but compared 
to my husband he seemed like the angel Cabnel. He pitied me and helped me, 
till at last our intimacy turned to love— deep, deep, passionate love, such love as 1 
had dreamed of but never hoped to feel. My husband suspected it, but I think 
that he was a coward as well as a bully, and that Leonardo was the one man that 
he was afraid of. He took revenge in his own way by torturing me more than ever. 
One night my cries brought Leonardo to foe door of our van. We were near tragedy 
that night, and soon my lover and I understood foat it could not be avoided. My 
husband was not fit to live. We planned that he should die. 

"Leonardo had a clever, scheming brain. It was he who planned it. 1 do not 
say foat to blame him, for I was ready to go with him every inch of the way. But I 
should never have had foe wit to think of such a plan. We made a club— Leonardo 
made it— and in foe leaden head he fastened five long steel nails, the points out- 
ward, with just such a spread as the hon’s paw This was to give my husband his 
death-blow, and yet to leave foe evidence that it was the lion which we would loose 
who had done the deed. 

"It was a pitch-dark night when my husband and I went down, as was our cus- 
tom, to feed the beast. We carried with us the raw meat m a zinc pail. Leonardo 
was waiting at the comer of foe big van which we should have to pass before we 
reached the cage. He was too slow, and we walked past him before he could strike, 
but he followed os on tiptoe and I heard the crash as the club smashed my hus- 
band’s skull. My heart leaped with joy at the sound. I sprgng forward, and I undid 
the catch which held foe door of the great lion’s cage. 

"And then the tenible foing happened. You may have heard how quick these 
creatures are to scent human blood, and how it excites them. Some strange instinct 
had told the creature in one instant foat a human being had been slain. As I slipped 
the bars it bounded out>and was on me in an instant. Leonardo could have saved 
me. If he had rushed forward and struck the beast with his club he might have 
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cowed it But the man lost his nerve. I heard him shout in his terror, and then 
I saw him turn and fly At the same instant the teeth of the lion met in my face. 
Its hot, filthy breath had already poisoned me and I was hardly conscious of pain. 
With the palms of my hands I tried to push the great steaming, blood-stained 
)aws away from me, and 1 screamed for help. 1 was conscious that t- c camp was 
stirring, and then dimly I remembered a group of men, Leonardo, Gnggs, and 
others, dragging me from under the creature's paws. That was my last memory, 
Mr. Holmes, for many a weary month When I came to myself and saw myself 
in the mirror, I cursed that lion— oh, how I cursed him!— not because he had tom 
away my beauty but because he had not tom away my life. 1 had but one desire, 
Mr. Holmes, and I had enough money to gratify it It was that I should cover my- 
self so that my poor face should be seen by none, and that I should dwell where 
none whom I had ever known should find me Tliat was all that was left to me to 
do— and that is what I have done A poor wounded beast that has crawled into its 
hole to die-that is the end of Eugenia Render " 

We sat in silence for some time after the unhappy woman had told her story 
Then Holmes stretched out his long arm and patted her hand with such a show 
of sympathy as I had seldom known him to exhibit 

‘Toor girl*” he said. *Toor girl* The ways of fate are indeed hard to understand 
If there is not some compensation hereafter, then the world is a cruel jest. But 
what of this man Leonardo?” 

never saw him or heard from him again. Perhaps I have been wrong to feel 
so bitterly against him He might as soon have loved one of the fieaks whom we 
carried round the country as the thing which the lion had left. But a woman's 
love is not so easily set aside He had left me under the beast’s claws, he had de- 
serted me in my need, and yet I could not bring myself to give him to the gal- 
lows For myself, I cared nothing what became of me Wh. t could be more dread- 
ful than my actual life? But 1 stood between Leonardo and I is fate," 

"And he is dead?" 

"He was drowned last month when bathing near Margate 1 saw his death in the 
paper." 

"And what did he do with this bve-clawed club, which is the most singular and 
ingenious part of all your story?" 

"I cannot tell, Mr. Holmes There is a chalk-pit by the camp, with a deep green 
pool at the base of it. Perhaps in the depths of that pool — " 

"Well, well, it IS of little consequence now TTie case is closed." 

"Yes," said the woman, “the case is closed " 

We had risen to go, but there was something m the woman's voice which ar- 
rested Holmes's attention. He turned swiftly upon her. 

"Your life is not your own," he said. “Keep yonr hands off it." 

"What use is it to anyone?" 

"How can you tell? The example of patient suffering is in itself the most precious 
of all lessons to an impatient world." 

The woman's answer was a terrible one. She raised her veil and stepped forward 
into the light. 

"I wonder if you would bear it,” she said. 

It was horrible. No words can describe the framework of a face when the face 
itself IS gone. Two living and beautiful brown eyes looking sadly out from that 
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grisly rain did but make the view more awful. Holmes held up his hand m a ges- 
ture of pity and protest, and together we left the room. 

Two days later, when I called upon my friend, he pointed with some pride to 
a small blue bottle upon his mantelpiece. I picked it up There was a red poison 
label. A pleasant almondy odour rose when I opened it. 

“Prussic aad?” said 1. 

“Exactly. It came by post. ‘I send you my temptation. I will follow your advice.' 
That was the message I think, Watson, we can guess the name of the brave woman 
who sent it." 


THE AD/ENTURE OF SHOSCOMBE OLD PLACE 

Sherlock Holmes had been bending for a long time over a low-power microscope 
Now he straightened himself up and looked round at me in triumph 

“It IS glue, Watson," said he “Unquestionably it is glue Have a look at these 
scattered ob)ects in the fieldl" 

I stooped to the eyepiece and focussed for my vision 

“Those hairs are threads from a tweed coat The irregular gray masses are dust 
There are epithelial scales on the left Those brown blobs m the centre art un 
doubtedly glue." 

“Well," I said, laughing, “1 am piepared to take your word for it Does any 
thing depend upon it?" 

“It IS a veiy fine demonstration," he answered ‘ In the St Pancras case vou 
mav remember that a cap was found beside the dead policeman 1 he accused 
man denies that it is hi^ But he is a picture-frame maker viho habuualiy handles 
glue " 

“Is it one of your cases?" 

“No, my friend, Mcrivak, of the Yard, asked me to look uito the -a Since 1 
ran down that comer by the zme and copper filings in the seam if i uff tiiey 
have begun to realize the importance of the microscope " He looked impatiently 
at his watch “I had a new client calling, but he is overdue By the wav, Watson, 
you know something of racing?" 

“I ought to I pay for it with about half my wound pension " 

“Then Til make you my 'Handy Guide to the Turf' What about Sir Robert 
Norberton? Does the name recall anything^ 

“Well, I should say so He lives at Shoscombe Old Place, and I know it well, 
for my summer quarters were down there once Norberton nearly came \Mthin youi 
province once " 

“How was that?" 

“It was when he horsewhipped Sam Brewer, the well-known Curzon Sticet 
money-lender, on Newmarket Heath He nearly killed the man " 

“Ah, hr sounds interesting! Does he often indulge in that wav?" 

“Well, he has the name of being a dangerous man He is about the most dare 
devil nder in England-second in the Grand National a few vears back He is one 
of those men who have overshot then tiiie generation He should have been ^ 



buck in the days of the Regency— a boxer, an athlete, a plunger on the turf, a 
lover of fair ladies, and, by all account, so far down Queer Street that he may 
never find his way back again.” 

"Capital, WatsonI A thumb-nail sketch. I seem to know the man. Now, can 
you give me some idea of Shosconibe Old Place?” 

“Only that it is in the centre of Shoscombe Park, and that the famous Shoscombe 
stud and training quarters are to be found there ” 

"And the head trainc’^,” said Holmes, "is John Mason. You need not look sur- 
prised at my knowledge, Watson, for this is a letter from him which I am unfold- 
ing But let us have some more about Shoscombe. I seem to have struck a rich 
vein.” 

"Tliere are the Shoscombe spanidb/' '>aid I. "You hear of them at every dog 
show. The most exclusive brew'd m Eiigbncl They are the special pride of the 
lady of Shoscombe Old Placv . ‘ 

“Sir Robert Norberton's wifr I presume!’* 

“Sir Robert has never matiud. Ju:»t as well, I think, considering his prospects. 
He lives with his widowed Lady Beatrice h alder/ 

“You mean that she lives vdtb him?” 

“No, no. The place belonged to hei late husband, Sir James. Norberton has no 
claim on it at all. It is only a life interest and reverts to her husband's brother. 
Meantime, she draws the rents everv^ ” 

“And brother Robert, 1 suppose, spends the said tents?" 

“That is about the size of it. He is a devil of a fellow and must lead her a most 
uneasy life. Yet I ha^'e heaid that she is devoted to him. But what is amiss at 
Shoscombe?” 

“Ah, that is just what i want to know And here, I expect, is the man who can 
tell us.” 

The door had opened and the page had shown in a tall, clean-shaven man with 
the firm, austere expression which is only seen upon those who have to control 
horses or boys. Mr. John Mason had many of both under his sway, and he looked 
equal to the task. He bowea with cold stlf-possession and seated himself upion the 
chair to which Holmes had waved him. 

“You had my note, Mr. Holmes?” 

“Yes, but it explained nothing.” 

“It was too delicate a thing for me to put the details on paper. And too com- 
plicated. It was only face to face I could do it.” 

“Well, we are at your disposal.” 

“First of all, Mr. Holmes, I think that my employer. Sir Robert, has gone mad.” 

Holmes raised his eyebrows. “This is Baker Street, not Harley Street,” said he 
“But why do you say so?” 

“Well, sir, when a man does one queer thing, or two queer things, there may be 
a meaning to it, but when everything he does is queer, then you begin to wonder. 
I believe Shoscombe Prince and the Derby have turned his brain.” 

“That is a colt you are running?” 

“The best in England, Mr. Holmes, i should know, if anyone docs. Now, I’ll be 
plain with you, for I know you are gentlemen of honour and that it won't go beyond 
the room. Sir Robert has got to win this Derby. He’s up to the neck, and it’s his 
last chance. Everything he could raise or borrow is on the horse— and at fine odds, 
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tool You can get forties now, but it was nearer the hundred when he began to 
back him.*" 

‘"But how IS that if the horse is so good?” 

“The public don't know how good he is. Sir Robert has been too clever for the 
touts. He has the Prince's half-brother out for spins. You can't tell 'em apart. 
But there are two lengths in a furlong between them when it comes to a gallop. 
He thinks of nothing but the horse and the race. His whole life is on it. He's 
holding off the Jews till then. If the Prince fails him he is done.” 

“It seems a rather desperate gamble, but where does the madness come in?” 

“Well, first of all, you have only to look at him. I don't believe he sleeps at 
night. He is down at the stables at all hours. His eyes are wild. It has all been too 
much for his nerves. Then there is his conduct to Lady Beatrice!'' 

“Ah! What is that?” 

“They have always been the best of friends. They had the same tastes, the two 
of them, and she loved the horses as much as he did. Every day at the same hour 
she would drive down to see them— and, above all, she loved the Prince. He would 
prick up his ears when he heard the wheels on the gravel, and he would trot out 
each morning to the carriage to get his lump of sugar. But that's all over now.” 

“Why?” 

“Well, she seems to have lost all interest in the horses. For a week now she has 
driven past the stables with never so much as ‘Good-morning'!'' 

“You think there has been a quarrel?” 

"And a bitter, savage, spiteful quarrel at that. Why else would he give away her 
pet spaniel that she loved as if he were her child? He gave it a few days ago to old 
Barnes, what keeps the Green Dragon, three miles off, at Crendall.” 

“That certainly did seem strange.” 

“Of course, with her weak heart and dropsy one couldn't expect that she could 
get about with him, but he sp^t two hours every evening in her room. He might 
well do what he could, for she has been a rare good friend to him. But that's all 
over, too. He never goes near her. And she takes it to heart. She is brooding and 
sulky and drinking, Mr. Holmes— drinking like a fish.” 

“Did she drink before this estrangement?” 

“Well, she took her glass, but now it is often a whole bottle of an evening. So 
Stephens, the butler, told me. It's all changed, Mr. Holmes, and there is some- 
thing damned rotten about it. But then, again, what is master doing down at the 
old church crypt at night? And who is the man that meets him there?” 

Holmes rubbed his hands. 

“Go on, Mr. Mason. You get more and more interesting.” 

“It was the butler who saw him go. Twelve o'clock at night and raining hard. 
So next night I was up at the house and, sure enough, master was off again. Ste- 
phens and I went after him, but it was jumpy work, for it would have been a bad 
job if he had seen us. He's a terrible man with his fists if he gets started, and no 
respecter of persons. So we were shy of getting too near, but we marked him down 
all right. It was the haunted crypt that he was making for, and there was a man 
waiting for him there.” 

“What is this haunted crypt?” 

"Well, sir, there is an old ruined chapel in the park. It is so old that nobody 
could fix its date. And under it there's a crypt which has a bad name among us. It's 
a dark, damp, lonely place by day, but there are few in that county that would 
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have the nerve to go near it at But master’s not afraid. He afcver A»red any- 
thing in his life. But what is he doing tiiere in the night^une?** 

"Wait a bit!" said Holmes. "You my Acre is another man there. It must be one 
of your own stablemen^ or someone from the housel Surely you have only to spot 
who it is and question him?" 

"It's no one I know.” 

"How can you say that?” 

"Because I have seen him, Mr. Holmes. Ii w?is on that second night. Sir R(d>ert 
turned and passed us— me and Stephens, quaking in the bushes like two bunny- 
rabbits, for there was a bit of moon that nighL But we could hear the other moving 
about behind. We were not arraid of him. So we up when Sir Robert was gone 
and pretended we were fust having a walk like in the mDonlight, and so we came 
right on him as casual and innocent as yon please. ^Hullo, mate! who may you 
be?’ says I. I guess he had not heard u$ comings so he looked over his shouldei 
with a face as if he had seen thr de^dl coming out oi hell. He let out a yell, and 
away he went as hard as he ccald lick it in the darkness. He could nin!-rH give 
him that. In a minute be out of sight and hearing, and who he was, or wliat he 
was, we never found.” 

"But you saw him clearly ii the moonlight?” 

‘Tes, I would swear to hi« yellow face— a mean dog, I should say. What could he 
have in common with Sir Robert?” 

Holmes sat for some time lost in thought. 

"Who keeps Lady Beatrice Faldcr oompany?” he asked at last. 

“There is her maid, Carrie Evans. She has been with her this five years.” 

"And is, no doubt, devoted?” 

Mr. Mason shuffled uncomfortably. 

"She's devoted enough,” he answered at last. "But I won't say to whom.” 

"Ah I” said Holmes. 

"I can't tell tales out of school.” 

"I quite understand, Mr. Mason. Of course, the situation is clear enough. From 
Dr. Watson's description of 6ii Robert I can realize that no woman is safe from 
him. Don't you think the quarrel between brother and sister may lie there?” 

"Well, the scandal has been pretty c^ear for a long time.” 

"But she may not have seen it before. Let us suppose that she has suddenly 
found It out. She wants to get rid of the woman. Her brother will not permit it. 
The invalid, with her weak heart and inability to get about, has no means of en- 
forcing her will. The hated maid is still tied to her. The lady refuses to speak, 
sulks, takes to drink. Sir Robert in his anger takes her pet spaniel away from her. 
Does not all this hang together?” 

"Well, it might do— so far as it goes ” 

"Exactlyl As far as it goes. How wouki all that bear upon the visits by night to 
the old crypt? We can't fit that into our plot.” 

"No, sir, and there is something more that I can't fit in. Why should Sir Robert 
want to dig up a dead body?” 

Holmes sat up abruptly. 

"We only found it out yesterday-after I had written to you Yesterday Sir 
Robert had gone to London, so Stephens and I went down to the crypt. It was 
all in order, sir, except that in one comer was a bit of a human body.” 

"You informed the police, I suppose?” 
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Our visitor smiled grimly. 

•'Well, sir, I think it would hardly interest them. It was just the head and a 
few bones of a mummy. It may have been a thousand years old. But it wasn't there 
before. That Til swear, and so will Stephens. It had been stowed away in a comei 
and covered over with a board, but that comer had always been empty before.” 

“What did you do with it?” 

“Well, we just left it there ” 

“That was wise. You say Sir Robert was away yesterday. Has he returned?” 

“We expect him back to-day.” 

“When did Sir Robert give away his sister's dog?” 

“It was just a week ago to-day. The creatuie was howling outside the old well- 
house, and Sir Robert was in one of his tantrums that morning. He caught it 
up, and I thought he would have killed it. Then he gave it to Sandy Bain, the 
jockey, and told him to take the dog to old Barnes at the Green Dragon, for he 
never wished to see it again.” 

Holmes sat for some time in silent thought. He had lit the oldest and foulest of 
his pipes. 

“I am not clear yet what you want me to do in this matter, Mr. Mason,” he said 
at last. “Can't you make it more definite?” 

“Perhaps this will make it more definite, Mr. Holmes,” said our visitor. 

He took a paper from his pocket, and, unwrapping it carefully, he exposed a 
charred fragment of bone. 

Holmes examined it with interest. 

“Where did you get it?” 

“There is a central heating furnace in the cellar under Lady Beatrice's room. It’s 
been off for some time, but Sir Robert complained of cold and had it on again. 
Harvey runs it- he’s one of my’^lads. This very morning he came to me with this 
which he found raking out the cinders. He didn't like the look of it.” 

“Nor do I,” said Holmes, “What do you make of it, Watson?” 

It was bnmed to a black cinder, but there could be no question as to its anatomi- 
cal significance. 

“It’s the upper condyle of a human femur,” said I. 

“Exactlyl” Holmes had become very serious. “When does this lad tend to the 
furnace?” 

“He makes it up every evening and then leaves it.” 

‘“Then anyone could visit it during the night?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Can you enter it from outside?” 

“There is one door from outside. There is another which leads up by a stair to 
the passage in which Lady Beatrice's room is situated.” 

“These are deep waters, Mr. Mason; deep and rather dirty. You say that Sir 
Robert was not at home last night?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Then, whoever was burning bones, it was not he.” 

“That's true, sir.” 

“What is the name of that inn you spoke of?” 

“The Green Dragon.” * 

“Is there good fishing in that part of Berkshire?” The honest trainer showed 
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very clearly upon his face that he was convinced that yet another lunatic bad 
come into his harassed life. 

**Well, sir, Tve heard there are trout in the mill-stream and pike in the Hall 
lake/’ 

“That's good enough. Watson and I are famous fi$hennen<~are we not, Watson? 
You may address us in future at the Green Dragon. We should reach it to-night. I 
need not say that we don’t want to sec you, Mr. Mason, but a note will reach us, 
and no doubt I could find you if I want you. When we have gone a little farther 
into the matter I will let you have a considered opinion.” 

Thus it was that on a bright May evening Holmes and 1 found ourselves alone 
in a first-class carriage and bound for the little “halt-on-demand” station of 
Shoscombe. The rack above us was covered with a formidable litter of rods, reeb, 
and baskets On reaching our destination a short dnvc took us to an old-fashioned 
tavern, where a sporting host, Josiah Barnes, entered eagerly into our plans for the 
extirpation of the fish of the neighbouihood. 

‘What about the Hall lake and the chance of a pike?” said Holmes. 

The face of the innkeeper clouded. 

“That wouldn’t d*s sir. You might chance to find yourself in the lake before you 
were through.” 

“How's that, then?” 

“It’s Sir Robert, sir. He’s lenible jealous of touts. If )ou two strangers were as 
near his training quarters as that he'd be after you a.s sure as fate. He ain’t ta’.mg no 
chances, Sir Robert am t” 

“I’ve heard he has a horse entered for the Deiby.” 

“Yes, and a good colt, too. He carnes all our money for the race, and all Sir 
Robert’s into the bargain. By the wa\”-he looked at us with thoughtful eyes— “I 
suppose you ain’t <m the turf yourselves?” 

“No, indeed, lust two weary Londoners who badly need some good Berkshire 
»» 

air. 

“Well, you aie in the nght place for that There is a deal of it lying about. But 
mind what I have told yi. ab< ut Sir Robert. He’s tlie sort that strikes first and 
speaks afterwards Keep clear of the piark." 

“Suiely, Mr. Barnes! We certainly shall. By the way, that was a most beautiful 
spaniel that was .vhmmg m the hall 

"I should say it was I’hat was the teal Shoscombe breed. Tficre ain’t a better 
in England.” 

"I am a dog fancier myself, ” said Holmes. “Now, if it is a fcir question, what 
would a prize deg like that cost?” 

“Moic than 1 could pay, sir. It was Sir Robert himself who gave me tftis one. 
That's why 1 have to keep it on a lead. It would be off to the Hall in a jiffy if I 
gave it its head.” 

“We are getting some cards in our hand, Watson,” said Holmes when the land- 
lord had left us. “It’s not an easy one to play, but we may see our way in a day or 
two. By the way. Sir Robert is still in London, I hear. We might, perhaps, enter the 
sacred domain to-night without fear of bodily assault. There are one or two points 
on which I should like reassurance.” 

“Have you any theory. Holmes?" 

“Only this, Watson, that something happened a week or so ago which has cut 
deep into the life of the Shoscombe household. What is that something? We can 
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only guess at it from its effects. They seem to be of a curiously mixed character. 
But that should surely hdp us. It is only the colourless, uneventful case which is 
hopeless. 

“Let us consider our data. The brother no longer visits the beloved invalid sister. 
He gives away her favourite dog. Her dog, Watsoni Does that suggest nothing to 
you?" 

"Nothing but the brother’s spite." 

"Well, it might be so. Or— well, there is an alternative. Now to continue our 
review of the situation from the time that the quarrel, if there is a quarrel, beg^n. 
The lady keeps her room, alten her habits, is not seen save when she drives out 
witli her auid, refuses to stop at the stables to greet her favourite horse, and ap- 
parently takes to drink. That covers the case, does it not?" 

"Save for the business in the crypt." 

"That is another line of thought. There are two, and I beg you will not tangle 
them. Line A, which concerns Lady Beatrice, has a vaguely sinister flavour, has it 
not?” 

"I can make nothing of it." 

"Well, now, let us take up line B, which concerns Sir Robert. He is mad keen 
upon winning the Derby. He is in the hands of the Jews, and may at any moment 
be sold up and his racing stables seized by his crediton. He is a daring and des- 
perate man. He derives his income from his sister. His sister’s maid is his willing 
tool. So far we seem to be on fairly safe ground, do we not?” 

"But the crypt?” 

“Ah, yes, the ciyptl Let us suppose, Watson-it is merely a scandalous supposi- 
tion, a hypothesis put forward for argument’s sake-that Sir Robert has done away 
with his sister.” 

“My dear Holmes, it is out of t^e question." 

“Very possibly, Watson. Sir Robert is a man «f an honourable stock. But you 
do occasionally find a carrion crow among the eagles. Let us for a m.}ment argue 
upon this supposition. He could not fly the country until he had realized his for- 
tune, and that fortune could only be realized by bringing off this coup with 
Shoscombe Prince. 'Therefore, he has still to stand his ground. To do this he 
would have to dispose of the body of his victim, and he would also have to find a 
substitute who would impersonate her. With the maid as his confidante that would 
not be impossible. *1110 woman’s body might be conveyed to the crypt, which is a 
place so seldom visited, and it might be secretly destroyed at night in the furnace, 
leaving behind it such evidence as we have already seen. What say you to that, 
Watson?” 

"Well, it is all possible if you grant the original monstrous supposition.” 

“I think that there is a small experiment which we may try to-morrow, Watson, 
in order to throw some light on the matter. Meanwhile, if we mean to keep up our 
characters, I suggest that we have our host in for a glass of his own wine and hold 
some high converse upon eels and dace, which seems to be die straight road to his 
affections. We may chance to come upon some useful local gossip in the process.” 

In the morning Holmes discovered that we had come without our spoon-bait 
for jack, which absolved us from fishing for the day. About deven o’clock we started 
for a walk, and he obtained leave to take the bla^ spaniel wiA us. 

“This is die {dace,” said he as we came to two high paric gates with heraldic 
griffiru towering above them. "About midday, Mr. Barnes mfbrms me, the old 
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lady takes a dnve^ and the carnage must slow down while the gates axe opened. 
When it comes through, and before it gathers speedy I want you, Watson, to 
stop the coachman with some question. Never mind me. I shall stand behind 
this holly^ush and see what I can see/" 

It was not a long vigil. Within a quarter of an hour we saw tiie big open yellow 
barouche coming down the long avenue, with two splendid, high-stepping gray car- 
riage horses in the shafts. Holmes crouched behind his bush with the dog. I stood 
unconcernedly swinging a cane in the roadway. A keeper ran out and the gates 
swung open. 

The carriage had slowed to a walk, and I was able to get a good look at the 
occupants. A highly coloured young woman with flaxen hair and impudent eyes sat 
on the left At her right was an elderly person with rounded back and a huddle 
of shawls about her face and shoulders which proclaimed the invalid. When the 
horses reached the highroad I held up my hand with an authoritative gesture, and 
as the coachman pulled up I inquired if Sir Robert was at Shoscombe Old Race. 

At the same moment Holmes stepped out and released the spaniel. With a 
joyous cry it dashed forward to the carriage and sprang upon the step. Then in a 
moment its eager greeting changed to furious rage, and it snapped at the black 
skirt above it. 

‘‘Drive on! Drive on!*' shrieked a harsh voice. The coachman lashed the horses, 
and we were left standing in the roadway. 

“Well, Watson, that’s done it," said Holmes as he fastened the lead to the 
neck of the excited spaniel. “He thought it was his mistress, and he found it was 
a stranger. Dogs don’t make mistakes/* 

“But it was the voice of a man!" 1 cried, 

"Exactly! We have added one card to our hand, Watson, but it needs careful 
playing, all the same," 

My companion seemed to have no further plans for the day, and we did actually 
use our fishing tackle in the mill-stream, with the result that we had a dish of 
trout for our supper. It was only after that meal that Holmes showed signs of re- 
newed activity. Once more we found ourselves upon the same road as in the morn- 
ing, which led us to the park gates. A tall, dark figure was awaiting us there, who 
proved to be our London acquaintance, Mr. John Mason, the trainer. 

"Good-evening, gentlemen," said "1 got your note, Mr. Holmes. Sir Robert 
has not returned yet, but I hear that ^e is expected to-night." 

“How far is this crypt from the house?" asked Holmes. 

“A good quarter of a mile." 

“Then 1 think we can disregard him altogether." 

“I can’t afford to do that, Mr. Holmes. The moment he arrives he will want to 
see me to get the last news of Shoscombe Prince." 

“I seel In that case we must work without you, Mr. Ma**on. You can show us 
the crjrpt and then leave us.” 

It was pitch-dark and without a moon, but Mason led us over the grass-lands 
until a dark mass loomed up in front of us which proved to be the ancient chapel. 
We entered the broken gap which was once the porch, and our guide, stumbling 
among heaps of loose masonry, picked his way to the comer of the building, where 
a steep stair led down into the crypt. Striking a match, he illuminated the melan- 
choly place-dismal and evil-smelling, with ancient crumbling walls of rough-hewn 
stone, and piles of coffins, some of lead and some of stone, extending upon one 

749 



side nght up to the arched and groined roof which lost itself in the shadows above 
our heads. Holmes had lit his lantern, which shot a tiny tunnel of vivid yellow 
tight upon the mournful scene. Its rays were reflected back from the coffin-plates, 
many of them adorned with the griffin and coronet of this old family which carried 
its honours even to the gate of Death. 

*Tou spoke of some bones, Mr. Mason. Could you show them before you go?” 

‘They are here in this comer." The trainer strode across and then stood in 
silent surprise as our light was turned upon the place. ‘They are gone," said he. 

"So I expected,” said Holmes, chuckling. "I fancy the ashes of them might even 
now be found in that oven which had already consumed a part.” 

"But why in the world would anyone want to bum the bones of a man who has 
been dead a thousand years?" asked John Mason. 

"That is what we arc here to find out,” said Holmes. “It may mean a long search, 
and we need not detain you. I fancy that we shall get our solution before morning." 

When John Mason had left us, Holmes set to work making a very careful ex> 
amination of the graves, ranging from a very ancient one, which appeared to be 
Saxon, in the centre, through a long line of Norman Hugos and Odos, until we 
reached the Sir William and Sir Denis Falder of the eighteenth century. It was an 
hour or more before Holmes came to a leaden coffin standing on end before the 
entrance to the vault. I heard his little cry of satisfaction and was aware from his 
hurried but purposeful movements that he had reached a goal. With his lens he 
was eagerly examining the edges of the heavy lid. Then he drew from his pocket a 
short lemmy, a box-opener, which he thrust into a chink, levering back the whole 
front, which seemed to be secured by only a couple of clamps. There was a rending, 
tearing sound as it gave way, but it had hardly hinged back and partly revealed 
the contents before we had an unforeseen interruption. 

Someone was walking in the chapel above. It was the firm, rapid step of one 
who came with a definite purpose and knew well the ground upon which he walked. 
A light streamed down the stairs, and an instant later the man who bore it was 
framed in the Gothic archway. He was a terrible figure, huge in stature and fierce 
in manner. A large stable-lantern which he held in front of him shone upward upon 
a strong, heavily moustached face and angry eyes, which glared round him into 
every recess of the vault, finally fixing themselves with a deadly stare upon my 
companion and myself. 

“Who the devil are you?” he thundered. “And what are you doing upon my 
property?” Then, as Holmes returned no answer, he took a couple of steps forward 
and raised a heavy stick which he earned. "Do you hear me?" he cried. “Who 
are you? What are you doing here?” His cudgel quivered in the air. 

But instead of shrinking Holmes advanced to meet him. 

“I also have a queshon to ask you. Sir Robert," he said in his sternest tone. 
“Who is this? And what is it doing here?" 

He turned and tore open the coffin-lid behind him. In the glare of the lantern I 
saw a body swathed m a sheet from head to foot, with dreadful, witch-like features, 
all nose and chin, projecting at one end, the dim, glazed eyes staring from a dis- 
coloured and crumbling face. 

The baronet had staggered back with a cry and supported himself against a stone 
sarcophagus. 

“How came you to know of this?” he cried. And then, with some return of his 
truculent manner: “What business is it of yours?” 



”My name is Sherlock Holmes,’' said my companion. ‘Tossibly it is familim' to 
you. In any case, my business is that of every other good citizen— to uphold the 
law. It seems to me that you have much to answer for." 

Sir Robert glared for a moment, but Holmes’s quiet voice and cool, assured man^ 
ner had dieir effect. 

" ’Fore God, Mr. HoLies, it’s all nght,” said he. "Appearances ate against me. 
I’ll admit, but I could act no otherwise.” 

"I should be happy to think so, but I fear your explanations must be before the 
police." 

Sur Robert shrugged his broad shoulders. 

“Well, if it must be, it must. Come up to the house and you can judge for your 
self how the matter stands.” 

A quarter of an hour later we found ourselves in what 1 judge, from the lines of 
polished barrels behind glass covers, to be the gun-room of the old house. It was 
comfortably furnished, and here Sir Robert left us for a few moments. Wlien he 
returned he had two companions with him, the one, the flond voung woman whom 
we had seen in the carnage; the other, a small lat faced man with a disagreeably 
furtive manner. These two woie an appearance of utter bevildemient, which 
showed that the baronet had not yet had time to explain to them the turn events 
had taken. 

“There," said Sir Robert with a wave of his hand, "acc Mr. and Mrs. Norlett. 
Mis. Norlett. under her maiden naiue of Evans, has for some years been my 
sister’s confidential maid 1 have brought them heie because I feel that my best 
course is to explain the true posibon to vou, and tliey are the two people upon 
earth who can substantiate vhat I say 

"Is this necessary. Sir Robert? Have vou thought what you are doing?” cned the 


woman 

“As to mt. I entirely disclaim al’ lesponsilnlit}',” said her husband. 

S.r Robert gave him s glance of contempt. “I will take all responsibility,” said 
he. "Now, Mr. Holmes, listen to a plain statement of the facts. 

"You have clearly gone ^ deeply into mv affairs or I should not have found 
you where 1 did Theretore", you Inc'w already, in all probability, that 1 am running 
a dark horse for the Derby and fUat everytlung dc^nds upon my success. If 1 win, 
all IS easy. If I lose— well, I dare not * mk of thatl 

“I understand the position," said Kjlmes , „ i. n 

“I am dependent upon my sistei. Lady Beatrice, for everything. But ,r is well 
known that her interest in the estate is for her own life only. For myself, I am 
deeply in the hands of the Jews I have always known that if my sister were to die 
my creditors would be on to my estate like a flock of vultures. Everything would 
be seized-my stables, my horses-everythmg. Well, Mr. Holmes, my sister did 


die just a week ago.” 

“And you told no onel” . 

“What could I do? Absolute ruin faced me. If I could stave things off tor three 
weeks all would be well. Her maid’s husband-this man here- is an artor. It came 
into our heads-it came into my head- that he could for that short penod personate 
my sister. It was but a case of appearing daily in the camagj^ fw no one n^ 
enter her room save the maid. It was not difficult to arrange. My sister died of the 
dropsy which had long afflicted her. 

“That will be for a coroner to decide.” 
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""Her doctor would certify that for months her symptoms have threatened such 
an end/' 

"Well, what did you do?" 

‘The body could not remain there. On the first night Norlett and I earned it out 
to the old well-house, which is now never used. We were followed, however, by her 
pet spaniel, which yapped continually at the door, so I felt some safer place was 
needed I got nd of the spaniel, and we earned the body to the crypt of the church. 
There was no indignity or irreverence, Mr. Holmes. I do not feel that I have 
wronged the dead " 

"Your conduct seems to me inexcusable. Sir Robert." 

The baronet shook his head impatiently. "It is easy to preach," said he. "Perhaps 
you would have felt differently if you had been in my position. One cannot see all 
one's hopes and all one's plans shattered at the last moment and make no effort 
to save them. It seemed to me that it would be no unworthy resting-place if we 
put her for the time in one of the coffins of her husband's ancestors lying in what 
is still consecrated ground We opened such a coffin, removed the contents, and 
placed her as you have seen her As to the old relics which we took out, we could 
not leave them on the floor of the crypt Norlett and I removed them, and he 
descended at night and burned them m the central furnace There is my story, Mr. 
Holmes, though how you forced my hand so that I have to tell it is more than I 
can say." 

Holmes sat for some time lost in thought 

"There is one flaw in your narrahve. Sir Robert," he said at last. "Your bets on 
the race, and therefore your hopes for the future, would hold good even if your 
creditors seized your estate " 

"The horse would be part of the estate. What do they care for my bets? As 
likely as not they would not run him at all My chief creditor is, unhappily, my 
most bitter enemy~a rascally fellow, Sam Brewer, whom I was once compelled to 
horsewhip on Newmarket Heath Do you suppose that he would try to save me?" 

"Well, Sir Robert," said Holmes, rising, "this matter must, of course, be referred 
to the police It was my duty to bring the facts to light, and there I must leave it 
As to the morality or decency of your conduct, it is not for me to express an 
opinion It IS nearly midnight, Watson, and I think we may make our way back to 
our humble abode " 

It IS generally known now that this singular episode ended upon a happier note 
than Sir Robert's actions deserved Shoscombe Prince did win the Derby, the sport- 
ing owner did net eighty thousand pounds in bets, and the creditors did hold their 
hand until the race was over, when they were paid in full, and enough was left 
to reestablish Sir Robert in a fair position in life Both police and coroner took a 
lenient view of the transaction, and beyond a mild censure for the delay in register- 
ing the lady's decease, the lucky owner got away scatheless from this strange in- 
cident in a career which has now outlived its shadows and promises to end in an 
honoured old age. 
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THE ADVENTURE OF THE RETIRED COLOURMAN 


Sbsuxke Holmes was in a mdancholy and philosophic mood that momiag. His 
alert pcactma] nature was subject to such reactions. 

‘Did you see him?” he asked. 

‘Youanean the <dd fellow who has just gone out?” 

‘Trecisdy." 

”Yes, I met him at the door.” 

“What did you think of him?” 

“A pathetic, fetile, ’broken creature." 

Diactiy, Wabon. Patfietic and futile. But is not all life pathetic -and futile? 
Is not his story a microcosm of the whole? V'e reach. We grasp. And what is left 
in our hands at the end? A ^ladow. Or worse than a shadow— misery.” 

“Is he one of your dients?” 

“Well, I suppose 1 may call him so. He has been sent on hy the Yard. Just as 
medical men occasionally send their incurables to a quack. They argue that they 
can do nothing more, and that whatever happens the' patient can be no worse 
dian be is.” 

“What is the matter?" 

Hdmes took a rather sofled card from the table. “Josiah Amberley. He says he 
was junior partner of Brickfall and Amberley, who are manufacturers of artistic 
matoials. You will see thdr names upon paint-boxes. He made his little pile, 
retired from business at the age of sixty-one, bought a house at Lewisliam, and 
settled down to rest after a life of ceaseless gnnd. One would think his future 
was tolerably assured.” 

"Yes, indeed.” 

Holmes ghnoed over sv'.ue notes which he had scribbled upon the back of an 
envdope. 

“Retired in 1896, Watson. Early in 1897 he mamed a woman twenty years 
younger than himrelf— a good 4 ookin(^ woman, too, if the photograph does not flat- 
ter. A competence, a wife, teisnre-it seemed a straight road which lay before 
him. And yet within two yean he is, as you have seen, as broken and miserable 
a creature as ensds beneath the sun.” 

“But what has hitppened?” 

“The old story, Watson. A treacherous friend and a fickle wife. It would appear 
that Amberity feu one hobby in life, and it is chess. Not far from him at Lewisham 
dieie lives a young doctor who is also s chess-player I have noted his name as Dr. 
Ray Emat Ernest was frequently in the house, and an intimacy between him 
and Mrs. Amberley was a natural sequence, for you must admit thit our unfor- 
tunete client has few outward graces, whatever his inner virtues may be. The couple 
went off together last wed:— destination untraced. What is more, the faithless 
spooae carried off the old man's deed-box as her personal luggage with a good part 
of his life’s savings witiiin. Can we find the lady? Can we save the money? A 
problem so far as it has developed, and yet a vital one for Josiah 

Amberiey.” 
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“What will you do about it?" 

“Well, the immediate question, my dear Watson, happens to be. What will 
you do7— if you will be good enough to understudy me. You know that I am 
preoccupied with this case of the two Coptic Patriarchs, which should come to a 
head to-day. 1 really have not bme to go out to Lewisham, and yet evidence taken 
on the spot has a special value. The old fellow was quite insistent that I should go, 
but I explained my difficulty. He is prepared to meet a representative." 

“By all means," I answer^. “I confess I don’t see that I can be of much service, 
but I am willing to do my best." And so it was that on a summer afternoon I set 
forth to Lewisham, little dreaming that within a week the affair in which I was 
engaging would be the eager debate of all England. 

It was late that evening before I returned to ^aker Street and gave an account 
of my mission. Holmes lay with his gaunt figure stretched in his deep chair, his 
pipe curling forth slow wreaths of acrid tobacco, while his eyelids drooped over his 
eyes so lazily that he might almost have been asleep were it not that at any halt or 
questionable passage of my nanative they half lifted, and two gray eyes, as bright 
and keen as rapiers, transfixed me with their searching glance. 

“The Haven is the name of Mr. Josiah Amberley's house,” I explained “I think 
it would interest you. Holmes. It is like some penurious patrician who has sunk 
into the company of his inferiors. You know that particular quarter, the monot- 
onous brick streets, the weary suburban highways Right in the middle of them, a 
little island of ancient culture and comfort, lies this old home, surrounded by 
a high sun-baked wall mottled with lichens and topped with moss, the sort of 
wall—” 

“Cut out the poetry, Watson,” said Holmes severely “I note that it was a high 
brick wall." 

“Exactly I should not have known which was The Haven had I not asked a 
lounger who was smoking in the^ street I have a reason for mentioning him. He 
was a tall, dark, heavily moustached, rather military-looking man. He nodded in 
answer to my inquiry and gave me a curiously questioning glance, which came 
back to my memory a little later 

“I had hardly entered the gateway before I saw Mr Amberley coming down the 
drive I only had a glimpse of him this morning, and he certainly gave me the 
impression of a strange creature, but when I saw him in full light his appearance 
was even more abnormal ” 

“I have, of course, studied it, and yet I should be interested to have your im- 
pression,” said Holmes 

“He seemed to me like a man who w'as literally bowed down by care His back 
was curved as though he carried a heavy burden Yet he was not the weakling that 
I had at first imagined, for his shoulders and chest have the framework of a giant, 
though his figure tapers away into a pair of spindled legs ” 

“Left shoe wrinkled, right one smooth ” 

“I did not observe that.” 

“No, you wouldn’t I spotted his artificial limb. But proceed ” * 

“I was struck by the snaky locks of grizzled hair which curled from under his 
old straw hat, and his face with its fierce, eager expression and the deeply lined 
features ” 

“Very good, Watson What did he say?” 

“He began pouring out the storv of his grievances We walked down the drive 



together, and of course I took a good look round. 1 have never seen a worse-kept 
place. iTie garden was all running to seed, giving me an impression of wild neglect 
in which the plants had been allowed to fod the way of Nature rather than of art. 
How any decent woman could have tolerated such a state of things, I don't know. 
The house, too, was slatternly to the last degree, but the poor man seemed himself 
to be aware of it and to be trying to remedy it, for a great pot of green paint stood 
in the centre of the hall, and he was carrying a thick brush in his left hand. He had 
been working on the woodwork, 

‘'He took me into his dingy sanctum, and we had a long chat. Of course, he was 
disappointed that you had not come yourself. ‘I hardly expected/ he said, ‘that 
so humble an individual as myself, especially after my heavy financial loss, could 
obtain the complete attenliou of so famous n man as Mr, Sherlock Holmes.* 

“I assured him that the financial quesbon did not arise. ‘No, of course, it is art 
for art's sake with him,' said he, ‘but even on the arbstic side of crime he might 
have found something here to study. And human nature. Dr. Watson— the black 
ingratitude of it all I When did I ever refuse one of her requests? Was ever a 
woman so pampered? And that young man-he might have been my owm son. He 
had the run of my house. And yet see how they have treated me! Oh, Dr. Watson, 
It IS a dreadful, dreadful world T 

‘That was the burden of his song for an hour or more. He had, it seems, no 
suspicion of an intrigue. Tliey lived alone save for a wwman who comes in by the 
day and leaves ever}' evening at six. On that particular evening old Amberley, 
wishing to give his wife a treat, had taken two upper circle seats at the Hayrnarket 
TTieatre. At the last moment she had complained of a headache and had refused 
to go. He had gone alone. There seemed to be no doubt about the fact, for he 
produced the unused ticket which he had taken for his wife." 

“That IS remarkable— most remarkable,’* said Holmes, whose interest in the case 
seemed to be rising. “Pray continue, Watson. I find your narrative most arresting. 
Did you personally examine this ticket? You did not, pcrchantc. take the number?" 

“It so happens that I did," I answered with some pride. “U chanced to be my 
old school number, thirty me, and so is stuck in my head." 

“Excellent, Watsonl His seat, then, was either thirty or thirty two." 

“Quite so/' I answered with some mystification. "And on 6 row." 

“That IS most satisfactory. What '■'Isc did he tell you?" 

“He showed me his strong-room, as he called it. U really is a strong-room— like 
a bank— with iron door and shuttcr-burglar-proof, as he claimed. However, the 
woman seems to have had a duplicate key, and between them they had carried off 
some seven thousand pounds’ worth of cash and securities." 

“Securities! How could they dispose of those?" 

“He said that he had given the police a hst and tibat he hoped they would be 
unsaleable. He had got back from t*." theatre about midnight and found the place 
plundered, the door and window open, and the fugibves gone ITiere was uo 
letter or message, nor has he heard a word since. He at once gave the alarm to the 
police." 

Holmes brooded for some minutes. 

"You say he was painting. What was he painting?" 

"Well, he was painting the passage. But he had already painted tiic door and 
woodwork of this room I spoke of.” 

“Does it not strike you as a sbangc occupation m the cuculnstance^^’ ' 



** 'One must do something to ease in achmg heart.* That was his own explaoa- 
boa. It was eccenbic, no doubt, but he is clearly an ecceatnc man. He tore up one 
of ha wife's photographs in my presente— tore it up funously in a tempest of 
passim. T never wish to see her damned face again/ he shneked.** 

• “Anything more, Watsonr 

“Yes, one thing which struck me more than anybiing else. I bad dnven to the 
Blackbmiik Stabon and had caught my tram there when, just as it was starbng, i 
saw a man dart into the carnage next to my own. You know that I have a quick eye 
for faces, Holmes. It was undoubtedly the tall, dark man whom I had addressed 
in the street. 1 saw him once more at London Bridge, and then I lost him in the 
crowd. But I am convinced that he was following me " 

“No doubtl No doubtl" said Holmes. “A tall, dark, heavily moustached man, 
you say, with gray-bnted sun-glasses?*' 

“Holmes, you arc a wizard I did not say so, but he had gray-tinted sun-glasses * 

“And a Masonic be-pin?" 

“Holmes!'' 

“Quite simple, my dear Watson. But let us get down to what is ptacbcal 1 must 
admit to you that the case, which seemed to me to be so absurdly simple as to be 
hardly worth my nobce, is rapidly assuming a very different aspect It is true that 
though in your mission you have missed everything of importance, yet even those 
things which have obtruded themselves upon your notice give nsc to senous 
thought." 

“What have I missed?" 

“Don't be hurt, my dear fellow You know that 1 am quite impersonal No one 
else would have done better. Some possibly not so well But clearly you have 
missed some vital points. What is the opmion of the neighbours about this man 
Amberley and his wife? That surely is of importance. What of Dr. Ernest? Was 
he the gay Lothario one would expect? With your natural advantages, Watson, 
every lady is your helper and accomplice. What about the girl at the post-office, 
or the wife of the greengrocer? I can picture you whispenng soft nothings with the 
young lady at the Blue Anchor, and receiving hard somethings in exchange All 
this you have left undone ” 

“It can still be done." 

“It has been done. Thanks to the telephone and the help of the Yard, 1 can 
usually get my essentials without leaving this room. As a matter of fact, my infor- 
mabon confirms the man’s story. He has the local repute of being a miser as well 
as a harsh and exacting husband. 'Fhat he had a large sum of money m that sbong- 
room of his is certain. So also is it that young Dr. Ernest, an unmamed man, 
played chess with Amberley, and probably played the fool with his wife. All this 
seems plam sailing, and one would think that there was no more to be said— and 
yeti— and yet!” 

“Where lies the difficulty?” 

"In my imagination, perhaps Well, leave it there, Watson Let us escape from 
this weary workaday world by the side door of music Carina sings to-nigbt at the 
Albert Hall, and we sbll have bme to dress, dine, and enjoy.” 

In the morning I was up betimes, but some toast crumbs and two empty egg- 
shells told me that my comp^nlon was earlier still. I found a scnbbled note upon 
the tsdsle 


756 



Deak Watson: 

There are one or two points of contact which 1 should wish to establish 
with Mr. Josiah Amberley. When I have done so we can dismiss the case— 
or not. I would only ask you to be on hand about three o'clock, as I conceive 
it possible that I may want you. 

s. B. 

I saw nothing of Holmes all day, but at the hour named he returned, grave, 
preoccupied, and aloof. At such times it was wiser to lea\e him to himself 

“Has Amberley been here yet?" 

“No." 

“Ah I I am expecting him." 

He was not disappointed, for presently the old fellow arrived with a very worried 
and puzzled expression upon his austere face. 

‘Tve had a telegram, Mr. Holmes. I can liiakc nothing of it." He handed it over, 
and Holmes read it aloud, 

“Come at once without fail. Can give you information as to youi recent 
loss. 

“Elman. 

‘The Vicarage. 

“Dispatched at 2:10 from Little Purlington," said Holmes. "Little Purlington 
is in Essex, I believe, not far from Frinton. Well, of course you will start at once. 
This is evidently from a responsible person, the vicar of the place. Where is my 
Crockford? Yes, here we have him: ‘J* C. Elman, M. A., Living of Moosmoor cum 
Little Purlington.' Look up the trains, V/atson." 

“There is one at 5:20 from Liverpool Street." 

“Excellent. You had best go with him, Watson. He may need help or advice. 
Clearly we have come to a crisis in this affair " 

But our client seemed by no means eagei to start. 

“It's perfectly absurd, M*. Holmes,” he said. “What can this man possibly know 
of what has occurred? It is waste of time and money." 

“He would not have telegraphed tr* you if he did not know something. Wire at 
once that you are coming." 

“I don't think I shall go." 

Holmes assumed his sternest aspect. 

“It would make the worst possible impression both on the police and upon 
myself, Mr. Amberley, if when so obvious a clue arose you should refuse to follow 
it up. Wc should feel that you were not reall} in earnest in this investigation /’ 

Our client seemed horriSed at the suggestion. 

“Why, of course I shall go if you lo<»i. at it in that way," said he. “On the face of 
it, it seems absurd to suppose that this parson knows anything, but if you think — " 

"I do think,” said Holmes with emphasis, and so we were launched upon our 
journey. Holmes took me aside before wc left the room and gave me one word of 
counsel, which showed that he considered the matter to be of importance. “What- 
ever you do, see that he really does go," said he. “Should he break away or return, 
get to the nearest telephone exchange and send the single word 'Bolted.' I will 
arrange here that it shdl reach tne'wherever I am." 

Little Purlington is not an easy^^dace to reach, for it b on a branch line. My 
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remembrance of the journey is not a pleasant one, for the weather was hot, the 
train slow, and nty companion sullen and silent, hardly talking at all save to make 
an occasional sardonic remark as to the futility of oui proceedings. When we at 
last reached the little station it was a two-mile drive before we came to the 
Vicarage, where a big, solemn, rather pompous clergyman received us in his study. 
Our telegram lay before him. 

“Well, gentlemen,” he asked, ‘Nvhat (^n I do for you?" 

"We came,” I explained, "in answer to your wire.” 

"My wircl I sent no wire.” 

“I mean the wire which you sent to Mr. Josiah Ambcrley about his wife and his 
money ” 

"If this IS a joke, sir, it is a very questionable one," said the vicar angrily. “I have 
never heard of the gentleman you name, and I have not sent a wire to anyone.” 

Our client and 1 looked at each other in amazement 

"Perhaps there is some mistake,” said I; “are there perhaps two vicarages? Here 
IS the wire itself, signed Elman and dated from the Vicarage ” 

"Tlieie is only one vicaiage, sir, and only one vicar, and tins wire is a scandalous 
forgery, tlie origin of which shall certainly be investigated by the police. Mean- 
while, I can see no possible object in prolonging this interview.” 

So Mr. Amberley and I found ourselves on the roadside in what seemed to me 
to be tlic most pnmitive village in Blngland. We made for the telegraph office, but 
it was already closed. There was a telephone, however, at the little Railway Arms, 
and by it I got into touch with Holmes, who shared in our amazement at the 
result of oui journey 

"Most singular!" said the distant voice. “Most remarkablel I much fear, my dear 
Watson, that there is no retuin train to-night. I have unwittingly condemn^ you 
to the horrors of a country inn However, there is always Nature, Watson— Nature 
and Josiah Amberley-you can in close commune with both.” I heard his dry 
chuckle as he turned away. 

It was soon apparent to me that my companion's reputation as a miser was not 
undeserved. He had grumbled at the expense of the journey, had insisted upon 
travelling third-class, and was now clamorous in his objections to the hotel bill. 
Next morning, when we did at last amve in London, it was hard to say which of us 
was in the worse humour. 

"You had best take Baker Street as we pass,” said I. “Mr. Holmes may have 
some fresh instructions ” 

"If they are not worth more than the last ones they are not of much use,” said 
Amberley with a malevolent scowl. None the less, he kept me company. I had 
already warned Holmes by telegram of the hour of our arrival, but we found a 
message waiting that he was at Lewisham and would expect us there. That was a 
surprise, but an even greater one was to find that he was not alone in the sitting- 
room of our client. A stem-looking, impassive man sat beside him, a dark man 
with gray-tinted glasses and a large Masonic pin projecting from bis tie. 

"This is my friend Mr. Barker,” said Holmes. “He has been interesting himself 
also in your business, Mr. Josiah Amberley, though we have been working inde- 
pendently. But we both have the same question to ask youl” 

Mr. Amberley sat down heavily. He sensed impending danger. I read it in his 
straining eyes and his twitching features. 

"What is the question, Mr. Holmes?" 
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''Only this: What did you do with the bodies?” 

The man sprang to his feet with a hoarse scream. He clawed into the air with 
his bony hands. His mouth was open, and for the instant he looked like some 
horrible bird of prey. In a flash we got a glimpse of the real Josiah Amberley, a 
misshapen demon with a soul as distorted as his body. As he fell back into his 
chair he clapped his hand to his lips as if to stifle a cough. Holmes sprang at his 
throat like a tiger and twisted his face towards the*ground. A white pellet fell from 
between his gasping lips. 

“No short cuts, Josiah Amberley. Things must be done decently and lu order. 
What about it. Barker?” 

“I have a cab at the door,” said our taciturn companion. 

“It is only a few hundred yards to the station. VV'c will go together. You can 
stay here, Watson, I shall be l?ack within half an hour. ' 

The old colourman had the strength of a lion m that great trunk of his, but he 
was helpless in the hands of the two experienced rnan-handlcrs Wriggling and 
twisting he was dragged to the waiting cab, and I was ktl to \x\\ solitary vigil in the 
ill-omened house. In less time than he had named, however, flolnies was back, in 
company with a smart young police inspector. 

“I've left Barker to look after the formalities,” said Holmes. “You had not met 
Barker, Watson. He is my hated rival upon the Suney shore. When you said a tall 
dark man it was not difEcult for me to complete the picture. He has several good 
cases to his credit, has he not, Inspector?” 

“He has certainly interfered several times,” the inspector answc.re;d with leserve. 

“His methods are inegular, no doubt, like my own. 'Fhe irregulars are useful 
sometimes, you know. You, for example, w\th your compulsory waiumg about 
whatever he said being used against him, could never have blulied this rascal into 
what is virtually a confession.” 

“Perhaps not. But we get there all the same, Mr. Holmes. Don't imagine that 
we had not formed our own view's of this case, and that we would not have laid our 
hands on our man. You will excuse us for feeling sore when you jump m with 
methods which we cannot and so rob us of the credit.” 

“There shall be no such robbery, MacKinnon. I assure you that I efface myself 
from now onw'ard, and as to Barker, he has done nothing save what 1 told him. 

The inspector seemed considerably relieved. 

“That is very handsome of you, Mr. Holmes. Praise or blame can matter little 
to you, but it is very different to us when the newspapers begin to ask questions.” 

“Quite so. But they are pretty sure to ask questions anyhow, sc it would be as 
well to have answers. What will you say, for example, when the intelligent and 
enterprising reporter asks you what the exact points were which aroused your 
suspicion, and finally gave you a certain conviction as to the real facts?* 

TTie inspector looked puzzled. 

“We don't seem to have got any real facts yet, Mr. Holmes. You say that the 
prisoner, in the presence of three witnesses, practically confessed by trying to 
commit suicide, that he had murdered his wife and her lover. What other facts 
have you?” 

“Have you ananged for a search?” 

“There are three constables on their way.” 

“Then you will soon get the clearest fact of all. The bodies cannot be far away. 
Try the cellars and the garden. It should not take long to dig up the likely places. 
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This house is older than the water-pipes. There must be a disused well somewhere. 
Try your luck there." 

"But how did you know of it, and bow was it done?" 

"Ill show you first how it was done, and then I will give the explanation which 
is due to you, and even more to my long-suSering friend here, who has been 
invaluable throughout. But, first, I would give you an insight into this man’s 
mentality. It is a very unusual one-so much so that 1 think his destination is more 
likely to be Broadmoor than the scaffold. He has, to a high degree, the sort of mind 
which one associates with the mediaeval Italian nature rather than with the modem 
Briton. He was a miserable miser who made his wife so wretched by his niggardly 
ways that she was a ready prey for any adventurer. Such a one came upon the scene 
in the person of this chess-playing doctor. Amberley excelled at chess— one mark, 
Watson, of a scheming mind. Like all misers, he was a jealous man, and his 
jealousy became a frantic mania. Rightly or wrongly, he suspected an intrigue. He 
determined to have his revenge, and he planned it with diabolical cleverness. Come 
here!” 

Holmes led us along the passage with as much certainty as if he had lived in the 
house and halted at the open door of the strong-room. 

“Pooh! What an awful smell of painti” cried the inspector. 

‘That was our first clue," said Holmes. ‘Tou can thank Dr. Watson’s observation 
for that, though he failed to draw the inference. It sec my fool upor the trail. 
Why should this man at such a time be filling his house with strong odours? Ob- 
viously, to cover some other smell which he wished to conceal— some guilty smell 
which would suggest suspicions. Then came the idea of a room s^vch as you see here 
with iron door and shutter-a hermetically sealed room. Put those two facts to- 
gether, and whither do they lead? 1 could only determine that by acamining the 
house myself. I was already certain that the case was serious, for I had examined 
the box-office chart at the Ha^arket Theatre-anothcr of Dr. V/atson's bull’s-eyes 
—and ascertained that neither B thirty nor thirty-two of the upp>ei circle had been 
occupied that night. Therefore, Amberley had not been to the theatre, and his 
alibi fell to the ground. He made a bad slip when he allowed niy astute friend to 
notice the number of the seat taken for his wife. The question now arose how I 
might be able to examine the house. I sent an agent to the most imp>ossible village 
1 could think of, and summoned my man to it at such an houi that he could not 
possibly get back. To prevent any miscarriage. Dr. Watson accompanied him. The 
good vicar's name I took, of course, out of my Crockford. Do I make it all clear 
to you?” 

“It is masterly," said the inspector in an awed voice. 

“There being no fear of intenuption I proceeded to burgle the house. Burglary 
has always been an alternative profession had I cared to adopt it, and I have little 
doubt that I should have come to the front. Observe what I found. You sec the 
gas-pipe along the skirting here. Very good. It rises in the angle of the wall, and 
there is a tap here in the comer. The pipe runs out into the strong'^room, as you 
can see, and ends in that plaster rose in the centre of the ceiling, where it is 
concealed by the ornamentation. That end is wide open. At any moment by turning 
the outside tap the room could be flooded with gas. With door and shutter closed 
and the tap full on I would not give two minutes of conscious sensation to anyone 
shut up in that little chamber. By what devilish device he decoyed them there I 
do not know, but once inside the door they were at his mercy ’ 
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The inspector examined the pipe witii interest ^*Onc of our officen mesttiOMd 
the smell of gas^** said he, T>ut of course the window and door were open then, and 
the pamt— or some of it— was already about. He had begun tfie wort of paint- 
ing the day before, according to his story. But what next, Mr. Holmes?*" 

“Well, then came an incident which was rather unexpect e d to myself. I was 
slipping throng the pantry window in the early dawn when I felt a hand inside 
my collar, and a voice said: 'Now, you rascal, what arc you doing in there?" When 
I could twist uiy hesd lound I looked into the tinted spectacles of my friend and 
rival, Mr. Barker. *t was a cunous forepthering and set us both smiling. It seems 
that he had been enpged 1>y Dr. Ray Emcst*s family to make some investigations 
and had come to the same conclusion as to foul play. He had watched the house 
for some days and had spotted Dr. W^atson as one of the obviously suspicious 
charach*rs who had called there. He could hardly arrest Watson, but when he saw 
a man actually dimbing out of the pantry window »herc came a limit to his 
restraint. Of course, I told him how matters stood and we continued the case 
together.” 

“Why him? Why not us?” 

“Because it was in my mind to put that little test which answered so admirably 
1 fear you vould not have gone so far ” 

The inspector smiled. 

“Well, maybe not. I understand that I have your word, Mr Holmes, that you 
step nght Jut of the case now and that you turn all your results over to us.“ 
“Certainly, that is always my custom.” 

“Wdl, iir the name of the force I thank you. It seems a clear case, as you put it, 
and there can't DC much difficulty over the bodies ” 

“ril show you a grim little bit of evidence,” said Holmes, “and I am sure 
Ambcrley himself never observed it. Youll get results, Inspector, by always purring 
yourself in the other fellow's place, and thinking what you would do yourself It 
takes some imagination, but it pays. Now, we will suppose that you were shut up 
in this Irttlc room, had not two minutes to live, but wanted to get even with the 
fiend who was prcbably mocking at you from the other side of the door What 
would you do?” 

“Write a message.” 

“Exactly Y‘)u would like to tell people how you died. No use writing on paper 
That would be seen. If you wrote on the wall someone might rest upon it. Now, 
look here! Just above the skirting is scribbled wirh a purple indelible pencil ‘We 
we — ' rhal's all. ' 

“What do you make of that?” 

“Well, It's only a foot above the ground The poor devil was on the flexor dvigr 
when he wrote it. He lost bis senses before he could finish ” 

“He was wnting, 'We were murdered."” 

“That’s how I read it If you find an indelible pencil on the bodv — 

“Well look out for it, you may be sure But those secuntres? Clearly tlv 
no robbery at all And yet he did possess those bonds We verified that ^ 

“You may be sure he has them bidden in a safe place When the 
ment had passed into history, he would suddenly discover them and an/ 
the guilty couple had relented and sent back the pluiKler or had 
the way ” 

“You certainly seem to have met every difficulty,” said the in<^pe/ 
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he was bound to call us m, but why he should have gone to you I can*t understand " 

*Ture swank!" Holmes answered “He felt so clever and so sure of himself that 
he imagined no one could touch him He could say tc any suspicious neighbour, 
'Look at the steps I have taken I have consulted not only the police but even 
Sherlock Holmes/" 

The inspector laughed. 

^'We must forgive you your 'even/ Mr Holmes," said he, “it’s as workmanlike 
a job as I can remember.” 

A couple of days later rny fnend tossed across tc me a copy of the bi-weekly 
Nortii Surrey Observer. Under a scries of darning headlines, which began with 
“The Haven Horror" and ended with “Brilliant Police Investigation/’ there was a 
packed column of print which gave the first consccutiv'^ account of the affa*! The 
concluding paragraph is typical of the v\hole It ran thus 

'The rernaikahle acumen by which Inspector MacKinmui 'lenuceo from 
the smell of paint that some other smell, that of gas for exairpk, might be 
concealed, the bold deduction that the strong r^ A^c be il e death 

chamber, and the subsequent inquiry whitii kd to the chs^oury n the 
bodies m a disused well. c]e\eih concealed b> a dogleurM, shobid L\c m 
the history of crime as a example of t*ie MOtriecu'c of ' n ptofes 

sional detectives 

"WHl, well, MacKinnon is n good fcTiOw," said Holmes u h ‘mile 

"You tin file it in our an hive*-, VVat:>Jii Some da^ thf t uc " 
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